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H^fl thou.bccordiilig to thy qtb and band, 
Broughtiuther tfcnneHcrfc^ thy boldfonne, 
Here to make good thebayftroiislateappeal'c 



Gaunt. I haucmy Leigc. ij • ■ ... • 

Kw%. Tell memoreoner; hath thou fotmded him , 
Ifhe appeai’ethe Duke on auncient malice, 

Or worthily, as a good fubiect fhould. 

On fome knovvne ground of trencher ieip him? 

.(jaunty As neareiisl c©Uld fifi him o^^that argument, 

On fomcapparant danger &cne, in him, : . _ ;i!1 ;y?: 
Airnde atyour Highneiley no inueterate malice. 

Ktn%. Then call them to ourprefence.facctc face. 

And frowning brow to brow bur felues will heare 
Theaccufer,andthfij{icrufe 4 j&eely.fpgakc : ; . 5 y 

Hieftomacktarctlieyrbodii^j^fylliofttb, • .. . j’A 

In rage;deafcoj the fea^ Iiallie as hre. 

./biicd 35-ttVoi 6i JSimtjd bn . ■ mot i 

Enter^ulfagfa-ookf, dfidzJWotybray. 

,• Jh'jnf; tid anv/ob Ird duo.Tr 0 ctm-io 3 _ • , d X 

Bulling. Many yearesof happy dayfsbejjall ; > s , 2 

.My S ra dous Soue^ign€ J .n^.moiblow*ng 4 ^o®* 
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The Tragedk of 

fifowb. Each day (till better others happinefTe, 

Vntill the Heaucns enuy ing Earths good nappe, 

Adde in immortall title to your Crownc. 

K, nf . Weethankeyou both : vet one but Hatters VS*. 

A'; well appeareth by the caufe you come y 
Namely , to appeale each other of high tre^fon. 

Coofin of Hereford, what dofl d>ou obieft 
Aaainft the Duke ofNorfolkeThomas Mowbrays-. 

°Bui. Firit (heauenbethe record to my fpeech) 

In thedeuotionof a fubic&esloue, _ 

T endring the precious fafetie cf my Prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hate. 

Come 1 appeallantto this princely prefencc. 

Now Thomas Mowbray ,do l turne to thee; 

And marke mv greeting well : for whatlfpeake, 

Mv body fhall make good vponthis earth, 

Or my dnfine foule anfwere it in heauen. 

T hou art a T ray tor, and a mHcreanty 
Too good to be fo.and too bad to hue : 

Since themorc faire and cn frail is the skie. 

The vglier fc( me the cloudes that in it hie. 

M«*b. Le t not my cold* w ordes here accufe my zealot ^ 
Tis not the try all oftt Womans wavre, 

Thebitter clamor of two eager tongues. 

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twame : 

The blood ishotte that muft be cooldforthis. 

Yet can I not offuchtame patiencefioait, 

As to be hufht and naught at all to fay. . 

Firft the faire reuerene* of y ourhighnefTe curbesni^ 

From gluing reynes and fpurres to myTree fpeech, 

Which clfewouldpoft vntillit had retumd 
Thefetearmes of tieafon doubled downe his throaty 

Setting a fide his higlv bteodstfoyalfie: v • y . , \ .* 




King Richard the Second. 

I doe defie him, andf pitat him*, 

Call him a flaunderous Coward and a Villaine i 
Which to maintained would allow him ods, 

And meete him, were I tide to runne a footc, 

Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where euer Engliih man durft fet his footc. 

Meane time, let this defend my loyaltic, 

By all my hopes, moft falfly doth he lie. 

Tut. Pale trembling Coward, there I thro w my gage, 
Difclayming here thekinred of a King, 

And lay afidemy high bloods royal tie y 
Which fcare,notreuerence makes thee to except. 

If guiltie dread haue left thee fo much ftrengtb,. 

As to take vp mine honours pawnc, then ffoope r 
By that, and ail the rites ofKnighthood elfe. 

Will I make good againft thee arme to arme. 

What I haue fpoke.or what t hou canft deuife* 

I take it vp,and by that Sword I fweare. 

Which gently lay demy Knighthood onmy fhoulder, 

He anfwere thee in any faire degree : 

Or chiualrous defigne of Knightly tryall. 

And when I mount aliue,aliue may I not light. 

If I bcTraitour, or vniuftly fight. 

Km ■%. What doth our Coofm lay to Mowbraies charge? 
It muft be gteat that can inherite vs. 

So mtichasofa thought ofill in him. 

'BhI. Looke wharl fay d^ny life fhall prooue it true. 
That Mowbray hath reeeiude eight thoufand Nobles,. 

In namcoffendinges,for yourHighnefleSouldiours: 

The which fie hath detainde for leawd imployments, 

Like a falfe Tray tour, and iniurious Villaine. 

Befidcs I fay, and will in bnttaileprooue. 

Or here, or elfe wBfere,tb the furtheft Verge 
That euer wasfiwueyedby English eye. 

That all the treafons for thcfe eightecne yearcs, 
Complotted audeontriuedin thisLand, 

Ee tent from falfe Mowbray, their firftfiead andfpring: 
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%hc T rape die of 

further I fay, and further wittmainfafrto <>i 
Vpon his bad life to make ail thisgood. 

That he did plotte the Duke dfGiofters death, 

Sue^efl his (bone beleeurag aduerfari.es, 

Aiufconfequeiuly like aTraitour Coward, 

Siuc'te out his innocent foulechrough ibeamcs.ofbfoodi > 
Which blood, like fadrificing v4bels r cryci, .1 rau. r/. n'A 
Eueu from the tongueieffe Cauerns of the earth, > ** 

To me for iu dice, amt rough chaftifenient : 

And by the glorious worth ofmy difeent, 

This Arme ihall do.it, or this Life fee (pent. ••'id 

ICmi. How hi gl\a pitch his rcfbfiitiart fonrris* ; ; p«A 
Thom as of Nor fed ke, w h a t fayfbt h on to -th i s ? 

Mo\\b. Oh letmy Soueraigne turne away his face. 

And bid his earesa little while be deafe, 

Till I bane told this fiaunderofhis blood, •*> 

Ho w G od , an d good men jhate fo fo u 1 c aly er . ! ' 

Km. Mawbra'y,impartiall are our eybs and earesj 
Were he my Brother 5 nay,my kingdomes Heire, 

As he is bii tany fathers brothers Sonne, 

Now by Scepters awe I malce a vow, 

Such neighbour neercncs to our facred blood, 

Should nothirig ^riuiledge him, nor partialize 
The vnftooping firmenelfe ofmy vpvight foule: . 

He is ourfubieft Mowbray, fo art thou. 

Free fpcech and fearelcffe I to thee allow. 

Mo&b. Then Bullingbrooke,as.low as to thyheartp oE 
Through thefalfe paffagebfthf throat thouiy«ft : 

Three partes of that receipt I had for Callice,. d- ' 

DisburftltohishighnefieSouldioursj \ 'pi 

The other part refcrukk l, by. coiifent, . 

For that my Soueraigdediegc was i®;my dcbt,I -dr.'. - i.I 
Vpon remainder ofa deare accounts, - i ’ ' .vi' i n ! .i: >! 
Since laft I wenito Ranee to fetch his ($uecne : 

Now fwallow downs that lie. For Glocefters death J ? 

1 flew him not^&ut to nriiije owae difgrace - 1 • -J .r! f 
Negle&cdmy fwoinedbetie iin!thatcafe; r.. •* 

Fotfyduipynolirie^ di d! mod u. •: - .. 
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Richard the Second., 

The honourable Father to my foe, _ 

Once did I lay an ambufh for four life j 
A trefpaffe that doth vexe my greened foule *. 

Ah -but er e I lafe receiu'de the Sacrament, 

1 did confefle igand exaftly hefe ;■*' 

Your Graces pardon, and I hop el had tt. 

This is my fault *, as for thercftappcald. 

It iffues from the rancour of a ViLame, 

A recreant, and mo (I degenerateTraitour*, 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend. 

And enterchangeably hurle downc tl^e gage, 

Tpon this ouervveeriingtraitours rootCy ^ 

To proouemv felfe a loyall Gentleman 

Fucn in the bell blood chamber d rahis bofome i • 

In hafte whereof, moft hardly I pray 
Yniirbi^hniefle to afliispifi our trial! day* 

Y A^.Vrath kindlcd : Gentleman,bcrured by me. 

Lets purge this chole-r w i thout letting bloud. 

This we preferibe, though no Phifition . 

Deepc Malice makes too deep.emciliom. 

Forget, forgiuc .5 conclude;and beagreed.} 

OurDoftorsfayjtliisisnoroontbtoo.ccd. 

Good V nckle,let this endjwljere it begunne; 

Weelecalme tbeDukc of Norfolke, y ou your fonne,- . 

Gwnv To be a makepeace, fhall become my age . 
Tlfw dq.vnc(,ny fon..c)-tli e PukeofNorfolk eS S a S «. • 
Km. And Norfolke, throw 1 do wne lus. 

Gaunt. When Harricpwhen ? obedience bids, 

Obedience bids! fhould not bid agiune. . . .. 

King. Norfolke, throw do vvnc we bid, there ^ n 

Mm. My felfol throw (dread fouerai|ne)at th) toots. 
My life thou fhalt conunaund,butnot my inarnc : 

The one my dueti e rowes^ j but my faire name, 

Defpfeht of Death that liues. vpon ray Graue, 

To darke Diihonours vfe, thou fhalt not haue 

T J i n CL iinrl llilfiFulcl nCCl C X 



To darke Difhonours vie, thou man ran h-«w • 

I am dfegi'afte, impeach t, and baffuld heeie? 

Pierft tk thefoule with Slaundew v enomd *peare, ■ 
The which no Balmc can cure, but his heart blood- 
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• T kt TrugteUi of 

1 Which breaehde this poyfon. 

Ksng. Rage muff be withftood : 

Giue me his gage y Lions make Leopards tame. 

Mvwb. Yea, but jiot change his fpotsytake bucmyfhai 
And I refignemy gage, my. dear© deare Lord . 

Tiic pureff treafure mortal! times affoord. 

Is fpotlefle reputation, that away y 

Men arc butguilded Loam©, or painted Clay : 

A Iewcll in atenne times bard vpQicft, 

Is a bold Spirit in a loyal! Bre a# 

Mine Honour ismyhfo, both grow in one* 

Take Honour from mc,and my life is done. 

Then (dearemy Leigc) mine Honour let me try. 

In that I line, and for that will I die. 

King. Coofin, throw vp your gao-ei do yoabeein 

<m P God defendm r foule ftomfuchdeepelnne, 
bhalll feemeCreft-falleninmyfathers fio-ht; 

Or with pale bc^ger-face impeach my highr. 

Before tins out-darde daftard? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble vvron 0 ^ 

Or found fo bafe a parlce, my teeth /hall tcare 
I he ilauilh mo tiuc of recanting fcarc, 

And fpit it bleeding in his high ddgracc. 

Where ihamc dothharbour, euen in Mowbraicsface 

* Cw f- Wc wcrc aot to fue,butto commaundt 
Which fince we can not do, to make you friendes 
Be ready (as your, life fhallanfwere it) 

At CoHtmnt vpon Saint Lambards day : 

There /hall your Swords and Launces arbitrate 
1 he fweUing difference of your fetled hate ; 
bince wc cannot atone you,you /hall fee 
lull ice defigne the Viftors chiualrie. 

Lord MarihalljCommaund our Officers at Aimes 
Be readie to direft thc&home allarmes. « # * / 

Enter lohn ofG*Hnt,with the ‘Dutcbetfe of Glocefter. 

n %u n, ‘ A j a *’. the P artI Mn Woodflocksblood. 
Doth more foIUcKcme, then yourcxclaimej 
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Richard t he Second . 

To ffirreagainfi: .the butchers' ofhis life.' 

But fince correftion Iveth in thofe handes, 

■"Which made the fault that wc connoT correft. 

Put we our quarrell to the will of hcaueny 
Who when they fee the howefs ripe on earth. 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders lieades . 

Dutchtfit. Findes brotherhood in thee no /harper. fpurre? 
Hath loue in thy old blood no. lining fire? 

Edwards feauenfonnes, whereof thy felfe art one, 
Wer^ jeauen Viols of his facrcd blood, 

Orleauen faire Branches fpringing from oneroote ? 

Some ofthofc feauen are dryed by Natures courfey 
Some of thofe Branches by the Deftinies cut : 

But T homos my deare Lord, my life, ray giocefter , 

One Violl full of Edwards facred blood, 

Qneff ourifhing Branch ofhismofl: royal! roote 
Is craft, and allthe precious liquor fpilt, 

Ishackt downe,andhis fummerleaues all faded 
By Enuics hand, and Murders bloodie axe. 

Ah gaunt , his blood was thine, that bed, that wombe, 
Thatmettall,that felfe mould, that fafhioned thee. 

Made him a man : and though thouliueft and breatheft, 
Yet art thou flame in him ; thou doft confent 
In fome largemeafureto thy fathers death, 

In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was themodell of thy fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, gaunt, it is Difpaire, 

In fuffering thus thy Broth er to be flaughtredy 
Thou fheweft the naked pathway to thy life. 

Teaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee: 

That which in meane men we intitlc Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 

Wh at fhall I fay ? to fafegard thy owne life, 

Thebcff wayis, to vengemy gtocefters death. 

gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute. 

His deputie annoynted in his fight. 

Hath caufd his death y the which if wrongfully, 

Let Heauen reuenge,for I may neuer lift 

B. A® 



Jeaue+t —' • 33> /^c^e erifn- 




The T ragedic of 

An a’nwric arrne againft his mini ft er. 

Ditch. Where then ^ynaylcomplaine my felfe? 
gaunt. To God,the Widow es Ch am p i o n and defence^ 
Duch. Why then I will : farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou goeft to Couentry, there to behold 
Our Coo fin Herford and fell Mowbray fight. 

0 fet my husbands wronges on Hcrfords Spearej 
That it may enter butcher Mowbraies breaft. 

Or if misfortune mifte the firft carrier. 

Be Mowbraies finnes foheauie in his bofome, 

That thev may breake his footing Courfersbacke, 

And throw the rider headlong in theliftes, 

A catiue recreant to my Coofin Herford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife; 

With her companion, griefi: mu ft end her life, 

Gaur.t . Sifter. farewell, I muft to Couentris : 

As much good ftay- with thee, as goewith me. 

Duch. Yet one word morcjgriefc boundeth where it fallcs 
Not with the cmptiehollownefle,but weight! 

1 take my leaue before I haue begunne, 

For forrow endes not when itfeemeth dcine:- 

Commendeme to my brother Edmund Yorkcy 
Loethis is all : nay yet depart not fo, 

Though this be-all, do not foquicldy goe, 

3 ihall remember more : Bidd him ; ah what? 

With all good fpecd at Plafhie vifit-me. 

Alacke and what fhall good old Yorke there fee, 

But emptie Lodgings and vnfurnifhtWalles, 

Vn peopled Offices,vn trodden Stones; 

And what hearc therefor welcome, but my grones? 
Therefore commend me,let him not come there, . 

To feeke out forrow,thatdwels euery where; 
Defo!ate,dcfolate will 1 hence anddie : 

Thelaft leaue ofthee takes my weeping eye; KxemU 

Enter the Lord Marshall wd the Duty Attmerlt. 
tJM ar. My Lord Aumerle,is Harry Kerford anndej 
Am. Y ea at ali poyntes,and loegs toenteiinv 
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Richard the Second. 

Mar. The Duke ofNorfolke fprightfully and bold, 
Staics but the fummons ofthc appellants trumpet. 

Aum. Why then the Champions are prepard,and ftay 
-For no thing out his Maiefties approach. 

The trumpets found, and the King enters with his Nobles y^htnthty 
are (it, enter the ‘Duke of Tfcrfolfe in arm's defendant. 

King. Marfhall demaund of yonder Champion, 
Thecaufeofhis.ariuall here in armes, 

Aske him his name,and orderly proccede 
To fwcare him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. InGods nameandthe Kinges,fay who thou art, 
And why thou commeft thus Knightly clad in armes? 
Againft whatman thou comft,and what’s thy quarrell, 
Speake truely on thy Knighthood, and thy oth. 

As fo defend thee heauen and thy valour 

Move. My name is Thomas Mowbray } D.ofNorfolke. 
Who hither come ingaged by my oath, 

(Which God defend a Knight fhould violate) 

Both to defendmy loyaltieandtruth. 

To God, my King, and my fuccceding iftue, 

Againft the Duke of Herford that appealcs uiee, 

And by thegraccof God, and this mine arme. 

To prooue him in defending ofmy felfe, 

A T raitour to my God, my King,and me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

The Trumpets found, enter Duke ef Herford 
appellant in armour 

King. Marfhall aske yonder Knight in armes. 

Both who he is,and why he commeth hither 
Thus plated in habillemeats of Warre, 

And formal! y,according to our law, 

Depofehimin the iuftice of his caufe. 

-® ^ iat .^ s thy name, & wherefore comft thou hither, 

Before King Kichara in his royall lifts? 

Againft whom comes thou? and what’s thy quarrell; 
Spcakc like a true Knight.fo defend thee Heauen. 

Ba 
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The Tragedk of 

ThI. Harry ofHerford, Lancafter, and^Darbic 
Am I, who readie heere do ftand in Armes, 

Jo prooueby Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Thomas M«wbray Duke ofMorfolke, 

That hcTLaTraitour foule and dangerous, 

To Gocfof heaucn,King Richard, and to rile : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar. On paine of death noperfon be fo bolde 
Or daring, bardie, as to touch the lifts, 

Except the Martiaftand filch officers 
Appointed to direft thefefairedefignes. ' 

tlul. Loi-d Martiall, let me kifte my Soueraigrics hand. 
And bow my knee before his Maieftie, 

For Mo w ; bray and my felfe are like two men, 

That vow a long and wearie pilgrimage. 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue, 

And louingfarcwellofourfeuerall friends. , 

Mar. The appellant in all dutie greetes your highnelle, 
And craues to kiffe your hand and take his- leaue. 

King. We will defcend and folde him in our armes. 
Coofin ofHerford,as thy caufe is right, ; 

So be thy fortune in this roy all figh t : 

Farewell my blond, which if to day thou fhedd,- 
. Lament we may,butnot reuengc theg dead, 

Bui. Oletnonobleeicprophancateare 
For me,ifl be gorde with Mowbrayes fpeare : 

As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 

My louiHg'Lord I take my leaue of you : 

Ofyou (my noble Coofin)Lord Aumarle, 

Not ficke, although I haue to dO'with deathy : 
Buduftie,yong,and cheerely drawing breath. 

Loe,as at Engiillr feafts fo I regre'et 

The damtieft laft,to make the end mod fweete. 

Oh thou the earthly Author of my blOud, 
Whofeyouthfullfpiritinme regenerate, 

Doth w’ith a two-foldcvigonrliftme yp 5 
T o reach av iftorie abouc my. head, . 






King "Richard the Second. 

Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy blelfmgs fteeleniy launces point. 

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen coate, 

And furbilh new the name oflohn a Gaunt, 
EuenintheluftiehauiourofhisSonne. tie 

Gaunt. God in thy good caufe make thee profpeibus. 

Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caske 
Of thy aduerfe perniticHis enemie, 

Rowfe vp thy vouthfull bloud,be valiant and liue. 

'Bui. Mine innocence and SaiAt George to thriuc. 

Mow. How euer God or fortune caft my lo tie. 

There lies or dies true to King Richards throne, 

- Aloy:\ll,iuff, and vpright Gentleman : 

Neuer did captiuc with a freer heart 

Caft off his Chaines’ofBondage,and embrace. 

His Golden vncontroled Enfranchifement, 

More then my dauncirig foule doth celebrate' *<> * fin A - ‘ 

This feaftof battlewith mine aduerfarie. 

Moft mightie Liege, and my companion Peeres, 

T ake from my mouth the'wifh ofhappie yeares. 

As gentle and as ioeund as to ieft, N 1 
Goel to fight, truth hath a cjuietbrcft.- 
King. Farewell (my Lord) feciirely I efpic, 

Vertue with valour couched in thine ei^, ' 

Order the tmll'Martiall,and beginne. 

Mart. Harrie dfrlerforde, Lancafter, and Darby, 

Receiue thy launce, and God defend thy right. 

Tut. Strong as a tow er in hope I cry, Amen. 

Mm. Go beare this launce to Thomas D.ofNorfolke; • 
Herald. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darby 
Stands heere, for God, his Soueraigne,and himfelfe. 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant;, ‘ 

To ptoue the Duke ofNorfblkeThomas Mow bray. . 

A Traitouf tbhis Gbd, liis King, and him. 

And dares h.invto-fet forwards to the fight. 
d ^'p/H^reftandetiiTfidmasMowbrayD.ofNorfolke, 

B3. On 1 
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7 he 7 rage die of 

On pains to be found f.ilfe and recreant, 

Both to befend himfelfc,ajid(to. approuc 
Henry ofldcrford,Lanc'after, and _ Darby, 

To God, his S :>ueraignc,and to him difloyall, 
Couragioufly,and with a free defire, 

At !?”iv? S Soundf rumpet3,and’ fetfcorth Combatants: 

Stay the Ivins hath thxowne his warder downe. 

Ktm. Let them lav by their Helmets, and their SpcarCJ, 
And both returns backcto their Chaires againc : 

Withdraw with vs, and let theTrumpets found, 

While we returnc thefe JDukes what we decree. 

Draw neercand lift 

What with our Counfell wc haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth fhould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hath foftered : 

And for our eyes do hate the dire afpeft 
Of ciuill wounds pip u^hd vp with-neighb,ours twordr 
And for we thinke theEagle-wingcd pride ,. y 
-Of skie-afpiring and ambitious thoughts 

With riual-hatingEnuiefeton you. 

To wake our peace, which in our Countries cradle 
Drawes the fWeete infant breath of gentle fleepc. 

Which fo rouzd vp with boy fterous vntuade drumtnes, 
v With harfli refounding trumpets dreadfullbray. 

And grating fhock of vvrathfull yron armes, 

Might from our quiet confines fr ight faire Peace, 

Ana make vs vvadeeueninour kinreds blood : 

Therefore vve banifh you our territories. 

You CoofinHerford,vpon paine of life. 

Till t wice fiue Summers haue enricht our field. 

Shall not regreete our faire dominions, 

Buttreadthe ftr-anger pathes of banifhment. 

"Bui. Y our will be done •, this muft my comfort be. 
That Sunne that warmes you heere, fhall lhine on me; 

And thofe his golden beames vnto you hecrc lent, 

Shall poynt on me, and guild my banifhment. 

Kmg. NotfolkCjforthee reiaaincsa heauicr doome^^^ 

2. . 3 -J/t n . y 
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King Hi chard the Second. 

Which I with fomevnvvillingnes pronounce. 

The flie flow hourcs fhall not determinate 
The dateleflc limit of thy deare exile : 

The hopelefle word of neuer to returnc. 

Breath I againft thce,vpon paine of lire. 

Ait vc. Aheauie fentencc,my moft foueraine Liege, 

And all vnlooktfor from your Highnes mouth. 

A dearer merit,not fo deepe a mayrne, 

As to be caft foorth in the common ay re, 

Haue I deferued at your Highnefle hands : 

The language I haue learnd thefe fourty y cares, 

My natiue Eaglifh now I muft forgoe, 

And now my tongues vfeis to me no more 
Than an vnftringed violl or a harpe. 

Or like a cunning inftaument eafdc vp. 

Or being open,put into his hands 
That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you haue ingayldcmy tongue. 

Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes. 

And dull vnfeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my Iayler to attende on me: 
Iamtoooldtofiwncvpon anNurfc, 

Too farre in y cares tobc a Pupill now. 

Whatis thy fentenec but fpeechlefle death; 

Which robbes : nVy tonguefrom breathing natiue breath? 

King, It hdotes thee not to be compafsionatc. 

After our feutteCe, play liing comes toMafe* 

Mowb. Thefi'tlnis I tuffre me from my Countries light. 
To dwell in fokmnofhades of endlelte night. 

King. Remrneagaine,and talccan oth with thee, 

Lay on our rayiilfS word your baniftit hands. 

Svveare by the dutfe that y’ovve to God, 

(Our part theikifr-Vve banifh with your felues) 

T o Ueepe the oath that vve adminifter : 

You neuer fhall, fo helpe you truth and God, 

Embrace each others loue in banifhment, 

Nor neuer looke vpon each others face, 

Nonieuer vvnte/egrectejnor reconcile 

This;-’ 
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The T rhgedk of 

This louingtempcd.of your home^redhatc. 

Nor neuer by aduifed purpofc meete, , . 

To plotte, contriuc,or complot any ill, 

Gainft vs, our date, our fubiefts, or our land. 

Bui. Ifwcare. , ' ,i 

M'/^ And I, to kcepc all. this. •; : 

‘Bui. Norfolkc, fo fare as; to inine encmi-c :•< , v 
By this time, had the prig permitted vs, . 

Oue ofourfoules had wandredinthc ayre, 

Banilht this fray le Sepulchre of our fleih, 

As now our fiyih is banitht from this land. 

ConfelTethy treafons crc thou fly theffcalme, 

Since thou hail farre to go,beare not along 
The doging burthen, of a guiltie foule. 

Mow. No Bullingbrookcpf cuer I were tray tour. 

My name be blotted from tire Booke of life, 

And I from Hcauen baniiht,as fromhence : 

But what thou art, God, thou.and ljdo know. 

And all too footie (I feare). the King fliall revv i 
Farewell (my Leige) now no way can I ftray, 

Saue backe to England, alhthe world's my way. 

King. Vncle,euenintheglaflcs ofthineeyes, . < 

1 fee thy grieued heart : thy fid afpeft 
Hath from the number of his banilht yeares 
Pluckt foure away, fixe frozen Winters fpc-nt, 



'Bui. How long a timeiies in one little word? > hA 
Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton Springs, 

Bnd in a word ; fuch is the breach of Kings. 

gaunt. I thanke my Liege, that in regard ofmee* 

He fihortens foure yeares ofimy Sonnes exile; 

Butlittle vantage fhalllrcape thereby.: 

For ere thefixe yeares that he, hath to fpend 
Can change their mooneSjand bring their times about, 
Myoyle-dried lampe, and time bewailed light 
Shall beextinft with age and endleflc night: 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my Sonne. 




& 



rury 







Richard the Second. 

King. Wh y Vnckle,thou hall many yeares to liue. 
gaunt.. Butnotaminute(King)thatthoucand giue: 
Shorten my dayes thou canll with fullcnforrow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow. 

Thou canll helpeTime to furrow me with age^ 

But Hoppe no wrinckle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him.forniy death. 

But dead, thy kingdonte cannot buy my breath. n 
King Thy Sonne is ban i flit with good aduifir. 

Whereto thytongue, a party, verdift gaue, 

Why atotir iullice fecmll thou then to lowre? 

gaunt. Things fweete totade,proouc in digedion fowre. 
You vrge.meas aludge,butlhad rather 
You would haue bid me arguelike a Father. 

-OHhad’t -been a Granger, notmy child, 

T o fmooth his fault I would hatie been more n\ildc : 
Apartiall (launder fought I to auoyde. 

And in thefentence,my owne lifcacdroydc. 

Alas,Hookt when fomeOf you fhould fay, 

I was too ftrift to make-mine owne away : 

But you gaaeleaue to my vnwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coolin farewell, and Vnckle bid him fo; 

Sixe yeares we banifh him,and he lhall go. 

tMu. Coofin farewell ; what prefence mull not know 
From whereyou do remain®, let Paper Ihow, 
tJMar. My Lord, no leauc take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

gaunt. Oh to whatpurpofe ctoed thou hoard thy words. 
That thou returned no greeting to thy friends? 

Bull. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 
Whcnthetongues office fhould be prodigall, 

T o breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thv griefe is but thy al fence for a time. 

"Bui, Ioy aofent, griefe is prefent for that time. 
gaunt. What is fixe Winters? they arc quickly gone. 

"Bui. To men in ioy, but griefe makes onehoure ten. 
Gaunt. Calljtt a trauaile that thou takd for pleafure. 

Q £rf. 
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The TragedU of 

*Bh!. My heart will! dgh when X mifcall it fo. 

Which findcs it an inforced pilgrimage. 

Cj.imt. The fallen paSTage of thy weane Ifrps, 
Eftccmc a fo vie wherein thou art to fct, 

The precious lew ell of thy home returne. 

'Bui. Nay rather euerie tedious Stride l make. 

Will but remember me what d eale of world 
I wander from. the Iewcls that 1 loue . 

Muft I not ferue a long apprenciihood 
To forren palTage^and in the end, 

Hauing myfreedome,boa{| of notning clfc - . 

But that I was a journeyman to griefeJ. 

Gaunt. Al 1 places that the eie of heauen vi nts-,. 

Are to a wife man ports and. happy haucns. 

Teach thy necesfitie to reafon thus. 

There is no vertue like necesdtie : 

Thinke not the King did banifh thee 
But thou the King, who doth the hcauier fit. 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne : 

Go, fay 1 Sent thjee forth to purchafe.honour,. 

And not the King exildethce •, or fappofe. 
DeuoiU'ingpeftiiencehangs in our airc. 

And thou art flying to a freSher clime ; 

Looke what thy foule holds decre jmagine it 
T o ly that way thou goeflynot whence thou com ft 
Suppofe the Singing- birds mufitions, 

T he grade whereon thou treadd, the prefence flrowde,. 
The flowers, faire Ladies.and thy fteps,no more 
Then a delightfull meafure or.a. daunce, 

For c irarli n g forrow. hath lclle power to bite. 

The man that mocks at it.and fets it light. 

c Bv.‘, Oh who canhold a Her in his hand, . 

By thinking on thefiofty Caucafus ? 

Orcloy the hungry edge ofappetite, . 

By bare imagination of a feaft? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow; 

By thinking on famaflick fummers heat? 

Oh no, the apprehailion of the good. 



i 
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Richard the Second. 

Gutcsbut the greater feeling to theworfe : 

Fell forrowes tooth doth neucr rancle more 
Then when it bites, but lancheth not the foare. 

gaunt. Come come my fonne,lle bring thee on thy way, 
HadI thy youth and caufc, I would not ftay. 

'Bui. Then England* ground farewell, fweete foile adiew, 
My Mother and ray nurfe that beares me yet. 

Where ere I wander, boafl: of this lean, 

Though banilht, yet a true borne Englishman. Exeunt. 

Enter the King with Bkfhie^c.at one doore,*ttd the 
feerd Aumarle at the other. 

King. We did obferue Coofin Aumarlc, 

How farre brought you high Herford on his way? 

*s4um. I brought high Herford,if you call him fo, 

But to the next high way.and there I left him. 

King. And fay, what ftorc of parting tearcs were died? 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northeaft w inde. 
Which then blew bitterly againSlour face, 

Awakr the deepie rewme, and foby chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with ateare. 

Kmg. What faid your coo Sin when you parted with him? 
Au. Farewell, and formy heart difdainea thatiny tongue 
Should fo prophane the w'ordthat taughtnie craft, 

To counterfaite oppredion offuch griefe. 

That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the w'ord Farewell haue lengthned houres, 
And added yecres to his Short banidiment. 

He Should haue had a volume of farewcls : 

Butfince it would not, he had none of me. 

King. He is our Coodns Coodn,but tis doubt, 

When time Shall call him home from banishment, 

Whether our kinfman comes to’fee his friends. 

Our felfe and Bufliie, 

Obferucd his courtShip to tire common people. 

How he did feemetodiue into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtelie, 

Withrcuerencehe did throw away on fiaues, 

C 2 Wooing 

cJx ^ 3 - / 3 
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The Tragedie of 

Wooing poorc Craftfmcn with the craft of fmiles, 

And pdtient vnderbearing of his fortune, 

As twercto banifh theirafrefts with him, 

Offgoes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Draymen bid God fpeed him well. 

And had.the tribute of his fuppleknee^ . 

With thankes my Countrey-men, my louing friends. 

As were our England in reuerfionhis, 

And he our fubie£tcs next degree in hope. 

(jreenc. Well, he is gone, ana with him go thefe thoughts. 
Now for the Rebels which (land out in Ireland, 

Expedient mannagemuft bcmadc(my Liege) 

Ere further leyfure yeeld them further meanes 
Eor their aduantage,and yourhighneflcloflc. 

Kt, w. We will our felfein perfon to this Warrc, 

And for our Coffers, with too gi eat a Court 
And libcrall iarge$,are growne fomewhat light j 
We arc inforft to farme our roy all Realmc, 

The reuenue whereof /hall furnifh vs : 

For our affaires in hand if that come fhort, 

Our fubftitutes athomefhall haue blan eke Charters, 
Whereto, when they lhall know what men arc rich. 

They fhallfubferibc them for large fummes ofGold, 

And {end them after to fupply our wants. 

For we will make for Ireland prcfently. 

Enter "Bnfhie vetth neVret. 

r Bufh. Old Iohn ofGaunt is grieuous ficke,ray Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fentpofthaft 
To intreate your Maiefhc to vifit him. 

Km(. Where lies he? 

’BhJIj. AtElyhoufe. 

King. Now put it (God) into thePhifitions rainde, , 

T o helpc him to his Graue immcdiatly : 

Thelyning ofhis Coffers lhall make coates, 

Todeckeour Souldiours for thefe Irtfh Warres. 

Come Gentlemen, lets all goc vifit him. 

Pray God we may make hafte, and come too late : 

Amen. - Exemtl 

Enter 
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J King Richard the Second, 

Enter iohn of gaunt fickepith the DukeofYorke^c. 
gaunt. Will the King come, that I may breath my laft. 
In holfome counfell to his vnftayed youth? 

Tor\. V ex not your felfe,nor ftriue not with your breath 
For all in vaine cbmes counfcll to his eare. 

Qattnt. Oh,but they fay, the tongues of dying men, 
Inforce attention like deepe harmonic : 

Where word es are fcarce,they arc feldorac fpent in vaine. 
For they breath trueth that breath their words in paine. 

He that no more muft fay, is liftened more 

Then they whom youth and cafe hatli, taught to glofc. 

More are mens ends markt,thcn their hues before: 

The fetting Sunne,andMuficke at the glofc. 

As thelaft tafteof fweetesis fweetcftlaft, 

Writ in remembrance, more then thinges longpaft. 

Though Richard my liues counfcll would not hcare. 

My deaths fad tale may y et vndeafe his eare. 

Yotkc No, it is ftopt with other flattering founds,-, 

As pray fes ofhis ftatc : then there are found 
Lafciuious Meeters,to whofe venom found 
The open care of youth doth alwayes liften. 

Report offafhions in proud (taht, 

Whofe manners ftill our tardic apiflr nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation. 

Where doth the world thruft foorth a vanitie, 

So it be ne w, there’s no refpeft how vile, 

That is not quickly buzdinto his cares? - 
Then all toolate comes Counfell to beheard. 

Where Will dothnrutinie with Wittes regards 
Dir eft not him whofe way himfclfe will choufc, 

Tis breath thou lackft,and thatbreath wilt thou loofe. 

gaunt, Meethinkesl am a Prophet new infpirde, 

And thus expiring, do foretell of himj 
Hisrafh fierce blaze of riot cannot laft ; 

For violent fires foone burne out themfelues, 

Small fhowers laft long, but fodaine ftormes arc fhort * 

He tires betiines,that fpurs top faft betimes. 
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With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder. 

Light Vanitie,infatiatc cormorant. 

Coufuming meanes foone prayes vpon it felfe: 

This royall throne ofKings,this Sceptred lie. 

This earth of Maiefti.e,this feate ofMars, 

This other Eden,demie Paradice, 

This Foret reffe built by Nature for her felfe, 

A";ainft infeft ion,and the hand of Warrcj 
This happy breede of Men, this little World, 

This precious Stone fet in the filuer fea, 

Which ferues it in the office of a Wall, 

Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfc, 

Againft the enuie of lcfle happier Lands : 

Thisbleffed plotte, this Earth, this Realme, this England, 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of royallKings, 

Fcard by their breed, and famous by their birth, 
Renowned ha their deedes as farre from home. 

For chriflian feruicc and true chiualrie. 

As is the Scpulchrei n dub borne Iewrie, 

Ofthe worldes ranfome,blcffed Maries fonne : 

This land of fuehdearc foul es, this dcare deare land; 
Dearefor her reputation through the world. 

Is now leaced out (I die pronouncing it) 

Like to a T enement,or pelting Farmc. 

England bound iawith the triumphant Sea, 

Whofe rockiefhoare beates backethecnuious fiege 
Ofwatry Neptune, is now boundin with fhame, 

With Inkie blottes,and rotten Parchment bonds . 
ThatEngland that was wont to conquere others, 

Hath made a fhamefull conqued ofit felfe : 

Ah would the fcandall yanilht with -my life. 

How happy then were my en filing death-, 

Torfe. TheKing is come,deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Colts being rag’de, do rage the more. 

Enter the Kingand Qutentj&c. 

Quern. How fares our noble V ncle Lancafter? 

Kmg. What comfort man? how ift with aged Gaunt? 

gam. 
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King Richard the Second. 

Gaunt. O how that name befits my compofition, 

Old Gaunt in dcede,and gauntin being old 5. 

Within meGriefc hath kept a tedious faff. 

And who ab fain es from me ate, that is not gaunt? 

For deeping England, long time bane I watcht-, 

Watching breedes Feaneneffe,leanenefie is all gaunt: 

The plcafure that fome Fathers feede vpon. 

Is my drift fa lb, I meanemy Childrens loolces. 

And therein, fading had thou made me gaunt. 

Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a graue, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherites nought but bones. 

King. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names? 
Gaunt. No,miferie makes fport to mocke it felfe. 

Since thou dod feeke to kill my name in me, 

O mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

King. Should dying men flatter thofe that liue? 
gaunt. No, no ; men lining, flatter thofe that die. 

King. Thou now allying fay ft, thou flattered me. 

Gaunt. Oh no, thou died, though I the fickcr be. 

King. I am in heal th , Lbreath, I fee thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now he thatmade me,knowes I fee thee ill, 

111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee feeing ill,. 

Thy death-bed is no leffer then theland. 

Wherein thoulied in reputation ficke, 

And thou too carelefl'e patient as thou art; 

Commitd thy annoynted body to the cure 
OfthofePnifitions thatfii'd wounded thee: 

A thoufand Flatterers fit' withinthyCrownCj 
Wliofecompaffeisno bigger then thy head$ 

And yet im aged in fo fmail a verge, 

The wade is no whit leffer then thy land: 

Oh had thy Grandfire with a Prophets eye, 

Seene how his fonnes forme fhould deftroy his fonnesj. 

— - From foorth thy reach he would liaue laidcthy fliamc,- 
Depofing thee before thou werfepoffeft, 

Which art poffednow todepofe thy felfe. 

Why Coofiii, wert thou regent ofthe world, 

It w ere a fhame to letthis Land by Leafe: 

Bui' 



c? 



% & id /fiyt- 






THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.4.3 [l]) OctaVO 



Ey r 2iPJH/HJH/5iEf2iEiH/SJ2/2J'c!JBEJElBfHjrE!i2JH12/2fE/Ei/c 








7 & Tragcdk of 

But for thy world enioying but this land, 

Is it not more then fhame to fhame it fo? 

Land-lord ofEngland art thou now not, not King, 

Thy ftate ofla w is bondflaue to the law, 

And thou. 

Kmp. Ah lunaticke leanc-witted fooie, 

Prcfliming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 
Makepale our cheeke, chafing the roySil blood 
Withfurie from his natiue rcfidence. 

Knvv by my Seates right royallmaieftic 
Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne, 
Thistonguethatrunnesfo roundly in thy head, 

Should runnethy head from thy vnreuerent fhoukiers. 

Gaunt .Oh fparemeriotmy brother Edwards fonne, 

For that I was his father Edwards fonne : 

That blood alrcady,like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowft: 

My brother Gloctfler, plaine wcllmcaningfoule, 

Whom faire befall in heauen mongft happy foulcs. 

May be a prefident and witnes good. 

That thou rcfpeftft not fpilling Edwards blood. 

Ioyne with the prefent ficknes that I haue. 

And thy vnkindnes belike crooked age. 

To crop atoncc atoo Tong withered flower. 

Liuc in thy fhame, butdie not fhame vvith thee : 

Thefc Wordes hereafter,thy tormentors be: 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they to liuc, that loue and honour haue. 

East* 



King. Andletthemdie,thatageand fullensbatie. 
For both haft thou, and both become the graue. 

York?. I do befeech your Maieftie impute his words 
To wayward ficklynes and age in him : 

He loues you on my life, and holdes you decre. 

As Harry Duke of Herford, were heheere. 

King. Right,you fay true*, as Htrftrds ioue,fo his : 
As thcir$/o miac,and t3C as it is. 
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H chard the Second. 

gJtrth. My Liege, old gaunt commends h im to your Ma- 
King. -What fayes hee? (ieftic. 

nsfurth. Nothing, all is faydy 
Hi* tongueis now a ftringleflc inftrument, 

Wordes, lifeyamiall.old Lancafler hath fpent. 

Yo,kf. Be York? the next that muft be b anckrout fo. 
Though Death be poorest ends a mortal! wo. 

King. The ripeft Fruite firftfalles,andfo doth he* 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimagemuft be : 
go much for- that. Nowfor our IrrfiW arres : 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes. 

Which liuc like venome, where no venome elfe 
But onelythey,hauey»riuiledge to liue. 

And for thefc greataffayres doaske fomccharge, 

Towards our afsiftancc we do feaze to vs. 

The Plate, Coyne, Reueneues/and moueables 
’Whereof our Vnckle QanntAid ftandpofleft. 

York e. How long fhall I be patient? Ah how long 
Shall tender, duetiemakeme fuffer wrong? 

NotGlocefters death, nor Hcrfords banifhment. 

Nor Gaunts rebukes,nor Englands priuatc wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke 
About his marriage, nor my o-wne difgracc, 1 
Haue euer made me fower my patient chcckc, ' 

-Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraigues face: 

I am the laft ofthe noble Edwards fonnes, 

Ofwhom thy father Prince ofWalcs was firft. 

In Warre, was neuerLion ragde more fierce: 

In Peace, was neuer gentle Lambe more mildc 
Then was that young and princely Gentleman : 

His face thou haft, for euen fo lookthe, 

Accomplifht with a number of thy houres j 
But when he frowned, it was again ft the -Fren ch. 

And not againft his Friendes : his noble hand 
Did winne what he did fpciad,and fpent not drat 
Which his triumphant Fathers hand had vyonne: 

His hands were guiltie ofno kinred blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne. 
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OH RicbardiYorke is too farre gone with griefe. 

Or ell'e he neuer would compare between?,. 

King. Why Vnckle,wluts thernatterr- 
Tcrkf. Oh my liege, pardon me lfyoupleafe, 

If not, I pleafd, not to bepardonc d,am content with all • 
Seeke you to teize and gripcinfo yeur hands;, 

Tfhe roialtics and rights of bani-ffit Hcrford? - 
Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Herford liuef 
Was not Gaunt iiift ? and is not Harry truei 
Did not the one deferue tohauean hey ref 
Is not his-heyre a well deferuing fohne? 

Take Herfordes rights away,and take from time 
His Charters and his cuftemarie rights 5 
Let not to morrow then enfue to day : 

Be not thy felfe; Fbrliow art thou a King, 

But by faire fequenee,andfucceflidn? 

Now afore God, Godforbicil fay true, 

If youdoe wrongfully feizc Herfords right, 

Gail in theTetters patents that he hath. 

Bv his attournies generall to fue 
Hisliuery, and deny hisofiferedfemage. 

You plucke a thoufand dangers en you? head, 1 ’V 

Youlofe atdiQufaftdwelWifpbifedheat'es, ■ 

And pricke my tender patience! to -thofc thoughts, 

Which honour and allegeance cannot thinke. 

Kmg. Thinke what you will, we feize inioour hands, 

His plate, his goods, his money and his land. 

Yoil{. He notbe by the while, my liege farewell, 

What; will infiie hereof; there’s nevne'caivtell ; 

But by bad tourfes may be vndcrftOod'," • J : r ' ; 

That their euents can neuer fall out good. Exit* 

Kwg. Go Builvie.to the Earle of Wiltihire flraight, 
lid him ropayre to vsto Ely houfe. 



'■r 



Richard the Second. 

Come on our Quccne,to mdrroWTWuft wepart, ‘.f 
Be merry ,for onr_tiuie of flay isfhort. 

Exeunt King and Queene. Manet T^crth. 

T(orth. Well Lordes, the Duke ofLancafteris dead. 

And lining too, for now his fonne is Duke. 

Wnlough. Barely in title, not, in rca ene wes . 

North. Richly in both, if iuftice had her right. 

Rof>\ My heart is great,but i t muft breakc with (Hence, 
Er't be disburdened witnaliberall tongue. 

Nj rt * Nay fpcalce thy mind, & let him nerc fpcak more. 
That fpcalces thy words againe s £o do thee harmc. 

W motto h. 'fold’s that thou wouldft fpeake, tothe D.of 
If it be fo, out with it boldly man, (Herfordf 

Quickeis mineeareto heare of good towards him. 

Rft. Nqg-ood at all, that I candoefor him : 

V nleffe y ou call it good, to pitty him. 

Bereft and gelded of hisPatrimonie. 

Nm. Now afbrcGod t’is lhamc; fuch wrongs arc-born? 
In him a royall Prince,and many mo 
Ofnoble blood in this declining land : 

The King is nothimfcl£e,but baocly led 
By flatterers, and what they willinformc, 

Meerely in hate againftany of vs all. 

That will the King feuercly profecute, 

Againft vs, ourliucs, our children, and our heire*. 

Rofie. The Commons hath he.pild with grieuous taxes. 
And quite loft tlieirlicarts.The Nobles hath he fin'd 
Tor auncient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts* 

WolltMfrb. And dayjyfiew exactions arc deuifde. 

As Blanches, Beneuolcnces, and I wot not what. 

CA(j>nh. Butvyhat aGpds-naraedoth becomeofthis? 

Wttto. Warresbath not wafted itsfor warr’d hehathnot. 
But bacely.yeelded vppn compromise, 

That winch his noble Aunceftorsatchiude with blowes; 
More hath he fpentin peaee,then they iii Warres. 

Rofo. The Earle of Wiltshire hath the Realnie informs. 

'ffdb* The King’s growne banckrout like a broken *nan E 

P 2 -North. 
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The T rage die »f 

Wort b. Reproach and defolution hangeth ouer him. 

'Kofie. H«ha{h not Money for the&Irift* Warres, 
Hishurthenous taxations notwithftanding, 

Rut by the robbing of thebanifhtDuke. 

Wj»th. His noble kinfman mo ft degenerate King s 
But Lords, we heare this fearefull tempeft fing, 

Yet feeke no lb el ter to auOyde the ftorme. 

We fee the Winde lit fore vpon our Sayles, . 

And yet we ftrike not, but fceurcly pcrilh. 

We fee the very Wracke that vve mult fuftcr, . 

And vnauoyded is the danger now,. 

For fufFering fothe caufes ofour wracke. # 

North. Not fo,enen through the hollow eyes of death* 

I efpielife peering; but I dare not fay,. 

How nccre the tidings of our comfort is. 

Wtl. Nay let vs fixate thy thoughts, as thou dolt ours-. 

Refit. Be confident to fpeakeNorthumberland, 

We three arcbut.thy felfc ; and.fpeaking fo, 

Th y words arc but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

Nsrth. Thenthus : I haue from Lt Tort 'Blan 
(A Bay in 'Butt arm) receiude intelligence, 

That Harry Duke ofHcrforde, Raynold L.Cobhatii^ 

That late broke from theDuke of Exeter 

His brother Archbifliop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir Iohn Ramfton, 

Sir Iohn Norbery, fir Robert Waterton, 8 t Francis Coin®, 
All-theft e, well furnifhed by theDuke ofBrittaine, 

With eight tall.Ships, three thoufand men of Warre, 

Are making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly mcane to touch our Northern fiiore: 

Perhaps they had ere this, but thatthey Ray 
T he firft departing of the King for Ireland : 

Ifthehwefhall fhake offour Countries flauiftiyoke, 
fmpe out our drow ping Countries broken wing, 
Redeemefrom broken pawne the blemifht Crowne, 

Wipe off the dull that hides our Scepters guilt. 

And make high Maieltie looke like it felfe, 

Amy with mein poll to Rauimfpprgh;: 

JpUi: 
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King Richard the Seeend a 

Rut if you faint, as fearing to do fo. 

Stay .and be fccret,and my felfe will go. _ 

Rofo. To horfc,to horfe,vrge doubts to them thatfeare. 
Wtllo. Hold out my horfe,and I will firft be there. 1 

Exvivu- 

Enter the J Queene, Bufljie,and Tagoti 
'Bulb. Madam, your Maieftie is too much faddc. 

You prom i ft when you parted with the King, 

To lay afide halfe-harming heauinefte. 

And entertaine a chcarcfull difpofition. 

Queene. To pleafe thcKingl did, to plcafemyfclfe 
Itannot doo it ; yet I know no caufe 

Why I fiioulft welcome fiich a gueft as Griefe, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fweete a gueft, 

As my fweete Richard 1 : yet againe me thinker- 
Some vnborne Sorrow ripcin Fortunes wombe. 

Is eomtning towards me and my inward foule. 

With nothing trembles, at fome tiling itgricues-, 

More then with parting from my Lord the King; 

'Bufh. Each fubftance ofa griefe hath twenty fhadow?*,* 
Which fiievves hleegriefe it felffe,but is not fo : 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares, - 
Deuides one thing entire to many obietts. 

Like perfpeftiues, which rightly gazdevpon. 

Shew nothing but confufion,eyde awry, 

Diftinguifii forme : fo your fvveeteMaieftie, 

Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 

Findefhapes of griefe morcthenhimfelfe towaile,'- 
Which lookt on as itiSjis naught but fhadowes 
Of what it is not, then thrice (gracious Queene) 

More then your Lordes departure weepc-not, more is nofc - 
Orifitbc,tis with falfeSorrowes eyes, (feei*^ 

Which for thing* true, wfeepeis things imaginarie^ 

Queene. It maybe fo, but get my inward foule ■ -V ; ' 

Perfvvadesmeitisothcrwileiho'Wcreitbe^ • 

I cannotbut be fad ; fo heauie fad. 

As though on thinking on no thought I thinkej 
Makes me with heauie aothingfamtand fhrinke,' 
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The T rd-gedte of 
^ttjli. T«s nothing bu|^onc€ite(jt}y',gradous;L^c!) r .5 
Quem. Tis : 

Fi-on.j>fomc ferc'father CriefCjminei-s not fo; 
Fornothinghath begot my fornething grieft, ' 

Or fornething hath the nothing that 1 grieue, 

Tis in reuerfion that.I Ho. poflefle : 

.But wlwt »»<£ Y& feBAwftc,w,hat ■ A 

I cannot name,tis,namd?fife Wjoe I wot. 

Cjrtene. God fane your Maieftic,Sc well met Gentlemen, 

1 hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. 

Qaetnt. Whyhopeft thou fo’rtis better hope he is, 

-For his defignescrauehafte, his hafte good hope; ; 

Then wherefore doil thou hope kc isnot fhipt? 

Qretr.c. That he our hopciTTighthaucrctirdehis power. 
And driuen into defpairc an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this land, 
Thebani/lit r ^*//w^r«^.rcpeales‘himfelfo, 

And with vplifced armes is fafe ariuHe at&aucnlpurgh. 
Qyeene. No w God irt heauen forbid. 

C jretne . Ah Madam, tis too true j and that is worfe: 

The Lord Northumberland,!^ young fonneH.Picrcie, 
The Lords ofRoffcjBcaumond.and'Wiiloughby, . 

With all their po werfuli friendes^are Bed to him. > - « 

r Bu(h, WhyHraucyounot prodaimHe Northumberland'. 
And the reft of the reuolting faftion.tray tours? 

Greene. We hauc,wherevpon the Earle of Worcefter 
Hath broke his Stafte.refignd his Stewardship, 

And al the^houfoold feruants fled vvithdumto Bulfingbrook 
Qutehe. So Grcenpjthou art the Midwife ofmy vype, 
And Bullingbrookc,my forrowes difinail heire : 

Now hath niy fouLe brought foorth her prodigie. 

And I a gafpingnew deliueredipother,, f , 

Haue woe to.woe,forjrowt 9 forro w ioy nd. 

£»(b. ©ifpajrapot^arkwn? ud t cil-3c}ycrrnl /•■■■•* A" 
Queene. W^Piftiaftbinder. stl$? ; ’ - : : 
Iwilldifpaireandbeatenmitie - 
With couetQiis Hppe,heis a flattera", 
Aparaht^ak.eepeir.baokeofdea^h, f ;v 
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King Richard the Second. 

Who gently would diftolue the bands oflife, 

Which falfe Hope lingers in ektrHamitie. . 

Greene. Heere comes theDuke ofYorke. 

Queen e. \Vi th fignel of Warre about his aged nccke: 

Oh full ofcarcfullbufincflc are his lookes : 

Vnckk,fbr (=*ods fake fpeajce comfortable wordcs. 

Tcrke. Should I do fo,I flidald bely my thoughts, 
Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing liues but crofl'es,care,and gritfe. 

Your Husband he is gone to fauefarre off, 

Whil ft others come to make him loofe at home : 

Heere am I left to vnderpropjris la'ndj - 
Who wcake withage, cannot fupport my fclfe. 

Now comes the fickchoure thathis furfet made. 

Now ihali he trie his Friendes that flattered him. 
Sermngmun. My Lord, your fonne w»S gone before I came, 
Torlit. He was,-why fojgo all which/\vayitwill : 
TheNobles they are fled,the Commons they are coldj 
And will (I feare 1 reuol t on Hcrfords fide. ; 

Sirra, get thee to Plafhie to my fifter Glocefter, 

Bid her fend me prefen tly a thou fane! pound. 

Hold-take my Ring. 

Serumo. MyLordjIhddforgotto-teUyOufLordlhip,- 
Tc day I came by arid called there*, 
Butllh^gricueyoutoreportthereft.v •; '' 

Totk,. What i*ft knaue? • f '• .- 

Seruwgm, An houre before;! eame,tHr Dutcheffe died. 
Ycrke. God.for his risercie'f w H at a ty de of' w’oes ; 
Comes rufoingoh'tMslvoinllLivridatdnCe? •' 

I know not what to doe : I would to God 
(So my vntruth had not pfouokthim to it) 
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Tii? T ragtdk of 

If l know How or which way to order thefc afFayres, 

Thus diforderly thruflintomy hands, 

Ncuer belecuemec : both are my kinfetnenj 
X’one is my Soucraigne,w horn both my oath 
And dutie bids defend : t’other againe. 

Is my Kiiifman.whom the King hath wrong’d, 

Whom Confcience and my Kindred bids to right, 
WcUjfohiewhat wemuftdoc :come Coofin , 
lie difpofeof you : Gentlemen, goc mufter vp yourmeo, 
And meete me prefently at Barckly : 

I fiiould to Plaihie too, but time will not permit : 

Allis vneuen,and euery thing is left at fixe and fcauen. 

Exeunt Duke,& Qjteene : mane tit Tin flue and Cjreene , 

Bufh, The Wind fits faire for newes to go forlrcland. 
But none returnes. For vs toleuiepower 
Proportionable to the enemie, is all vnpofsiblc. 

(jretne, Befides,our neer,enelte torhe King itiloue, 

Is neere the hateofthofe.loue not the King. 

Bag . And that is the wauering Commons} for their loug 
Lies in their Purfes,and who fo empties them, 

•By fo much filles-their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bufh. Wherein tlte King ftands generally condemn’d. 
'Bag., ; .Jf-iadgement lie in them, then fo do wc, 

Tkcaufc we euerhaue been neere, the King. 

Cjreene. Well,I will for refuge ftraight toBrift.CafHe, 

T he Earle ofWiltlhire is already there. 

i Qufh. Thither will I with you, for little office 
Will the hatefull Commons perfornic for vs, 

Except like CurreSjto teare vs all in peeccs: 

Will you goc along with vs? 

Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Maieftie: 

Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine, 

Wc three hecre part,thatuere Qiallrnc,ete againe. 

Bnfh. Thats as Yorke-thriuestobeatbackeBulIingbrooIp, 
< jretne . Alas poore Duke, thejaske he vndertakes. 

Is numbring Sands.and drinking Oceans dry, 

Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will flic : 
farewell at oncc/or once, for ; all and cuer<> 

Baft, 









King Richard the Second 

<%utb. Well,wemay.meetc againe. 

Bag, Ifearemeneuer. 

Enter Hereford : Northumberland, 

BuU. Howfarre.isitmy Lordta Barckly now 

N^rth. Belceue me noble Lord, 

I am a flxangcr in Gloceftcrlhirc, 

Thefe high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes, 
Drawes out our miles, andmakes them wearifome,, . 
And yet your fakedifeourfe hath beene as fugar, , 
Making tire hard way fwcete and delegable: 

But I bethinkeme what a weary wav, 

From Rauenfpurgb to Cotlhall will befound. 

In Rojfe znd Willoughby wanting your company* 
'Which I proteft hath very-much beguild 
The tedioufnefleand procelfe ofmy traucil : 

Sut theirs is fweetened with the hope to hauc 
Theprefent benefite that IpoiTeflc, 



- iiepr , . 

And hope to ioy is little lefle in ioy, 

Then hopeinioyed : by this the weary Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fhort, as minehath done. 

By fight of what I haue,yournoblecompanic. 

But. Ofmuchlefle valueis my company. 

Then your good words. But who comes here ? 

Enter Harry Per ft. 

North- Itismyfonne,yongHarryPerfie, 

Sent frommyhroriher Worcefter when«foeuer : 

Harry, how fares your Vnckle? (ofyou. 

H. Per. I had thought my Lord to hauelearned his health 

North. Why ? is he not with the Queene? 

H.Ver. No my good Lord, he hath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his ftaflfe of office,and difperft 
The houJhold of the King. 

North. What W'as hisreafon ? he was notfo refolude. 
When lafl: wefpaketogether. 

HfPer, Becaufe your Lordlhip was proclaimed traytourj 
But lie my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgb, 

To offer feruice to the Duke of Herford, 

Andfent me ouerbyBarckly todilcouer^ 
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The T rage 

Whatijower the duke of Yorke liadl ei»ed there, 

There with directions •, to repaite to Rau^fpurd*. 

•'North. Haue you forgot the duke orHerfora, bay i 
H.Per. No my good Lord for tham not forgot 
Which ne’reldid remember;tomy knowledge 
J jieuer in my life did looke on him. . 

Nm fe v T’henlearne to know lumnow,this is the Dum 
H.Per. My gratious Lordjbtendcr youmy feruice. 

Such as it is, beiagtend^, raw, and young. 

Which eb&rd&yerfftall ripen and continue 
To moreappvoued feruice anddefert^ 

Hull. Ithankcthee gentk ,andibefure, , 

Icountmy ftlfoinnoriiingelfcfe happy. 

As in a foulc renaembring my goodfbends : 

And as my fortyneripehs w'ich-iky fouc, ; . iS . . 

It lhall be ftilltliy true loues recompcncer 
My heart this coucnant makcs,my hand thus ; lealesifc 
North. How farre is itt£>^<*? ^<?,and what Itunre. 

Heepes good ol&Yorke there with his.meu <>i. warre? 

H.fkv;- There ftandes the (2afite% yon t^ftorxtceSj, 

Mann’d wi th three hundred ioeiyas I haue heard t j i , 

And in it are the Lordes-ofTw.W # arkfey y mLi>tymQn, 

None elfeofnatne and noble eftimation-.t 

Non Here come the Lords of R'Jfi and l Vtllottghifi. 
Bloady with fpurrmg,fo’ry red withhaftc . • 

"pj. Welcofoeniy LdfdSjTxvotyour loue puriuej 
A’h'anjfht traitour. : all my treafnry : 

Is’ yet butvnfelt thankes,vvhichmoTC cnricnt. 

Shall be your loue and labours recommence. 

2 $tft. Your prefence makes v s Mch.molt noblc Lord, 
WtH. And farre fumiounts ourhbourto attameit. 

'But. Lucrmoretlianke's theExchequer of thef eorc^ 
Which tiifmy infant fortune comes to yeares, 

Standes for my bounty : but vvhc* comes heereJ- 
• Nor-tb; It is my Lord b&B* k?ky, as I gueile. 

B#kflty My Lord biHetfor^my naeffage is to you. - 

"Bull. My Lprd ) ,M>yanfvverebtO'Ld*cd/fr > 

caftfkc tharifidne wEn^nd, -n ■, 
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Htchuri ( fft Sec*nL 

And Imuftfindethat title itvyotirtongue, 

Before l tnake rcply to ought you fay. 

Harke. Mlftakcmem»tmyLord,t’irnot my meaning 
To race one title of your Honour out: 

To youmy Lord Lcome,what Lord you will, 
prom the mo ft glorious ofthis land, ' 

TheDukeof York?, to know what prickes you on, 
Totakcaduantage of the abfbnt time, 

.And fright ourndtiuepeace with felfe-borneArmes? 

’Bui. I lhall notneed trarifporemy words by you, 

•Heere comes his Grace in perfon : My noble V iickle l 

Torke. Shew me thy humble heart, andnot-thy knee, 
Whofe duetyisdccciueable and falfe. 

"Bui. My gracious V nckle? 

York?. T ut,tut,graectneno gracc,norvncKlemcno vne~ 
TamnoTraitors vnekfo; and that wordGrace (kle, 
In an vngratious niouthjis'but propliane-: 

■Why haue thofe banillxt and forbidden leg-s 
Darde once to touch a dull a( England! ground? 

But more than why? Why haue they darde to march 
So manymyles vponher .peacefull bofome. 

Pry ting her pale-fscdc Villages with Warre, 
Andoftentation of dcfpifecTArinrs? 
ComfothoubccaufetliannoyBtedlCingishence! 

Why foolifhboy ,tbe King>i&left<bekind, 

And in my loyail be fome lyesliisep o w er : 

WereT bur-now Lord of fueh hot youth. 

As whenbraue (7<i*-»tthy fatherland thy fclfc, 

Refcued the blackcprincethat young Mars ofmen. 

Prom foorth the ranckes oftnany fhrnifandsPrench# 

O then how quickly Ihould this armeof mine. 

Now prifoner to the Paulfeyj chaftifothce, 

Andminifter corrcAion toxhy’feutt ! 

"Bull. My gratious'Vncklc,4eC’tnc know my fault, 

On what 'Condition ft and $ it, and wherein? 

York? (Lucn in conditionof the word degree, 

Pn groflerebelHon,- and deteftedtreafan : 

b*ni£fcit man, and heerexut com^ 

E a Beftue 
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The Trdgedie of \ 

Before the expiration of thy time, - 

Inbrasuingarmesagainft:my Soucraigne. 

1 S A sl wasbaniiht.I was bamfhtHerford* 

But asl come, I comefor LancaAer : 

And noble Vnciae.Ibefeech your Grace 
Looke on my wrongs w ith an mdiffeient y - 

You are mV father, or me thinkes myoi 
I fee old Gaunt aliue. Oh then Father, 

W llyou permit that! fhallft^d condemn d 
A wandering Vagabond,my rights and. -royalties- • 

Pluckt from my Aimes perforce, and g'«n w y 

To vpftartVnthrifts? wherefore was 1 boine. 

IfthLny CoofmKmgbeKmg^Fmg and. 

It muft be graunted I am Duke of LancaAer r • 

You haue a Sonne, Aumerle,my noble Coofin, 

Had you firA died,andhe been ditis trod downe; 

He fhould haue found his Vhckle Gaunt a ather. 

To rouze his wronges.and chafe them to the Bay. . 

I am denied to fuemy huerie hcere, 

Andyetmyletteripattents : gtuctneleaues- 

M v fathers goodes are all di Aram d and fold. 

And thefe,and all, are all arnffe employed 
What would you haue me doe? I am aSubieft, 

And I challenge Law j Atturmes are demde me. 

And therefore perfonally I lay my clarnie 

J °Nolb ! ] ThenoblcDuke hath been too much abufdfc-. 
RoK'.. It ftandes yourGrace vpon,to do him r j§ ht - 
WillaWh: Bafc men by his endowments are made great. 
Yorkit My. Lords of England, let me tellyouthis* • 

1 hauehad feeling ofmy Goofins: wronges, c i; 

And laboured all 1 could to doe himright; 

But in this kind, to come inbrauing Arraes, 

Be his owne caruer, andetitout his way , 

To find outright with Wrong, itmay not be s 
And you tltttdoabcttehiminthis kind,. :: 

Chcrifh Rebellioft/ahd att Rebels atb : ■ . " . ‘ 1 . * 

Nmb. Thenoblc Duke hath fwx>rne } hts^OBinBng ^ 
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King Richard the Second* 

But for his ownejand for the right of that, 

We all haue ftrongly fworne to giue him ayde-: 

And let him ne’re fee ioy that breakes that oath. 

York?. Well, well, I fee the iffue cf thefe Armes; 

I cannotmende it, I muftneedes confcfle, 

B,ecaufe my power is weaice,and all ill left i 
But if I could, by him that gaue me life, - 
I would attach you all, and make you ftoope 
Vnto the foueraigne mercy of the King: 

But fincel cannot, be it knowne to you, 

I do remaine as newter ; fo fare you well, 

Vnlcfle you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 

And there repofeyou for this night. 

'Bui. An offer V nckle that we will accept^ . 

But we muff winne yOurGi'ace to go with vs 
To Bnftovt CaAle, which they fay isheld 
By Bu(h e,Bagot, and their comphcies, 

The Caterpillers of the Common-wealthy 
Which I haue fworne to weedc andpluckeaway. 

Yorkf. Itmay be I will go with you^butyetlle paufe,. 
For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes 5 
Nor friends,nor foes,to me welcome you are. 

Things paft redrefle,are now with me part care. 

Enter Earle of Salisburfe/tod a Welch faptaine* . 

Welch. My Lord b£Sahsburie } \\e haue llaide ten dayes, , 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together; 

And yet we heare no tidings from the King, 

Therefore Wewill difperfe our felues : farewell. 

Salif. Stay yet another day, thou tru Ay Welchman,’ 

The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. \j ; j" 

Welch. T is thought tire King is dcad*we.will not ftay, . 
The Bay-trees in our Countrev all are withered. 

And Meteors frightthe fixedStarresofheauen : • 

The pale-fae’d JVloone lookes bloody ontheearth, * 

Andleane-look’t Prophets whifper fearefull change, , 

Rich menlookefad'd^andRuffiansdaunceandkapej, 

The one in feare to loofe what they enioy® • 
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7 he Tragedk of 

ThcotUer to cmoyfry rage and Warre. 

Xhefe fignesforc-runthe death ofKinges. 
farewell, our Countrymen are gone and fled. 

As well aflked Richard.their King is dead . 

Sul. Ah Richard / with eyes of heauy ramd^, 

I fee thy glory like a (hooting ftarre, 
fall to the bafe earth from the firmament, 

Thy fun lie fets, weeping in the lowly Weft, 

; Witne(fmg ftomiesto come, woe and vnreft : 

Xhy frienaes arefledrto waite vpon thy foe*, 

Aad croHelv to thy good all fortune goes. 

Inter Dub? of Htrfordjork?, 7tytbumbcrUn4» 
r B ujhte and. Cjretne Fnj otters . 

Bull. Bring forth theft men. 
iBufhie and Grcene,l will not vexe your foiilcs 
.Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies, 

(With too.mucfrvrgingyotir pernicious hues, 
for t’wereno charity; yet to v/alli your blood 
From off my hand$,hcre in the view of men,, 

I willvnfold fomc caufes of your death. 

You hauemif-lcd a Prince, a roy all King, 

A happy Gentleman tin blood and lineaments, 

J3y you vrihappied and disfigured cleane. 

You liaue in manner vyith your finfull houres, 

.’Made a diuorce'bctwixt his Queenc and him, 
Brcketfrcpoftelfion ©f a royall bed. 

And ftayn.de the beuticofa fay re-Qucenes cheekes, 

With teares tlrawne from her eyes with y our foulc wrongs* 
My fclfe a Princebv fortune o£mybir>tk, 

Nccreto the King inblood, andnccrc in lone, 

Till they did make himmif-interpret me, 

Haue ftooptmy necke vnder your iaiurics, 

And figh’d my Englifh breath in forren cloudes. 

Eating, the bitter bread of baailhment, 

While youhauefedde vpenmy fcgniorics, 
DifparktmyParkes/«ndfelld myforreft woods, 

From mine ownewindowes torne my hotilhold coatC, 
lUc’t outroy impr$cfc, lcauing me no figne, , 
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Ting Richard the Second, 

Sauemws opinions, andtny liuing blood. 

To fhew the world ! am a Gentleman. 

This.and much more, much m ore then twice all thi»,’. 
Condemns^ ou to the death : fee them deliuered ouer- 
To execution and the hand'of deaths 

More welcome is the ftfoke ofdeath to me. 

Then Bullingbroofceto England Lords farewell. 

Greene. My comfortis,that heauen will take our foulCj a . 
And plague iniuftice with the paines officii; 

Hud. MyLord Northumberland, fee tliem drfpatchl V 
Vnckle,you fay, theQticcrreis at your houfc. 

For Gods lake fafrely let her be intreatedy 
Tell her, I fend to her my kind commends ; * 

Take fpeeiall carcmy greetings be deliuercdf 
Tor he. A Gentleman ©f mined haue cti(paccht, ; 

With letters of-your lonetohcr at larger 

Bull. Thankes {gentle Vnekle : ) come Lords,a\vayy 
To fight with G ter dor and his complices, . 

A while tb worke,and after,holiday. Examfi • 

£ rter the si '- merle. Curled, (fr'e. 

Xing. BarkloughlyCaftlecall you this at hand? ’ 
stum. Yea my Lord; how brook’s your Grace the ayr€ v 
After your late tefsingon the breaking Seas ?- 

King, Needsmuft Idikeit wel^I wecpeforioyy.. 

To ftand vpon my Kingdome once againe. 

Leare earth, I do dilute thee with my handy 
Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfesboofes : 

As along parted mother with herchild, 

Playcs fondly with her teares. and fmiles in rnceting : - 
So weeping, finding, greeted thcemv earth, 

Ahd do theefauour with my rovall handy*, 

Feede not thy Sbueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Norwitb thy fweetescomforthisrauenousfencey . 

But let thy Spiders, that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauy gated Toads lie in their way, 

Doing annoyance to the trechcrous feece, 

Wliicli with vfnrpmg fteps do trample thee t 
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The TragedU of 

Yceld flinging nettles to mine enemies : 

And when they from thy bofome plucked flower,, 

Guard itl pray thee with alurking Adder, 

Whofe double-tongue Ajay with a mortall touch, 

Throw death vpon thy Soueraines enemies : 

Mockenotmy fenflefle coniuration Lords j 
This earth (hall hane a feeling, and thefe fton.es 
Prppue armedSouldiersereher natiueKing 
Shall falter vnderfoule rebellious armes. 

fari. Feare not my Lord, that power that made youlCing, 
;Hath power to keepe you king in fpite of all; 

The meanes that heauens yeeldmuftbe imbrac’t 
And not neglected. Elfe heauen would, 

And w'e would. not;heauens offer,w.e refufe 

The proftered meanes of fuccours and redrefte. , 

Jam. HcjneanesynyLocd, that wearetoremifle, 

* AVhilft%<//w|^W^,through-ourfecurity, 

•Growes ftrongand great in fubftance and in power. 

. King. Difcomfortableco.Qfin,knowft thou not, 

That when, the fearchingeie ofhcauen is hid 
'Behind the globe that lights the lower world, 

Then theeues and robbers range abroade vnfeene, 

3n murthers,andin outrage bloody heere. 

But when from vnderhis terreftriall ball. 

He fires the . proude tops of the eftemepines. 

And darts his light through cuery guilty hole; 

Then murders, treafons, arid detefted finfies, 

The cloake ofnightbeing pluckt from off their backes, 
'Stand bare and naked treniblingat themfelues: 

So whentbis thiefe,this traitpu z Bultmgbwkfi 
Who all tliis while hath reucld in the.night 

Whilft we were w.and ring with the Antipodes,. 

Shall fee vsyifing in our thronethe Eaft, 

His treafpns will, fit blulhingin his face, . 

Not ableto endure, the fight of day, ; 

But felfe affrighted, trembled at his finne. 

Not all the water ip the rough rude.Sea, 

Can wadi the balmeoff from an aimoyntedKing. 

’ '• The 
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King 'Richard the Second. 

The breath of worldly men cannot depole 
The deputy elected by the Lord, 

Foreuery man that r Bttlh»fbyook s - hathpreft; 

To lift (hrevvde fteele againft our golden crowne, 

God for his Ric ; hath in heauenlypay, 

A glorious Angel : then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fall, for heauen ftill guardes the ri^ht!, ' 

Enter Sahfh. ’ • - y ° r ■ 

King. Welcome my Lord .-how farre off lies your power! 
SttHflj, Nor necre nor farther offlmv gratious Lord : 

Than this weakearme ; difeomfort guides my ton o-iic. 

And bids me fpeake ofnothirig butDcfpaiic, ° 

One day too late, I feare,miy noble Lo :• 

Hath clouded all thy happy dayes on earth, 

O call backs yeftcrday,bid T ime returne, 

And thou (halt hail e tweluc thou find fighting mens 
T o day, to day,vnhappy day, too late, 

Ouerthrowcs thy ioyes, friends, fortune and tliy ftate : 

For all the Welckmen hearing thou weft dead. 

Arc gone to r Su/tn«/i>rooke 1 iiiCpcrO: > md fled . * 

jlnm. Comfort,my liege, why lookes your Grace fo pale? 
Kfngi But now the bloud oftwenty thoufandmen 
Did triumph in my face,and they are fled : 

And till fo much bloud thither come againc, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead? * 

All foules that will be fafe, flie from my fide, 

For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride, 

jinm. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 

Kmg. I had forgot my felfe. Ami not King? 

Awake thou coward, Maieftie thou fleepeft. 

Is not the Kings name twentie thoufand names? 
Arme,arme,my name a puny fubieft ftrikes 
At thy great glory, looke not to the ground, 

Yee fauountes of a Kmg.are We nothigh? : 

High be our thoughts,! know my vnckle York? fteere- 
Hath power euough to feruc our turne : but who comes 
SriterSereope, 

Semfi. More health and happiftiffe betide my Liege; 

fhc« 







The T rage die of 

Then can my care tunde tongue deliucr him. 

I 

ion 

■PI 

And whatlofle is it to bp rid ofcare? 

Striues Unllttigbrooke to teas greatas we?: 

Greater he fhallnotbe : if % feme God-.. 

Weele ferue him too, and be his fellow fo. 
lleuolt our. Subie&es? that we can not mende, 

They brealce their fay thuto God as well as vs : 

Cry woe,d.cftru&ion,ruine, and decay, 
Thew'orflisdeatb,^ddeath:wiUhauehi| day> 

Siroo. Glad am I, thatyeur Highnefle isfoarmdc 
T o beare the ty clings. of calamitie > 
tike an vnfeafonabic (fermie day. 

Which make theiiluerRiuers drowne their fhorcs. 

As if the world were all diffolude to tcarcs,. 

So high abouc his limits fvvels the rage 
OfBnlIingbrooke,coucring your fearcfull land 
With hard bright ftcele,and hearts.hat der then ftecle : 

White beards haue armcl their thinne and hairelcftc fealps 
Againft.thy Maieflie : and boyes with womens voyecs 
Striue to fpeake bigge,and clap their female ioynts 
In ffiffe vnwildie arnica , againft thy Crowne, 

Thy very beadf-menlearne to bend their browes^ 

Of double fataU.woe.againft thy ftate. , 

Yea diftafFe women mannagerulhiebilles r 
Again f) tJiy.fcatphothypLmg and old rebelf, . 

And all goes worfethen I haue power to tell,’ * 

King. To well. to well thou tplft a talc fo ill.- 
Where is thcEarJc ofWilcfhire where, is Bagot?. 

What is become of Bn Ahc? where is Gi eerie? 

That they haue let thedaugereus eneraie 
Meafurc our confines with fucli peaccfull fteps, 
Xf.wepreuaile,their heads fhall pay for it : 

; I warrantthey haue made peace with BullingSrookc. 

St ro. Peace haue the) 1- made with him indeede my Lord. 
K>%*Q h yiiiaincsj.vipsi^dainnd without redemption, 

^ ' *V: D °S & 



King. Mine eare is open, and my hesrtprepard. 
The worft is worldly Ioffe thou canft vnfold. 
Sav.ismv Kinsrdomeloft? Why twas my care. 
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King Richard the Second. • 

Dogs cafiiy wajiftetp favyncbfi any man. ' 

Snakes in my heart blond wai-mcfithat fling my heart } 
Three Iudaflcs,eaf h onethricc worfethenludas. 

Would they make peace s terrible hell 

Make warre vppn their fpotted fpules for this,, : i 
Scro. Sweets louc's(I.{he)chringiHg : his property 
T urnes to the fowreft and mofi deadly hate. 

Againe vneurfe their foules, their peace is made, 

With head, and not with hand s.thofe whom youcurfc 
Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroy ing wound, 

Anulie full low grau’d in the hollow ground. 

yiu'n. Xs Bu fhie,Grcene,and the-Earle ofWiltJhrre dead? 
Sc 9. Yea, all of them at Brifto vv loft their heads. 

Anm. Where is the Duke, my father with his power? 
King. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake. 
Letstalke of graucs,of wormes, and Epitaphs, • 

Make duft our paper, and -with ramie eyes 
Write forrow on thebefome of the earth. 

Tcts choofe Executors andralke ofwils : 

And yet not fb, for what can we bequeath, 

Sane eurdepofed bodies fore ground? 

Our land^oyr liucs,and all arelulliflgbrooks, 

And nothing can we call onr ownc,but death, 

And that fmall modcll of the barren earth, 

Whichierues as paftc and coucr to our bones; , 

For Gods fakelet vs fit vpon the ground, 

And tell fad ftoties of the death ofICings, ' 

How fbme hiaue beene depofde,fotne flame in war, 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiues,fome Beep ing kild,, 

All murthcred : for within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortal! temples of a King, 

K cepes death his court, and there the antique fits, 

Scoffing his ftate, and grinning at his pompe. 

Allowing him a breath,a little fceanc, . 

To Monarchifc,be feard,and kill with lookes, 

Infufing him with felfe and vaine concert, 

Asiftkis flefti which yyalles a bout our life. 

Fa Were 
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The T rage die of J "-'V 

■WereBrafTe impregnable : and humord thus, 

Comes at thelaft,and with a lettlc pin, 

Bores through his Caftle walles,and farewell King. 

Couef your heades,and mocke not flelh and blood,. 

With folemne reuerence throw away refpeft, 

Traditionyfornic, and ceremonious dutie, 

For you haue but miftookc me all this while, 

1 line with bread like you,feele want, 

Tafte griefe, need friends : fubie&ed thus. 

Ho w can you fay to mce,I am a Kin? . 

£arl. My Lord, Wife-men ne’re fit and wailethcir woct 
But prefently preuent the way es to wayle, 

To fearethefoe,fince feare opprefleth ftrength, 

Giues in your weakened ftrength vnto your foe. 

And ft> your follies fight againft your felfe : 

Feare, and be fiaineyno worfe can come to fight t 
And fight and die ; is death deftroying death, 
WhereTfearingdy ing, paves death feruile breath. 

Aitm. My Father hath a power, inquire of him, 

And learne to make a body of a limme. . 

Km%. Thou chidftme well*, proud TSHllitigbrooke,! come, 

T© change blowes with theefcrour day ofd'oome: 

This Ague-fitof feare is ouerblowne, 

An eafie taske it isto winne our owne. 

Say Scroope, Where lies our Vnckle with his power? 

. Speake fweetely man, although thy lobkes be fower; 

Sermpe. Mea iudgebythccdtnplexion b'f theskic; 

The ftate and inclination of the' day 5 
So may you by my dulland heauy eye : 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, , ' ' n'’ 

Iplay the torturer by fmall and fuiall, 

To lengthen ou t the worft t h at m uft be fpoken. : 

Your Vnckle Tjrkf is ioyn’d with ‘Btfltugwootyy 
And all your Northerne Caftl'es yeelded vp, 

Andall yourSoutdierneGentlemenitiarfiies. ; . 

Vpon his par tier. ' 

Kutg. Thou haft fayd enough : 

Befhrevv tlteeCcofia which didftlead me foorth • 

or 












King "Richard the Second. 

Of that fweete way I was in to difpairc. 

What fay you now? What comforthauc we now? 

By heauen He hate him euerlaftingly, 

That bids me be of comfort any more, 

Goe to Flint Caftle, there lie pine away, 

AKingwocs flaue,fhall kingly woe obey: 

That power I haue-, difcharge.and letthem go 
To care the land that hath fome hope to grow: 

For I haue none-, let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, for counfell is but vainc. 

Aunt. My Liege one word. 

King. He does me double wrong, 

ThatWounds me with the flatteries of his tongue i 
Difcharge my followers, let them hence away, 

From Richards nigh t, to- 'Bulhn^brookj faire day . 

Enter ‘Butt. York*, North. 

\ "Bull . So that by this intelligence we learne. 

The Welchmen aredifpearft,and Salisbury 
IsgonetomeetctheKing,wholatelylanded -■ 

With fome few priuate friends, vpon this coaft. 

North . The newes is very faire and good, my Lorcfc 
Richard not farre from hence hath hid his head. 

Toth.. It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland, 

To fay, King Richard-, alacke the heauieday, 

When fuch a facred King,fhould hide his head. 

y^firth. Your Grace jniftakes -, onely to be briefe. 

Left I his title out. 

Ter. The time hath bin,fhould you haue bin fo briefe with 
He would haue bin fo briefe to fhorten you, (him. 

For taking fo the head, your whole heads length. 

Htdii Miftake not (Vnckle) further then you lhould. 

Toth.. Take not(good Coofin) further then you ftiould, 
Leaft you miftake the heartens are ouer your heads. 

Rail. 1 know it Vnckle, and oppofe not my felfe 
Againft their willes . But,who comes heere? Enter Ptrcie, 

"Welcome Harry .- What, will not this Caftle yeeld? 

H, Ter tie. The Caftle is royally mand my Lord, - 

Againft thy entfa me< ~ *_ 

Jp j MUV* 
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The Tragtefre of 

Suit. Royal!y,wliy itcontainesnolCmg 
H.Per. Yes (ray good Lord) ? vidudVif 

It doth contains a Kiilg,.King Richard lies 
'Within the limits of-yon lime and Hone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle, -Lord Sah shade* - 

Sir Stephen Scroope;befide$ a Cleargic man -;c. • - m>l >\ 
Of holy reucrence, who I cannot learnc. 

North. 01ibeiike.;itis:the,Billx6pofCarleill. 

Bull. Noble Lords, fi 15/.. U on Sy' pnoa -Jl.*).. 1 >c \ 

<Go to therude ribbesofthat ancient Caflle, 

Through brafen T rurnpet fend -the breach ofparlee 
Into his ruinde cares, andsithus deliuer. 

H. Bull. on both his knees.doth kiffe king Richards hand. 

, And fends alleageance and true fay th of heart 
To his royall perfon : hither come 
Eiien at his fcete,to lay .my armes and power: 
Prouided,thaXmy banifirnrentrepeald, 

And lands reftoved againe befreely grauntedj 
If not, lie vfc the aduantage of my power, 

Andlay the funmiers dufl with flrowres of blood, 
Raindofrom tliewoundes offlaughtered Engliflrmcn? 

The which, how far off from th einin tie ofBullmgbrookfl 
It is,fuch .crimfon tempeft ihould be drench 
Thefrefh greenelap of faireKing Richards land, 

My Hooping duetie tenderly flrallfirew. 

Go fignifie as much, while heere vve march 
Vpon the graflie carpet ofthis plarne*, 

Lets march without the noyfe of threatningdrunUBe, 

That from this Caftles tattered battlements, 

Our faireappoyaitmeivts may be well perufde. 

Me thinkes King Richard and my felfe firould mccte 
WithnolefTeterrour then the Elements 1 

OfFirc and VV ater,when their thundriag fuioakc. 

At meeting teares the cloudy cheekes-ofheauen. 

Be hethe Fire, lie be the yeelding Water j 

The rage be his,whilflon the earth I raigne . , . 

My Wafer’s on the earth, and not on him: 

March on, and marke King Richard how ho look$s* 

Th 
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King Richard the Second. 

The T rdmpet found, Richard appeareth on the trail#. 

Huh See fee, King Richard doth himfelfe appeare. 
As doth the bluflring difeontented Sunne 
From 011 1 the fiery portall of the lafl. 

When he percciues the enuious cloudes are bent 
To dimmehis glory, and to flame the trackc. 

Of his bright pafiage to the Occident; 

Torkf. Yetlookes helikeaKing, behold his eye, 

As bright as is the Eagles, lightens foorth 
Controlling Maieflie palackcfor woe, 

That any harnreflrould'Haine fo faife afire w. 

Kmg. We are amazd,and thus long haue we flood, 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy knee, 

Becaufe we thoughtcurfelfe the lawfiiJl-King : 

And if we be, how dare thy ioynts forget* 

T o pay their awefull dutie toour prefeiace? 

If we be not,fiiew vs the hand ofGod 
That hath difmifl vsfrom ourStewardfirip : 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone. 

Can gripe the fiicred handle of our Scepter, 
VnlcfTehe do prop bane, (leak, or vfurpe : 

A.nd though you tlrinke that all as yonlrauedone,. 
Hauetorne their foules,by turning them from vs, 

And we arc barren and bereft of friendes : - 
Yetknow,myMaiflcr GOD omnipotent. 

Is muflerjng in his cloudes on our behalfe. 

Armies of Peflilencc, and they fir all llrikc. 

Your Children yet vn borne, and vnbegot, 

That lift your vafiailehanclcs againfl my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious Crowne. 

T ell BullingbroQkje (for yon-mee thinkes he Hands) 
Tlrateucry Hride he makes v-pon iiiy lands , .0 - 

Is dangerous treafon : Ire is come to open* 

The purple tcHavncnt of bleeding Warre.: 

But ere the Crownehe locikcs for,liue in pegee, 

T en tlroufand bloody cro wn.es ofmothers r rnuesp 
Shall ill become the Ho wer.ofEnglands face, 

Change the complexion of her Mayd-p‘d e peace. 
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The T retgtdie of 

To fcarletmdignation.and bedeaw _ / 

Her p.iflon grafte with fay thhiU Bighff blood. 

T^orth, TheKingofheauen forbid, our Lord the King 
Should fo with ciuilland vnciuiUarmes 
Be ruflitvpon.Thythrife noble Coofin, W'*> 

Harry Bullingbrooke doth humbly kille thy hand, 

And by the honourable Tombe he fw cares, 

That Hands vpon your royall Grandfir'es bones, 

And by the royalties'^ both your bloods * 

Currents that fprine from one moll spacious head, 

And by the buried handof warlike Gaunt, 

And bv die worth and honour of himfelfe, 

Competing all that may be fworne or faid, 

His comniing hither hath no further fcope, 

Then for his liniall royalties, and to begge 
Infranchifemcnt immediate on his knees, 

Which on thy royall partie graunted once, 

His glittering Armes he will commend to ruft. 

His barbed Steedcs to Stables,and his heart 
Tofaythfullferuicc of your Maieftie. 

This fwcarcs lie, as he is a Prince iufts 
And as I am a Gen tlem,I credit him. 

King. Northumberland/ay thus : the King rcturnCs, 

His noble Coofm is ngfo-vclcome hither, 

And all the number of hk faire demaundes 
Shall be accomplilht without contradiction. 

With all the gracious vtterancc thou haft; 

Speake to his gentle hearing kind cammendes: 

We do debafe our fehies(Coo(in)do we not? 

T o looke fo poorely,and to fpeake fo faire? 

Shall we call backeNotthumberland,and fond 
Defiance to the traitour, and fo die/ 

Aam. No good my Lordylets fight with gentle wordes, 
Till timelend friends, and friendes their helpful! fwords. 

King. Oh God, dh God that ere this tongue of mine. 
That laid-thefentence of dread baiitfhmeftt 
On yon proud man, Ihould takeit off againe, 

With words offiaodi lQh that I were as great, , 
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Richard the Second, 

As is my griefe,or leffer then my name / 

Or that I could forget what I haue been, ! 

Or not remember what I muft be no w ! 

Swell’ll thou (proud heart,) lie giue thee fcope to beat. 
Since foes haue fcopeto beat both thecand mee. 

Aam. Northumberland comes backe fro Bullingbrookc. 
Kmg. What muft the King do now? muft he fubmit? 
The King Ihall do it : Mufthebe depofde? 

. The King Ihall be contented : Muft he loofe 
ThenamVof aKing? a Gods name let it goe s 
He giue my jewels for a fet of Beades : 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage j 
My gay Apparell,for an Almef-mans Gowne • 

My figurde Goblets, for a dilh of Wood : ' 

My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffe: 

My SubieCls/or a payre of earned Sain&s : 

And my large Kingdome, for alittle Graue, 

Alittle little Graue,an obfeure Graue; 

Or,Ilc be buried in the Kings hie way, 

Some way of common trade, where fubiefles feetc 
May hourely trample on their Soueraighcs head; 

For on my heart they tread now whil ft l liue: 

And buried once, why not vpori my head? 

„ tsfumerleJhdVL weepeft (my tender-hearted Coofin) 

Weele make foule weather with defpifed tearcs; 

Our figfies, and they, Ihall lodge the fummer come. 

And make a dearth in this reuoltingland : 

Or Ihall weplay,the wantons with our woes, 

And make fome pretty match wi th (heading teares, 

And thus to drop them ftill vpon one place, 

Till they hane fretted vs a paire of Grapes 
Within theearth : and theereinlayde ; theirlics 
T wo kinfemeh digd their Graues with weeping eyes? 
Would not this ill do? wellV well WetlTfce, "h 

ltalkebutidlely,andyou laugh atmee. 

Mo ft mightv Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 

What fayes King Bullmgbrooke, will bis Maieftie 
Giue Richaid leauc to liue till Richard die? 

G You 
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The Tragedk of 

You m?Lca 1 egge,andB.uilnigbro 6 ke fayes!. 

North. My Lord, in thebafe court he doth attend, 

To fpcake with youtmiy it pleafe you to come dpwne. 
Km.. 0owne,ao.wiie I come,Uke glittering#’ 

\Vantin«theroaa»^.ofvnwly lattes. 

In fabc G&co ui't-jw J groyy bale, 

To coine.attW) y tQf.s caUes,and do then\gracc. ^ . _ 

In the bate court eomeddwnc ;'do wn? court, aowaeking s r 

Foriiioht-ovvlesihveeke whpetnouutipslatksinouiaiuig. 

Butt, What:fayes ; his Maieftie;, 

^Tierth . Sorrow ancl : grei® ol heaptj. •: • 

Makes him fpeake fondly hke a fr^P?^' 3 • 

Yctheis corcc. 

Buk. Stand all apart., , 

And fhevv faire dueiy to his MaieftM df nodes 

Iviy gracious Lord. _ 




To make the brdeeartupyDuci.vv/ui.suiujij i *>. • a . 

Mee rather had my heart might tcele y our icue, , 

Then myrvirpleaftdey'? fee yourcuiteue. . j 0 - jr.c 

VpCoofia;vps'VQUr'heaTtri£YpIknow., ■;y:v;..od ■ 

Thus high atkail, although yourknec.de low. 

Bail. *My gracious, Lordjlc^me but for • 

Kind.. Yourbwueisyouv^and I am yours aud,aih 
•Bui'. So fa«e-be min^nay jpoCh^Q#$&Urd,. , „ 

As niyT?u&feruice ili‘jh4ei er '^ e y our:I ^^ e *- L- , . 

Kw. WeiLyou defer u^i they.weli 4t&r : ueip.haue r y 

Tiiat -know tire iirjoiig# ! »fjd fpf^.>yy. a y. •• ikh i "O 

.Vnckle.-guieme your hands nay dry your ey es, 

T cares fhevv thciglQue,but want their remedies. 

Coofin,I am too young to be your Father, 

Though you arp old enough, to he Hey re*, 

Whatyou will bauc,lle,gnie,and willing too r „ 

For doe we muR,vvh'atforce will haue vs ooes : 

Set on towards London, Coofin is it foj 
Bull. Yea my good Lord. 

Kmg. Then. I mutt not f?y no* Sdeunr 

feibim-daif; i%J v;»;io3 3ii£ji^ W 
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Richard the Second. 

Etinr the Qucerie with her attendants. 

" Que. What fpor t fhall we deui fe here in this garden. 

To driue away the hcauie thought of care; 

Lady. Madam weele play at bowles. 

Quce. Twill make me thinke th e world is full of r ub $, 
And that my fortuneruns againfl the bias. 

£,idy. Madam wcelc daunce. . 

Oji.ee. My legs can keepe no meafurein delight, 

When my poore heart no meafure keepes in griefe ; 
Therefore no dauncing girlc,fome other fport. 

Lady. Madcm weele tell tales, 

Qua, Offorroworof griefe; 

Lady. Of either Madame. 

Qtiee. Of neither girle, 

For if of ioy,beingaltogithev wanting. 

It doth remember me the more of forrow t 
Or if of griefe, being alcogitherhad. 

It addes more forrow to my want ofioy : 

For what I hauc I needs not to repeate. 

And what I want it bootes not to complaine. 

Lady. Madam ilefing. 

Qjtee. Tis well that thou haftcaufe. 

But thou ilio u d (1 pleafe me better would!! thou wcepe. 
Lady. I could vveepc Madame, would it do you good. 
Qua. And I could fing would weeping do me good, 
And nctier borrow any tearc of thee. 

But flay, here commeth the Gardiners, 

Lets ftep into the fhadow of thefe trees, 

My wretchedneffe vnto a row of pines. 

They will talkeof ftate,for eucrieone doth fo, 

Againll a change woe is fore-runne with woe. 

Enter Gardiners, 

(yard. Goe Bind thou vtpyon dangling Apricockes,' 

Which like vnruly' children pjake-theu - lire . „i 
Stoope with oppreffion oftheir prodigall weight : 

Giue foine fuppottance to the bending twigs, 

Goe thou, and like an executioner : 

k G 2 * ICut 



J. 






V 



' * 





-- - / 






jrur^rJturdnSffSn lntiSfStrt 



■ 

I if jijjv) 
1ft 



& 







The Tragedie of 

Cutoff theheads of two faff growing fprayes, 

Tlutlooke too loftiein our.Comrnon-wealth: 

All muft be euen in our gouemvment. 

You thus imployde,IwiUgoeroote away 
The rioyfome Weedes th^twitnout pvoht luckc 
Tbefoylesfertilitie'fforti holfonie Flowers. 

Man. Why foould vve irr the compaile oral axe, 

Kecpe lavv and fornie,and.due proportion, • - 

Shewing in amodellour fume eftate, : 

When our fca-walled Garden, the whole Land 
Is full of Weedes •, her fiiireft Flowers choakt vp, . 

Her fruit trees all vnprund her hedges . ! 

Her Knots difordercd,and her holcfomeHearbes 
.Swarming with Caterpillers. 

Card. Hold thy peace, . 

He that hath fufftred -this difordered Spring, 

H ath now' himfelfe met with the fall of Leafe': ; . _ 

The Weedes that his broade fpreachng Leaues did ihelter^ 
That feemde in eatinghim,to hold hint vp, 

Are puld vpyoote and all, by Bullingbrooke : 

I meane the Earle of Wiltlhire.Bulhie, Greene. 

Mm. What, are they dead?' / T 

At^Bulli^gbroo'ke hath feizd the waftfull King. 

Ghwhatpittieitis,thathehadnotfotrimde 

And dreft hU Land , as we this Garden attimeofyeer* 

Do wound the barke'.the skmtre of our ft uite trees. 

Lead being ouer-pr.oud with fappeand blood, 

With too much riches it confound ltfeUe. 

Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 

They mi gh t baiieliude to beare,ahd he-to tafte 
Theirfiuites of duetie Superfluous branches 
Welobpe away, that bearing boughes may hue t 

Had he clone fo',himfelfehadboriie theGrowne, ^ 

Wiiich wafte of idle hbures hath cpiitc forowrte downe. 

Mm. Whagthinke'you'theKingfnallbcdepofed. 

Gml Deprell he is alf edd^and depofde * ^ 

Si 
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King Richardthc Scccud* 

1 air pre'lt to death throu-li want of fpeating 
Thou old Adams likenefle fet to circle this Gai den, 4 

How dares thyharfo rude tongue found tens vnplcafmg 
Whit Euet what Sem* hath fuggefted thee, (nevyesj . 
To make a fecond fall of cu rfed matt? 

Wh v doll thou fay King Richard is depofde 
Darff thou, thou little better thing then earth 
Dniinehis downcfall ? Say, where, vvhen, and now 

Camft thou by this ill'tidmgssJ'fpeake thou wretch. 

Gard. Pardbn me Madam, litle icy naue L 
To breathe thefe newes,y et what I hay is true.: 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold ^ 

OfBullingbrooke : their fortunes both are we% de. 

In y our Lo . fcale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And fome few vanities that make him light : 

But in the ballance of great Bullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe, are all theEnglifol ceres, 

And with that oddes,he weiglKsKmg Richard cowne. 

Poft you to London,and you will fin de it fo’, 

I fpeakenomorc then euery one doth know. - - 

‘Ouecrr. Nimble Mifchaunce.that art fo light of fqote. 

Doth not thy embafl’age belong to me, . 

And am I laft that know es it? Oh thou thinkel t 
To ferue melaft, that I may longeft keepc 
Thy forrow in my breaft : come Ladyes, goe 
To meete atLondon Londons King m woe . 

What, was I borne to this, that my fadd looke. 

Should grace the triumph of great Bullingbrooke. 

Gardner,for telling me thefe newes of woe, 

Pray God thePlants thou graftft may neuergrow. t • 
G a rd. Poore Queene,fo that thy ftate might be no worie 
I would my skill were fubieft to thy curfe : 

Heere did foe drop a teare, heere in this place. 

He fet a bancke ofRew fowreHearb-of-gracei 

"J ' 
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7 be Tragedk sf 

Rew,eiten for Ruth ,heerc ihortly fhall be feene, 

In remembrance of a weeping Qucene, Exeunt, 

Enter 1J ullinohroeke ^A;,m’. rle t <md ethers, 

'Btttl. Call foorth Bagot. Enter Hagot, 

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mi rule, 

What thoudoft know of noble Glocefters death. 

Who wrought it with the King, and who perfbrmde 
The blooaic office of his timeleffe end. 
r Baget. T hen fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 

'Bull. Coofin, ftand foorth, and looke vpon that man. 
'Bagot. My Lord Aumerle,! know your daring tongue 
Scorncs^ovnfay what once it hath deiiucred : v 
In that dead time when Glocefters death was plotted, 

I heard you fay,Is not my arme oflength, 

Xhatreacheth from the reftfull Englilh court 
As fane as Calliceto mine Vncklcs head? 

Amongft much other talke, that very time, 

1 heard you fay, that you had rather refufc 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 

T hen Bullingbroolces returne to England,adding withal!. 
How bled- this land would he in this yourCoofins death/ 
.'lum. Princes,and noble Lords, 

What anfwerefhalll make to this bafe man? 

Shall I fo much difjhonour my faire ftarres, 

On equalltearmes to.giue him chafticement? 

Ei ther I muff, or haue mine Honour foyld 
With the attainder ofhis flaimderouslips : 

There is my gage, the manuall feale ofdcath, 

That markes thee out for Hell : thou lieft, 

And will maintaine what thou haft fayd,is.falfe. 

In thy heart blood, though being all too bafe 
To ftaine thetemper ofmy knightly Sword. 

Bagot,forbeare,thou Jhalt not take it vp. 

■Aunt. Excepting one, I would he were the beft 
In all ttys prefence, that hath mooud me fo . 

Fitz,.' If that thy valoure ftand on fimpathie, 

Thereis my gage Numeric, in gage to tlzuiej 
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King Richard the Second, 

By that faire Sunne that fhewes me where thou ftandft, 

1 heard thee fay, and vauntinglv thou fpakft it, 

Thatthou wert caufcof noble Glot'efters death: 

' If thou denied: it twentic times, thouly eft, 

And 1 will tunic thy faliliood to thy heart, 

Where it was forged, with my Rapiers poynt. 

Aam. Thou darft hot (.coward) hue I to fee the day. 

Fita. Now by my fo’ule,! would it were this houre. ' 

Jum, Fitz waters, thou art damnd to hell for this. 
h Per. Aumerle, thou lieft, his honour is as true. 

In this appeale,as thou artaft vniuft, 

And that-thou aitfo,thcrelthrow mr gage, 

To proueit on dree to the extreameft poynt 
Of mortal! breathingffeizc it if thou dar’fb • 

Asm. Ami i£I do not, may my hands rot off, 

And neusr branch ill more reuengefullfteelc 
Ouer the glitteringhelmetofmy foe.. 

Another L . i take the earth te the like(forfworne Aumtru^, 
Andfpur thee on.withfull assnany lies', 

As it maybchelbived in thy trecherous eare 
From finne to finne: there is my honors pawnc. 

In gage it to the try dll if thou darft. 

Aum. W.hpfets ihe clfe ? by fceauen lie throw at all. 

I haue athoufand fpiritsin onebreaft. 

To anfwer twentie thoufand fuch as you. 

Sur. My Lord Fitz water, l do remember well 
The verie time Aumerle and you did talks. ^ 

Fitz.. Tis very true, you were in prefence then, 

And you can witneffe with me this is' true. 

Sur, Asfalfeby heauen,asheauenitielfeis true. - 

Fitz.. Suerrie thou lieft, (fword, 

Sur. Diflionourablcboy, thatly fhall ly fo heauic on my 
^ That it fhall render vengance andreuenge. 

Till thou the lie-giuer,and that lie do lie. 

In earth as quiet as thy fathers fcuiL 
In proofe whereof there is my honours pawnc, 

Ingage it to thetryall if thou darft, t . 
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The Tragedk of 

Fitz. How fondly doft thou fpurre a forward horfe, 

If I dare eate,or drinke,or breathe.or liue, 

I dare meete Surry in a Wilderneffe, 

And fpitvpon him whilftl fay,helycs. 

And lyes,andlyes : there is my bond offayth, 

T o tie thee to my ftrong correftion : 

As I intend to thriue in this new world, 
tsfumerle is guiltie of my true appeals. 

Befides, I heard the banifhed Norfolk? fay: 

That thou zNumr/edidtl fend two of thy men 
To execute the noble Duke o? Calico. 

► yhtm. Some honeft Chriftian trull me with a gage, 
ThatNorfolke lyes,heerc do I throw downe this. 

If he may be repeald to try his honour? 

Tull. Thefc differences fhall all reft vnder gage, 

Till Norffblke be repeald,repcald he ihalJ be. 

And though mine enemie,reftor’d againe 
T o all hislands and fignories : when he is return’d, 

Againft Aumcrle we will inforce his tryall. 

Carl. T hat honorable day fhall neuer be feene : 

Many a time hath banifht Norffolke fought 
For Iefus Chrift,in glorious Chriftian field, 

Streaming the Enfigne of the chriftian Crolle, 

Againft blacke Pagans, Turkes, and Saracens,’ 

And toyld with workes of Warre, retir’d himfelfe 
To Italy,and there atVenicegaue 
His body to a pleafant countries earth. 

And his pure foule vnto his captaine Chrift,- 
Vnder whofe colours he had fought fo long. 

ThL Why Bifhop.is Norffolke dead? 

far/. As fure as I liue, my Lord. 

Tut. Sweet peace conduft his fweet foule to the bofome 
Ofgood old Abraham : Lords appeallants, 

Y our differences fhall all reft vnder gage, 

Till we afsigne you to your daycs of tryall. 

Snter York?* 

Yak. Great Duke ofLancafter,I come to thee. 

From 
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King Richard the S cconL 

From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing foule 
Adopts theeHeire, and his high Scepter yeeides 
To the poffefsion of thy royall hand : 

Afcend hisTronc, defending aow from him, 

And long liue Henrte i fourth of that name. 

‘Bull. TnGods name, Ik afcend the Regall throne. 
Carl. Mary God- forbid. 

World in this royall prefence I may fpeake: 

Yet bell befeeming me to fpeake the tructh r- 
Would God any in this noble prefence, 

Were enough noble to be vpright Judge 
Of noble Richard : Then true nobieneiTc -would 
Learne him forbearance from fo rbuleawrong. 

What fubieft can giue fentcnce on his King? 

A nd wh© fi ts not here that is not ft icliards fubieeft? 
Thceues arenot iudgeclvbnt they areby to heart,. - 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them.: 

And fhall the figure ofGods Maicftit, 

His Captaine, fteward,deput} r ,eleft, 

Annointed, crowned, planted many; yeeres, 

Be iiuig’d by ftibieft and inferior breath, _ 

And he hirufclfenot pre'fent?Oh forfenditGod,. 
Thatin a Cliri ftian Climate lbules refmde 
Should fhew fo hainous biacke obfcenc a deed. 

I fpeake to fubie£fs,and a fubieci fpealccs, 

Stird vp bv God. tlius boldly for his King - 
My Lord of Hereford here w.hqmyou- callKing, 

Is a foule traitour to proud Herefords King, 

And if you crow nc nim.let me prophetic, 

The blood ofEnglifla fhall manure the ground, 

And future ages groane for his. foule adt,. f 

Peace lhall goe fleepe withT nrkes andlnfidels , 1 
And in thisfeate of peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kinjaad kiodewithkinde confound r 
Diforder,ho rror,feare and mutiny, 

Shall here inhabit, and this land be cald, : ' 
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The T rage die of ' 

Oh if you ray fc this houfe againd his houfe. . 

It will the wofulled diuifion proue. 

That eitcr fell vpon this curfed earth : 

Preuent it, refill: it,andletitnotbefo, 

Leafl: child, childes children crie againd you woe. 

North. Well haue you argued fir, and for your paynes, 
OfCapitall treafon,we arred you here : 

My Lord of Wedminder,be it your charge, 

T o keepe him fafely till his day of triall. 

T$lay it pleafe you Lords,to graunt the common fuite, 

Tetch hither Tfahaxdfb&i in common view 
He may furrender.fo we fhall proceed without fufpition. 
Torkf. 1 will be his conduct. 

Hull. Lords,you that are heere,are vnder our ared, 
Procure your Sureties for your dayes of anfwere ; 

Litle are we beholding to your loue. 

And litle looke for at your helping hands. 

Entering Richard. 

Rich. Alacke why am I fent for to a Kin g, 

Before I haue Ihooke off the regall thoughts 
Wherewith I raignd y I hardly yet haue learnt 
To infinuate, flatter, bow, and bendmylimbes? 

GiueSefrow leaue a while to tutor me to this fubmifsion: 
Yet I Well remember the fauours ofthefe men. 

Were they not mine? did they not fometimes cry all hayle 
To me? fo Indus did to Chrifiy but he in twelue. 

Found trueth in all but one; Iin tweluethoufand none : 
God fauevthe King, will no man fay Amen: 

Am I both Pried and Clarke y well then, Amen, 

God faue the King, although I be not hee, / 

And yet Amen, if heauen do thiuke him mee : 

To doe what feruicc am I fentfor hither? 

Ycrkf. To doe that office of thine owne good will, 
Wliich tired maiedie did make thee offer j 
The refignation of thy State and Cro wnc 
To Harry ThiRmgbrooke. 

Rich. Scafc the Crownc. 

Hecre 



King Richard the Second. 

Hecre Coo fin, on this fide my hand, and on that fide your*: 
Now' is this golden Crowne like adeepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets filling one ail other, 

The emptier euer dauneing in the ayre. 

The other downe vnfeenc.and full of Water r 
That Bucket downc,and full of tcares,am I, 

Drinking my griefe,whild you mount vp on high. 

'Bull. I thought you had been willing to refigne? 

Rich. My Crowne I am, but dill my Griefcs are nfinc: 
You may my Glories and my State depofe, 

But not my Griefes,dill am I King of thofe. 

Bui. Part of your Cares you giuc me with your Crowne. 

Rich. Your cares fet vp, do not plucke my cares downe: 
My care is lode of care, by old care don, 

Y our careis gainc of care by new care won: 

The cares I giue,I haue, though giuen away, 

The) r tend the Crowne,yct ( till with me they day. 

"Bull. Areyou contented to refigne the Crowne? 

"Rich. I, no no Ij for, I mud nothing bee, 

Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee. 

Now marke me how' I will vndoe my felfc; " 

I giue this heauie waightfromqffimy head, 

And this vnweildie Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of kingly fway from out my heart : 

With mine owneteares I wafb away my balmc. 

With mine owne handsl giue away my Crowne, 

With mine owne tongue deny my facred date. 

With mine owne breath releafe all duties rites, ji. 

AH pomp e and maiedie I do forfwearc, 

My Manners, Rentes, Reuenewes I forgoc. 

My Aftes, Decrees, and Statutes! denie: 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me* 

God keepe all Vbwes vnbroke that fwcarc to thee: 
Makcme that nothing hatiej,with nothing grieud, 

And thou with all pleafd, that: had all atchieud: 

Long may d thou hue in Richards feat to fit, 

And foone he Richard irun earthy pit: 

H x God 






" — > ' 
ZJ1 * / + US ^ *7/1 

C Si, J vJ'Q 7 ^ i 







/rtf ris" /ACc^r c < ; 

t CO't- 

^ /t// , 



^ A&s *^*>3 Ar- 



p* 

&/c /n A 



//f t' cyn /I' Z y~?z 





7 he T ragec’k of 

God fane King Harry, v nlcingd Richard £ ayes, 

And fend him many yecres ofSun-fninedaycs.- 
What more remaines? 

North. No more,but that you read 
Thefe accufations, and thefe grecuous crimes, 
Committed by your perfon, and your followers, 
Againft the State and profit of this Land; 

That by confefsing them,the foules of men 
May deeme that you areworthily depofde. 

‘Rich. Muft I doe fo? and mult I raucll out 
My weaud vp Folly, gentle Ifwthttmb-rLtmi 
If thy offences were v pon record, 

Would it not fhame thee in fo fairc a troope, 

To read a lefturc of them,ifthou wouldll. 

There lhouldft thou finde onchaynous article, 
Contayningthcdepofing of a King, 

And cracking the llrong warrant ofan Oath, 
Marktwithablot,damd in thebookeofheauen: 
Nay of you that ftand and looke vpon, 

Whilft that my wretchedneffe doth bate my felfe; 
Though fomeof you (with TPilnt ) wafhyour hands 
Shewing an outward pittie^yetyou Ptlat&t, 

Haue heere deliuer me to my fowre Crolft, 

And water can not walh away your finne. 

North. My Lord difpatch,rcad ore thefe 
Rich. Mine eyes are full of teares,I 
And yetfalt water blindes them not 
Butthey can fee a fort ofTraytors 
Nay, if I turne mine eyes vpon my 
I find my felfeaTraytorwith the reft 
For I haue giuen heere my foules conlcm 
T o vndecke the pompous body of a King*, 

Made Glory bacc,and So ueraigntic a llaue; 

Proud Maieftie afubieftjStacca pcafant. - , u 1 
Tforth. My Lord. 

Rich. NoLord of thine, thouhaught infulting 
Nor no mans Lord ; I haue no name^io title, 



King Richard ihe Second. ■ 

No notthatname was giuen rue at the Font, 

But tis vfurpt ; alacke the heauie day 
That I haue worne fo many Winters our, 

And know not now, what name to call my felfe. 

O that I were a mockefie King of Snow, 3 ; 

Standing before the funne of Bullmgbrookt, 

To melt my felfe away in water drops. 

Good King, great King-, and yet not greatly good; 

And if my name be ftarliri*;, yet in Englang 
Let it commaund amirour hether ftray te 
That it may Ihcw me what a face I haue, 

Sinceitisbanckrotitofhis Maieftic. 

Rail Goe fome of you and fetch a Looking-glafle. 
North. Read ore this paper while the Glafle doth come. 
Rich. Feind,thou torments me ere I come to Hell. 

Sail. Vrge it no more my Lord Northumberland. 

North. The Commons will not then be fatisfied. 

Rich. They lhall be fatisfied,Ilc read enough, 

When I do fee the very Booke indeed. 

Where all my finnes arc writ, and that’s my felfe. 

Giueme the Glafle : no deeper wrincklcs yet? 

Hath Sorrow ftroke fo many blowes vpon this 
Face of minejfind made no deeper wourtdes? ,, 

Oh flattering GlalTc, like to my followers in profperitic I 

' Was this the face that cuery day vnder his 

Houlhould roofe did keep e ten thoufand men? 

Was this the face that faaft fo many follies, 

And was atlaft outfaaftby MUmgbxdWfi 
A brittlcGlorie Ihineth in this face. 

As brittle as the GlOrie is the face, ; 

For there it is crackt in a hundred Ihiuers: 

Marke filentKing the morall of this fport, 

How foone my forro w hath deftroyde my face. 

Rati. The lhadow of -your forro w ha$h deftioyd 
The lhadow of your face. ' 

Rich. Say that againc :the lhadow of my lono\v; 

Ha hftlfee-; tis very true, my griefc _ 

yawi - H 3* Lies 
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then a King : 

: then but fubie&s; 






The T Mgcdie of 

Lies all within, and tliefe §xtemali manners 
Of laments are mecrely lbftdovyes.to the vnfeene 
Gricfe that fwelles with fileij.ee inthe tortured foi 
And 1 thank? thecKingth,at notqnely giueft 
Me caufe to wayle^vittcaeheflme the way 
How to lament the caufe ; lie begge one 1 
And then be gone, and trouble 
'Bull. Nameitfairc Coofin. 

Rich. Faire Coofe, why? I am grea 
For when I was a king, my flatterers were 
Being now a fubieft ,1 haue a Kingheere 
T o my flatterer •, being fo great, I haue no 
But. Yet aslce. 

Rich. Arid (halll haue it? 

Bui. Youfliall. 

Rich. Why then giue rne leaue to goe. 

"Bull. Whither? mtJB 

Rich. Whitheryou will,fo I were from your lignt 
Bull. Goe forne of you conuey him to the Tower 
Rich. O good conuey, , conuey ers arc y«» 

That rife thus nimbly by ; a, true Kings fall. 

Bull, On Wedhefday next we folemnely fet 
Our Coronation; Lends, prepare your felues/J 
Exeunt. MunttWejf. Carletll, Numeric. 
tAbhot. A wofull Pageant haue we heerebel 
Carl. The woe’s to come; the children jr r 
Shall feele this day as ftiarpe to them as thor 
Aum. Y ou holy Clergie men, is there no plot, 

T o rid the Realme of this pcrnitious blot? 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my minde 
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intentes,but alfo to effef 
What ener Ifhallhappen to'deuife .* 

I fee your brovy es are full ofdifpontent. 

Your heart of forrow,and your eyes; ofteares$ 
Come home ; yyi th me to fuppsrllelay a plot. 

Shall /he w vs all a merry day. 



*» o 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22311 ) LONDON,! 



King Richard the Second. 



Enter Queene y Wtth her attendants. 

Quettte. This way the King will come,this is the way 
To lulius (afars ill eretted Tower, 

To whofe flint boforac my condemned Lord 
Is doomde a prifoner by proud Bullingbrookf. 

Hecre let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 
Haue any refting for her true Kings Queene. 

Enter Richard. 

But Toft, but fee, or rather, do not fee. 

My faire Rofe wither : yet lookevp, behold, • 

That you in pittie may dififolue to aeaw. 

And wafli him frefh againe with true loue tearcs* 

Ah thou themodell where old Troy did (land ! 

Thou mappe of Honour, thou King Richards toombe. 
And not King Richard : thou moft beauteous Inne, 

Why fhould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an Alehoufe gueft* 

Rich . Ioyne not with griefe,faire woman, do not fb; v 
T o make my end too hidden, learne good foulc 5 
To thinke our former Rate a happy dreamc. 

From which awakt,the trueth of what we are, 

Shewes vs but this : l am fworne (brother fweetc; 

To grimmeNecefsitie,and he and I 

Will keepe a league till death. Hie thee to France, 

And cloy fter thee in fomc religious hotife : 

Our holy liues muft winne a new worlds Crownc, 

Which our praphane houres heere,haue throwne downe. 

Queene . \Vhtit is my Richard both in fhape and mindc ? 
Transformd and weakned? hath TMtmgbrook? 

Depofde thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart* 

TheLyori dying thruftethfoorth his paw, 

And wounds the earth,ifnbthing Hfe,with rage, 

To be o’repbwerd, and wilt thou Pupil-like 
T ake thy correttion,mildely kiflfe the redde. 

And fawne on Rage with bacehumi)i tie, 
WhichartaLionandaKingofbeaftes. 

King . A King of Beaftes indeed,if aught but bealf. 
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The Tr fat die of 

Iliad been Hill a happy, King ofmen. 

Good (fometitne Queens) prepare thee hence for Frunct, 
Thinkel am dead.andthat euenheerethou takeft 
As from my death-bed my laft lining leaue. 

In Winters tedious nights fitby the fire 
With good old folkcs,and let them tell thee tales 
Ofwoefull ages long agoe betide, 

And erethou bidgood night, to quite their griefe, 

Tell thou the lamentable tale of nie. 

And fende the hearers weeping to their beds.:- 
For why, the fencelefle brands will fimpathy 
Theheauie accent of thv moiling tongue. 

And in compafsion weepe the fire out; 

And fome will mourne in afhes,fome cole blacice. 

For thedepoliug ofa rightful! King, 

Enter T^ort bum her Lina. 

Tfj-rtb. My Lord, the minde oi.K ullingbrsolig is changde. 
You muft toPomfret,notvnto theTowcr., 

And Madam, there is order tans for you. 

With all fwift fpeed you mail away to France. 

King. Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting ’BuHirgbro, ^ afcendes rny throne, 
Thetimeiliallnotbe many hourcs ofage 
More thejvit is,erefbule finne gathering head, , 

Shall breake into corruption, thou {halt chinke, 

Though hedeuide theRealme,and-giue thee halfe. 

It is too little,helpinghim to r.ll 

He ihall th<nke,that thou which knowfl the way 

To plant vniightfull Kinges, will know againe,. 

Being ntre fob tie vrgd another way, 

T o pin eke him headlong from the v furped throne. .. 
Theloueofvvicked men connects tofeare, 

- That feare,to hate; and hate turnes one or both 
To worthy danger and deferued death. 

7{ortb. My guilt be on my head, and there an enif: 
Takcleaueand part, for you muftpartfoorthwith. 

Kmg, Doubly diuorc’t, (baddemen) you violate 
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"«f n rzd / * v 1 

' Htchtri the Seceni. 

A twofoldonariage, betwixt my Crowne and me, 

Andthen betwixt me, and mymaried wife. 

Let me vnkifle the oath betwixt thee and me: 

Andy ct not fo,for with a kiflct’was made. 

Par tv J Tfert bum bcrlunet, I towards theNorth, 

Where flicuering cold and ficknefle pines the clime: 

My Wife to France,from whence fet foorth in pompc, 

She came adorned hither, like fweetc May, 

Sent backe like Hollowmasjor fhortft of day. 

Queen. Andmuft we be deluded? muff we part? 
j Kwg. I, hand from hand(my loue) and heart from heart. 
Qjttim. Banifh vs both, and fend the King with me. 
Kmg. That were fonae loue, but litlc policie. 

Queen. Then whither he goes,thitherlctmegoe. 

Kmg. So tvvotogither weeping, make one woe; 

Weepe for me in France, I for thee hecre. 

Better farre off then neerebc nearethe neere: 

Goe count thy way with fighes, Imine with groanes. 
Queene. So longed way fhall haue the longefl moancs. 
Kmg. T wife for one ftep lie grone, the way being fhort, 
And pcece the way out with a hcauic heart. 

Come,come,ih wooing forro w lets be briefe. 

Since wedding it, there is fudh length in griefe : 

One kifTc fliall ftoppe ourmouthes,and doubly part, 

Thus giue I mine, and thus take I thy heart : 

Queen c. Giuetncmy owneagaine.twerenpgood part, 

’To take on me to»kecpe,and kill thy heart. 

So now I haue mine owne againe,be gone. 

That Imay flriue to kill it witha groane. 

Kmg . We make Woe wanton w'ith this fond delay. 

Once more-ade w,the reft let forrow fay . Exeunt* 

Enter Dufy of YorJpandibtfZiitrcheft. 
r Dutc. My Lord, you tolchncyouwould tell- the reft, 
When weeping made you breake the ftor.y 
Ofom- tw'o Coofins comming into London. 

Yorkf. Whcrcdid Ileauc? 

At that (ad Hop my Lord, 

I Where 
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& Tugedie of 

’'Where ■ 

JV/ \ n „ v V., ft.;?e'v pacc kcptftahii courfe, 

wl ;S criL^odfic V - v 

would hai'ctboughtthe very ^hirdovvcs fpekc* •■ 

So many -reedy lookes of young and old, 
ThroushCafeinentsdartedilieir deiiangeyeS' 

Vanins vifage^ndtliatantheVVaUes, . 

With painted Imagery had {avd'atonce 

Iefuoreferue the welcome Bulhngbiooicc, _ 

wS hefiomthe one fide to 

wie: AS in a Theater the eyes of men, 

Mkr-a well graced Aaor leaues the Mage, 

Aveidelv bent onihim that, enters next* .; .v a* a ; i uiA 

Tliinkineliisprrfetlctobctenioajr '' m0 ? 

Euen fo/r rvitWhnW comanptmm^s. 

Did fcoule on gdntle RM,n o man cn^Gfldf-MChWJ - 
No ioyfull tongue gaue him his ; v ^ecme^nie, 

Which with fuch gentle ^3* hftfljepW®ffi>«» bo: - ;; 

His face ftillcombatingwitlTtsrar.es and {miles,;.- d I m. 

The badges of his gdefe andpanence; ^ : 

That Had not G od for fomc ftro n g pnrpofe ftfij- < 
^ic-Rcartsofincn,th^inuft.pC£fofcehatsc melt >• 

And Barbaiifmc it.fdtfshaaeipiaiedhuri: A i \ 

But Heanehli^th ihaudin thefcfeuentcsj r . £ 

To whofe High wilt we bouridxwr edme contentea, 

To Bullingbrooke artr\defwo^ nefubieft now, 

Whofe ftate and honour I for ay allow, 

Dm f , Heae comes 

315 uW "+ * 4 
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JUcbard the Second, 

York?. Aumerle that was, 

'But that is loft, for being Richards friend : 

And Madam, you muft call him Rutland no W e 
J am in Parliament pledgefor his trueth 
Andlafting fealtic to the new madeKing. 

Tut. Welcome my fonne, who art the Violets now. 
That ftrew the grcenelappe of the new -come fpring. . 

AttmC- iMadirti-I knovv nognorl greatly care not, 

God kno wesfhad as liefehenone as one. 

Trtk*. Well, beareyouweOinthisnew. fpring of time, 
Leaft you be cropt before you come to prime. 

WhatneWe’s ftOm'O&foidJdoxhefc infts& triumphs hold* 
A cm. For auglrtl knovv(my Lord) they do. 
jW4j?P*¥bti WiJi'be*herc I know. hr... . : . 

Aunt. IfGod preuent not I purpofe fo. 

York. What fealc is that that hangs without thy bofomc? 
Tea,lookft thou pale? let me fee the writing. 

Atm. My Lord, tis nothing. 

York?. No matter -then whofee it, 

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the writing. 

Aum. I do bcfecch your Grace to pardon me, 

It is a matter offmall confequence, 

Which for fomc rcafons I would not haue feene. 

York. W hieh for fomereafons (fir.)X.meancto fee. 
Jfearejlfeare. 

Dm. What fhould yon feare? 
Tisnothingbutfbm'ebandthatheisentredinto . 

For gay apparrell again ft the triumph. . . , ... 

York?. Bound to himfelfe, what doth he with a Bond 
That heis bound to : Wife, thou art a foolej 
Boy, letmefeethe writing. . 

Aunt. I do befeech you pardon me,I may not fhew it.: 
York?, I Will be fatisfied ylet melee it,l fay : 

• He pkckficaotwf bis bofarbe .andnades it, 
Treafon,foute trf afoH ; ' viHaineitnaytor,naue. 

Dm. What is the matter, my Lord? 

Ho, who >5 Within there? faddle my Florfe: y 

Iz * God 
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the matter Aumerle* 

ent.it is nomorc 



1 w ill vnto the King. 
tbhis Bcotes. , 

aorc bov thou art amazd. 



The TragedU if 

God for his mercy ! what trechery is 
Du. Why , what is it my Lord; 

2V$. Giuenvemy 
Now by mine honour 
I will appeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter? 

Yorkf. peace foolilh woman. 

Du. I will not peace, what is 
jium. Good mother be content, 

Then my poore life muft anfwere 
Du. Thy life anfwere? 

Bring me my boo tes, 

fits Man inters vettbhu Be otes. 

Du. Strike him Aumerle, poore boy thou 
Hence villaine, neuer more come in my lignt. 

Tnke. Giue me my bootes I lay. 

Du. Why Yorke, what wilt thou do. 

Wilt not thou hide the trefpaffc of thine own* 

Haue we more fonnes ? or are we like to hauo. 

Is notmy teeming date drunke vp 
Andwilt thoupluckemy faire 
And robbemeeofa happiemothe 
Is he not like thee ? is he not thine 

Turk?. Thou fond mad woman, 

Wilt thou conceale this darkc coni 
A doozen of them heere, haue tane the iacrament 
And interchangeably let down 
’ To kill the King at Oxford. 

Du. Hefhall benone, week keeper 

Then what is that to him? 

Tor. Awayfondwoman,werehetwemieum«»« 7 » 

I would appeach him. , , 

Du. Hadft thou groandforhiroas lhauedoae, 

Thou wouldft be more pittifull: 

But now Iknow thy mmde,thou doft fulpc« 

That I haue becne diBoyaU to thy bed. 

And thathc is a baftard,not thy fonne i Sw«fH 
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King Richard the SeUbneK 

Sweete Yorke, fwccte husband be not of that minde. 

He is as Iik thee as a man may be. 

Not like me or any of iny kinne. 

And yetlloue him. 

Tot hr. Make way vnruly woman. Suit. 

Du. After Aumerle : mount thee vpon his horfe, 
Spur,poft,and get before him to the Kmg, 

And beg thy pardon ere hedo accufe thee, 
lie not be long behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke, 

And neuer will I rife vp from the ground, 
TiUBullingbrookc haue pardoned thee, away, be gone. 

Surer the King frith his Nobles. 

Km? H. Can no man tell me of my vndiriftie fonne? 

Tis full three months fince I did fee him laft j 
If any plague hang ouervs, tis hee; 

I would to God my Lords, he might be found : 

Inquire at London, mongft the Tauernes there^ 

For there they fay, he daily doth frequent. 

With vnreflrainedloofccompanions, 

Euen fuch (they fay) as Band in narrow lanes. 

And beat our watch, and robbe our pallengers. 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy. 

Takes pn the point of honor to fupport fo diffolute a crew. 

fi.Per. My Lord,fome two dales fincel faw the Prince, 



King. And what faid the gallant? 

Percie. His anfwere was, he would to the ftewes. 

And from die commoneft creature pluckc a gloue. 

And weare it as a faubur,and with that 
He would vnhorfe theluBieft Challenger. 

Km? H. As diffolute as dclperate, yet through both 
Jfeefomc fparkles of better hope,which elder yeares 
May happily bring forth. But who comes heere? 

Enter Aumerle umuz.ed, 

jtum. Where is the King? (fo wildly? 

Kmg H, What meanes our coofin that he Bares and lookes » 

I -$1 Aum . 
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Am, God&uc your &&cs\ I do befecfryourMaieftis,- 
To haue Tome conference with, your Grace alone. . 

Kmg. Withdraw your feSHes,andleaue vsheeveaboiy;: 
Whatis the matter wtth our Coofin no\v? j - : 

For euer may.my knees gmw- to the earth, 

My toiynie deaue toiny roofe within my mouth, 

Vnlefl'e a pardon crc I rife orfpeake. ) . 

AW. IntcndedjdrtoiwtnittedjWas this fault?;* - . J 

3fontheiirft,how h.^nous ere it be, 

To winne.thy after loue^par^wrthee. ; - •• : - h l 

flim. Then giue.-me leaue that ! may turnethe key,,’ 

Thatnpar.ap entertillmy.talebedo-ne. _ . Ju . 

Ring. Haue thy defire. ' . v. : ov S 

Ttikf. Mylicgebewareilooketothy fel% t -v,. j r; lfr<‘ : ;T 
Thouhaft a traitor in thy prefence there.. m, .. 1 3 ks : >k • ync si 

Kmr. Villaine^lemalcetheefafe. .iboOoJ Wi ov. I 
An. Stay thy neuengssfuUhan 4 > th<W;h«'ift carife tprearc. 
York.*. Open thedopre/ecufefoole^rdy^ihSjr- ; b ;oT 

Sha!lIforloucfpcak?treafon ; to thy -.n r '/ 

Open the doore,or I will bre.dce it open. - 

Kino. What is the matter vnde,fpeake,recouer breath ; 
Tel! vs, how neere is danger, : • 

That wemayarmevsto encounter it ? .u 

Torkg. Perufethis ^viritinghstre., and' thou fhaltlcnovy, 

Thetreafonthatmyhaffefovhidsme fhow. . . i A 

Remember as thou rcad’llythiy promife pall, 

*1 doe repent nie,reade notniy:J».ame-th?r^ . j: . i 
M V heart is not -confederate w i th my hand . ■ _ 

Yorkc. It was (villaine) ecethyhand d.idFetki^vyii^-ii A 
Xtoreitfi'omthetraitorhbofptii©i(King)jac; ! riybf ' 1 
Feare, and not lone, begctsihispieniteneetiibeA .V 
TorgeMopitty-him,left thy pitty pr®>l 9 j toi : ' . 1. 

A ferpent,thafcwilLfiing>tlwet.Qitlj 4 A^^» b { ^!«j< 't.'l 
Kwf. O heynouSjftcong^andb'Ski^WiJiipitacyr 
OlbyallfiitherofatreacherousFojine/,-. dawrlW 
Thoufheereij^maciUaie'andlUucrFptttitaitiiejiv/ »VA -X 

Trosa 



o/lsyptS if. 




King Richard thvS'ewntfc 

Frort^Wtthcsdik IfreiiiHethtoitgh mudd^ 

Hath hald his current, and defilde himfelfe : 

Thy outflow of good conn ertes to bad; 

And thy aboundant goodnes lh all excufe 
T^hi d | gVcfsi • 

Turks- So fliaU-iity Vcrtuc, be his Vices baude, 
And hefhall fpend^ihehonourj-vvitli his ihsime,. 

As thriftles Sonn'eSythdrfctaping Fathers Gold* 
Mine honour liucS ; whcn his diJhonour dies^ 

Or my niaindclifeinjiiscfifliopourlies':- - "r- ■ 



Thou kilft meinhishf^gi^thg'htebreatlti ' ni ' 1 . 

The tray tor hue^thc tttie fifaV ft ipivtto death. 

Dm, What ho,myLicge for Gods- fake let mean.- - 
King. What fliril! vo ye'd fuppliant makes this eger cry? - 
j Dm. A Woman ; and thy A'.intfgreat Ki^gJ'tisIj 
Spcake with me.pit^t^ -fe'e=<>pen the dobfc, <v* tri nub y ( i 
A Beggar begs, that irei lev be gdJbefohef 
King. Our fe^deis a! tied fl’oro a fetious thintjj 
And now changdeto thcBhggai'and tHe KingT 
My dangerous .Qjofiriy'tetyotfr'Mbiflicr-in^': A " 

Iknow /he is come to pray for your foule finne. 

T. rkg. Ifthoi; do pardon vvliofoeuerprav, 

More fihiWsfbr this Ibtgi'Uenes.prbhfer may: 

This fe^eAI-ibjmt'tiifoffAbeTelf reRTdiindy C ’ 

This let done,%?iifi^tfife^eft - co'nf6(ind.’ : 'b ‘i * i iv f • 
Dut. Oh King- bele'eticttof' this har-dlhktKd InSiP ‘ ‘ : 

Louelouingnotitfel : fe,dbiifeoth^r cttn‘. ■ nobim ' • % 

Tnh. Thoufeadliklwoina'iiiwha't ; floftthouifnakehere?i 

Shall thy old<lVigka5n?t'c more atray tQv : teate?-y-de 
Tint. Sweete Yorke be patient; heare me gentle Liege. 

Rife yp good Auiitv ‘ ■; . ’ ni 

Not yet I thee-bdfeechf - b7i;q 33; > y.ic, - - 
For euer will I walkc vpon my knee^- 1 ' ’• r 

And neuer feeday that the happy fees; 

Till thou giue ioy; vntill thou bid me ioy; 

By pardnomngRutland.my tranfgrefsing boy. 
i/i nm, V ntoimy mothers prayer si beiid my knee. 

Torfa 
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The T ragtdk of 

rer*-. Againft them both my true ioynts bended be, 

111 maWl thou thriue if thou graurit any grace. 

Date. Pleadcs he in earned? lookc vpon his face: o v 
His eyes do drop no tearcs,his prayers are in ieft, 

His wordes do come from his mouth, ours from our breaft? 
He prayes but faintly', and would be denide, 

We pray with heart and foule,and all befide: 

His weary ioynts would gladly rife I know, 

Ourknces Hill kneele tillto the ground they grow: 

His prayers are full of fal fe hy pocrifie, 

Oursoftruezcaleanddeepeintegritie: .»/■ f 

Our prayers do out-pray hi s, then let them haue 
That mercy whichtrue prayer ©ughtto haue. 

JZwg. Good Aunt Hand vp. 

Dutc. Nay.donot fay, Hand vp} 

Say pardon firft, and afterwards Hand vp, 

And ifl were thy nurfethy tongue to teach. 

Pardon (houldbe the firft word of thy fpeach: 
Ineuerlongdtoheareaword tillnow, 

Say pardon Kinglet pittie teach thee how : 

The word is fhort;but not fo flaort as fweetey 
No word like Pardon for Kings mouthes fotneete. 

Yorke. Speake it in French, King fay, Eardotme mof. 

Dutch. Doftthoutcach pardon? pardon to deftroys 
Ah my fowre Husband, my hard hearted tord ! 

That lets the word i t felfeagainft the word ,j 

H Speake pardon as tis currant in our land, . - ; v 

The chopping French we do not vnderftand : 

Thinccye begins to fpeakc,fet thy tonguethere, 

Orin thy piteous heart, plant thou thinecare,. 

That hearing how our plaintsand.jiraycrs doc pierce, 
Pittiemayanoouethcc pardon to vehearfe. 

KmgH. Good Aunt Hand vp. 

‘Dutch. 3 doe not fue to ftattd » 

Pardon is all the fute I haue in hand. 

King . I pardon him, .as God ftiall pardon me. 

Z 'iutcb* O happy v anfcage of a kneeling knee. 

Yet 



King Richard the Second, 

Yet ami ficke forfeare,fpeake it againej 
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twain®, 

Butmakes one Pardon ftrong. 

King. I pardon him with all my heart. 

Dutc. A God on earth thou art. 

King But for our trufty brother in law and the Abbot, 
With all the reft of that conforted crew, 

Deftru ttion ftrait fhall dog them at the heeles. 

Good vncle,helpe to order feuerall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefe traitours are. 

They fhall not liue within this world I fweare. 

But I will haue them,ifl once know where. 

Vncle farewell, and coofin adue. 

Your mother well hath prayed,andprooueyou true. 

Dutc. Come my oldc fonne,I pray God make thee new. 

Exeunt. Manet Sit. Pierce Exton &c. 

Exton . Didft thou not marke the K. what works he fpake? 
Haue I no friend will rid me ofthis liuing feare? 

Was itnotfo? 

Man. Thefe were his very wordes. 

Sxton. Haue I no friend quoth he? he fpake it twice, 
And vrgde it twice together, did he not ? 

Man. He did. n 

Sxton. and fpeaking it,he wiftly lookton me. 

As who fhould fay,I would thou wert the man, 

That would diuorcc this terrour from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Tomfret. Come, lets go, 

I am the Kings friend, and will rid his foe. Exeunt. 

Enter Richard alone. 

'Rich. I haue been ftudying how to_ compare 
This Prifon where I liue, vn to the world: 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And heere is riot a creature but my felfe, 

I can not do it : yet He hammer it but : 

My braine lie prooue the fatnale t© my foulej 
My foule the father, and thefe two beget 
A generation df ftU'breeding thoughtst 

K And 
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The T rage eft e of 

And thefe fame, thoughts people this little world. 

In humours like the people of this world : 

For no thought is contented : thebetter fort. 

As thoughts of things diuinc are intermixt 

With fcruples.and do fet the word it felfe 

Againft thy w ord,as thus :Come little ones, and then agamc 
Jtis as hard to come as for a Gammell 
To threed the fmall pofteme of a final! needles eye : 
Thoughts tending to ambition they doc plot 
Vnlikely wonders : how thefe vaine weakc nay lea 
May teare a palTagc thorow the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walks: 

And for they cannot die in their ownc pride. 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themfelucs. 

That ttiey are not the firft of Fortunes flaues, 

Nor lhall not be the laft,hke feely beggars-, 

Who fitting in the Srockes, refuge their ihame. 

That many haue,and others muft fit there* 

And in this thought they finde a kind of eafe. 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backc 

Offuehaj haue before indurde the like. 

Thus play I in onePrifon many people. 

And none contented $ fometimes am I a King, 

Then treafons make me wifh my felfe a Begger, 

And fo I ara : then crufhing Penurie 
Perfwades me I was better when a King*, 

Then ami a King againe,and by and by, 
.Thinkethatlamvnkingdeby Bttllw^brockfy :>» Ji*-- 
And ftraite am nothing. But what ere I be. 

Nor I, nor anyman,thatbutman is, 

With nothing fhall be pleafde, till he be cafde 
With being nothing.Mulicke do lheare-, MufiiRt ftyot* 

Ha,ha,keepetime; how fo wre fweete Muficke is 
WhenTime is broke, and no proportion kept j 
Soisitintheixiufickeofmens Hues: 

Andheerehauelthedaintinefleofcare _ ^ 

To checke T ane broke in difordered ftringt 

; '• - - • ■ Bwi 
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Ring Richard the Second, 

But for the concord of my ft ate and time, 

Had not an eare to hcaremy true Time broke: 

I wafted Time,and now doth Tune waft erne : 

For now hath T ime made his numbring cloclccj 
My thoughts areroinuts.and with fighes they iarre. 

Their watches on vnto mine eyes the outward .watch 
Whereto my Finger like a Dials poynt. 

Is poynting ftill,in cleanfing them from teares. 

Now fir, the found that tels what houre it is, 

Are clamorous groanes, which ftrike vpon my heart, 

Which is the Bell : fo fighes, and Tcares.and Groanes, 

Shew Minutes, Times, andHoures: but myTimc 
Runncs polling on in UHllingbrookft proud ioy, 

While 1 ftand fo oling heerc his iacke of the Clocke : 

This Mufickemaddesme,let it found no more. 

For though it haue holpemadd men to their wits. 

In me itfeemesit will make wife menmadd . 

Yet blefsing on his heart that giues it me, 

For t’is a figne oflotie : audloue to Rtcbard, 

Is a ftrangc Brooch in this al-hating world . 

£nttr a Cjroomc of the St Able, 

Crome. Haile royall Prince. 

*Rfch. Thankes noble Pearc : 

The chcapeft of vs is ten groats too deare. 

What art thou? and how commeft thou hither. 

Where no man neucr comes but that fad Dogge, 

That bringes me food to make misfortune line? 

(froome. IwasapooreGroomeofthy Liable, King, 
When thou wert King : who trauelling tow ards Yorke, 
With much adoe (at length) haue gotten leaue. 

To looke vpon my fometimes royall maifters face: 

Oh how it ernd my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftrectes tliat Coronation day. 

When 'Bullmgbrookf rode on Roane Barbarie, 
ThatHorfe,that thou fo often haftbeftride, 

That Horfc,that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

2 \tch. Rode he on Barbarie,tcllmc gentle friend* 

Kz " How 
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The Tragedie of 

How went he vnder him? . 

Gnome. Soproudly.as ifhe difdaind the ground. 

'Rich. So proud thatBuIlingbrooke was on his backe : 
That lade hath eate bread from myfoyall hand; 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him: 

Would he not ftumble? would he not fall downc? 

Since pridemuft haue a fall, and breake thenecke 
Of that proud man, that did vfurpe his backe? 

Forgiuenes Horfe,why do I rayle on thee? 

Since thou created to be awdeby man. 

Waft borne to beare, I was not made a Horfe, 

And yet 1 beare a burthen like an AiTe, 

Spurrde,galde,and tyrdeby iauncingBullingbrooke. 

Keper. Fellow giue place, heere is no longer ftay. 

Rich. If thou loueme,tis time thou wert away. 

Groo. What my tongue dares not, that my heart fhail fay „ 
£ x it Cjroome. Enur one ' o Richer a With meat. 

Keeper. My Lord, wilt plcafe you to fall to? 

Rich-rT afte of it firft } as thou artwonttodo. 

Keeper. My Lord I dare not, fir Fierce ofExton, 

Who lately came from the king, commands the contrary. 

Ruh. The diuell take Henry ofLancaftcr and thee: 
Patienceis ftale,and I am weary ofit. 

Keeper . Helpe,helpe,helpe. 

T he murderers ru{h in. 

Rich. How now, what meancs Death in this rude aftault? 
Vdlaine,thy owne hand y eelds thy deaths inftrujnent, 

Goc thou andfill another roome in Hell-. 

ticere Ex ton Jlrikes him c/oWtte. 
Rich. That hand (hall burne in neuer-quenching fire* 
That flaggers thus my perfon : Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath witluhe Kings Blood ftaind the Kings owne lands 
Mount, mountmy fpule,thy feateis yp onhie, uru . 

Whilft my groftefl^ifli fmkesdow'new.ard heere toche.; 

Extort. As full ofvalbure, as ofroyall blood : • 

Both haue I fpilld 5 Oh would the deed were good / 

For now the Diuell that told me I did yveUp fi 

S ay«i 






ill 



King Richard the Second. 

Sayes that this deed is chronicled in Hell : 

This dead Kingto the liuing King He beare, 

T ake hence the rcft,& giue them btiriall heere. Exit. 

\ ' - : > -} ;• 1 ’ 

Enter r B t-tllinibro.- g. With the “Duke of T oi 
Kmo. Kindynckle Yorke,thelateftnewcs weheare,. 

Is, that the Rebels haue confumed withfire 
Ouriowne of Ciceterin Glocefterfhire : 

But whether they be tane or flaine, we heare not: 

Welcome my Lord,what is the newes? • 

Enter Northumberland. 

North. Firft, to thy facred- ftate wi fh I all happineflep 
The next newes is, I haue to London fent 
The heades ofOxford,Sali$burie,and Kent : 

The manner of their taking may appeare 
Atlarge difeourfed in this Paper heere. 

King. Wethanke thee gentle Pcrcie for fhypavnes. 

And to thy worth will adde right worthy games. 

Enter L'ird RtiZWaters. 

Fitz. My Lord, I haue fromOxford fent to London:, 
The heads ofBroccas,and fir Benet Seely; 

Two of the dangerous confortcd T ray tors, 

Thatfought at Oxford thy dire ouerthrovv. 

King ThypainesFitz : iliall not be forgot. 

Right noble is thy merit well I wot. 

truer Hetnte Percie. 

Ter. The graundconfpirator Abbot ofWcftminftcrj, 
With clogge ofconfcience and fowre melancholic. 

Hath yeelded vp his body to the Graue; 

But heere is Carteil liuing, to abide. 

Thy kingly doome,and fentence of his pride. 

King farted , this is your dooine, 

Choofeout fome fecret place, fome reuerend roome 
More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life. 

So as thou liu’ft in peace, die freeffom ftrife : 

For though mine enemie thou haft euer been, 

High fparkes of honour in thcehauelfcene. 

K 3 M 









The Tragcdic af 

Enter Exton with the Coffin. 

Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried fear c : herein all breathlefle lies 
The mightieft of thy greateft enemies, 

Richard oWurdtattxfby mee hither brought. 

Kmz. Exton , I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought 
A deede of flaughter with thy fatall hand, 

Vpon my headland all this famous land. , . 

Extort From your ownemouth(my Lo )aid I this deed. 
King., They loue not poyfon,that do poyfon need. 
Nor doe 1 thee, though I did vviih him dead*, 

I hate the murtherer, louehim murthered : 

The guilt of confcience take thou for thy labour, 

But neither my good word, nor princely fauour : 

With (fame goc wander through the ftude ofnight, 

And neuer ilievv thy head by day nor light. 

Lords, I proteft my foulc is full of woe. 

That blood fhould fprinckle me to make me growl, 

Come mourne with me,for what I doc lament. 

And put on fullen blacke incontinent : 

He make a voyage to the Holy land, 

To walh this blood off from my guilty hand. 

March fadly aftor, grace my mournings heere, 

In weeping after this vntimely Beere. 

FINIS. 
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THE HISTORIE OF 



Henry the fourth. 

Enter the King, Lord Iohn ofLancafter, Earle 

ofWeJimtrland, with others. 




O fhaken as wcare,fo wan with care, 

Finde vve a time for frighted peace to pant, 
And breath Ihort winded accents ofnew broils 
To be commcnc’t in ftronds a far remote: 

No more the thirftie entrance ofthis foilc 
' Shall daw be her lips with her owne childrens 
No more lhall trenching war channcll her fields, (bloud. 

Nor bruife her flourets with the armd hoofes 
Of hoftilc paces: thofeoppofed eyes, 

Which like the meteors of a troubld heaucH, 

AH of one nature, of one lubftance bred, 

Did lately raeete in the intefiine fhocke 
And furious dole of (jiuill butchcrie. 

Shall now in mutuall wclbefeeming rancks 
March all one way,and be no more oppos’d 
Againft acquaintance, kindred and allyes. 

T he edge ofwar, like an ill Iheathed knife. 

No more fliall cut his matter therefore friends, 

As far as to the fcpulchre of Chrift, 

Whofefouldiournow,vnder whole bletted erode 
We are imprefled and ingag’d to fight, 

Forth witha power of Englifh lhall wcleuy, 

Whofe artnes were moulded in their mothers vvombf, 

To chale thefc Pagans in thole holy fields, 

Oucr whofeacres walkt thofe blcfledfeete, 

A a 
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The Hiflorie of 

Which I400 yecres ago were naild. 

For ouraduantage,on the bitter crofle. 

But this ourpurpofe now is twelue month old, 

And bootleffe t’is to tell you wc will got. 

Therefore we meete not now : then let me heare 
Of you my gentle Coofen Wedmevland, 

What yeftcr night our Coun'ell did decree 
In forwarding this deere expedience. 

!Ve(l. My liege, this hade was hot in qudtion, 
And many limits of the charge fet downc 
But vedernigfawheri all athwart there came 
A poft from Wales, loaden with heauy newes, 

Whole word was,that the noble Mortimer, 

Leading. the men orHerdforfhire to fight 
Ao-ainft the irregular, and wild Glendower, 

Wasby the rude hands of that Welchman taken, 

A thoufandofhis people butchered,- 

Vpon whofe dead corps there was fuch mituie, 

Such beaftly (hameleflc transformation 
By thofe Wclchworacn done, as may not be 
Without much fhame, retold, or fpoken of. 

King. It feemes then that the tidings of this broile, 
Brake offour bufinefle for the holy Land. 

mfi. This matcht with otherhkemy gracious L. 
For morevneuen and vnwelcomenewes 
Came from the North, and thus it did import: 

On holy roode day, the gallant Hotfpur there, 

Yong Harry Percy, and braue Avchibold, 

That eucr valiant and approoued Scot, 

At Holmedon mct } where they did fpend 
A fad and bloudy houre : 

As by difeharge oftheir artillery. 

And fliape ofiikelihood the newes was told s 
For he that brought them in the very heat 
And pride of their contention, did take horfc 
Vncertaine of the lfliie any way. 

K-n^. Here is deare, a true indudrious friend, 

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from fa horfe. 



$ no<8i?oo.* > 
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Stain’d 



Henry the fourth* 

Stain’d with the variation of each foile, 

Betwixt that Holmedon, and this feate of ours i 
And he hath brought vs fmooth and welcome newes , 

The Earle of Douglas is difeomfited, 

Tenthoufand bold Scots, two and twenty knights 
Balkt in their owne blood. Did fir Walter fee 
On Holmedons plaioes.of prifoners Hotfpur tooke 
Mordake Earle of Fife, and elded fonne 
To beaten Douglas, and the Earle of Athol, 

Of Murrey, Angus, and Menteith: 

And is not this an honourable fpoile? 

A gallant prize? Ha coofen, is it not? Jn faith it is. 

Weft. A conqueft for a Prince to boaft of. 

King. Yea, there thou mak’d me fad, and mak’d mefinn 
Inenuy.thatmy Lord Northumberland 
Should be the father to fo bled a fonne; 

A fonne, who is the theame of honors tongue, 

Amongd a groue, the very ftraighted plant, 

Who is fweetc fortunes minion and her pride, 

Whild I by looking on the praife o£ him, 

See ryot and dishonour dainc the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O that it could be proti’d, 

That fome night- tripping fairy had exchang’d 
In cradle- clothes, our children where they lay, 

And call’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet, 

Then would I haue his Harry, and he mine; 

But let him from my thoughts. What thinke you coofc 
Of this yong Percies pride? The prifoners, 

Which he in this aduenture liathfurpriz d, 

To his owne vfe he keepcs, and fends me word, 

I dull haue none, but Mordake Earle of Fife. 

Weft. This is his vnckles teaching ; This is Worccder, 
Maleuolent to you in all afpe&s, 

Which makes him prune himfclfe, and bridle vp 
Thecredof youth againd your dignitie. 

King. But 1 haue fern for hint to anfwere this: 

And for this caufe,a while we mud negleft 
Our holy purpofc to Icrufalein. 
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Coofin,on wednefday next our Counfell we will hoM 
At Windfor/oinformethcLo ds: 

But come yourfelfc with fpeedc to vs againe, 

For more is to be faidc and to be done. 

Then out of attger can be vttered. 

IVcjl. I will, ray Liege. Exeunt, 

Enter Prince of Wafts and Sir John Fa/Jratfe, 

Talf. Now fW,what time of day is it lad? 

'prince. Thou art f© fat-witted* with drinking of oMefacke, 
and vnbuttoning thee after (upper , and fleeping vpon benches 
after noonc ; that thou haft forgotten to deaiaund that truely 
which thou wouldeft truely know . What a deuiii haft thou to 
doe with the time of the day ? vnlelle houres were cups of facke, 
and minutes capons , and clockes the tongues of Daudes , and 
Dialles thefignes of leaping houfes , and theblcfTcd funne him- 
feifea fairc hot wench in flame-coulcred taffata ; I fee no rea- 
son why thou fhoudeft be fuperfluous to demaunde the time of 
the day. 

Falf* Indeedc you come ncere ii)ee now tor Wc that take 
purfes, go by the moone &thc feuen ftarres, and not by Vheebrn, 
he.that wandring knight fo faire: and 1 prethec fwcet wag, when 
thou art King, asGod.faue thy grace: maieftie I fhould fay, for 
grace thou wilt haue none. 

Prince. What none? 

Vulf. No by my troth, not fb much as will feruc to bee pro- 
logue to an egge and butter. 

prince Well, how thcn?come roundly, roundly. 

Fa//. Mary then, fweete wag, when thou art King, let not vs 
that are Squires of the nightes body, bee called thecues of the 
daicsbeautic: let vs bee Diannes forrefters, Gentlemen of the 
(bade, minions of the Moone , and let men fay , we bee men of 
goodgouernment, being gouerned as thefeais, by our noble 
and chafte miftrefte the moone , vnacrwhofe countenance wee 
ftcaie. 

prince. Thou faieft well, and it holdes well too.forthe fortune 
ofvs that are the moones men , doth ebbe and flow like the fea, 
being gouerped as thefeais by the moone, as for proofe . Now 
9 apurfc 



Henry the fourth. 

a purie ofgoldc mod relolutely fnacht on Munday night , and 
mod difTolutely (pent on T uefday morning, got with fwearing, 
layby, and fpent with crying, bring in: now in as low an ebbe as 
the foote of the ladder, and by & by m as high a flow as the ridge 
ofthegallowes, 

Falf, By the Lord thou faieft true lad , ^nd is not my hoftefle 
ofthe tauernc a moft fweete wench? 

Erin. As the hony of Hibia, my old lad ofthe caftle,and is not 
a buffc ierkin a moft fweete robe ofdurance/ 

Fa//. How now , how now mad wagge , what , in thy quips 
and thy quiddities l what a plague haue I to doe with a buflfe 
ierkin/ 

Prince. Why what a poxc haue I to do with my hoftefle of 
the tauernc/ 

Fn/f W ell* thou had cald her to a reckoning many a time 
and oft. 

Prince. Did I euer call for thee to pay thy part? 

Fa!/ Nojlle giue thee thy due, thou had paid all there. 

Trin. Yea and elfe where , (o far as my coine would ftrctch, 
and where it would not, I haue \ fed my credit 

Falf. Yea, and fo vs d it, that were it not heere apparant that 
thou art heire apparant. But I prethccfweet wag, (hall there bee 
gallowcs (landing in England when thou art King/ and refoluti- 
on thus fubd as it is with the ruftie curbc of old father Anticke the 
law:donot thou svhen thou art King hang a theefe. 

Prince. No.thou /half, 

Fa// Shall I/O rarc/ by the Lord lie be a braue iudge. 

Prince. Thouiudged falfe alreadie , I mesne thou /halt haue 
the hanging ofthe theeues,and fo become a rare hangman. 

Fa//. Well Ha/, well , and mfomefortitiurapes with iny humor, 
as well as waiting in the Court I can tell you* 

Prince. For obtaining offutes/ 

ial/ Yea,fbr obtaining offutes, whereof the hangman hath 
Eg d B** war< k°P* Zbloodl am as malancholy as a gyb Cat, or a 

Prince. Or an old Lion, or a loners Lute, 

Fa// Yea, or the drone of aLinconlhire bagpipe. 

Prme. Wh|t faieft: thouto a Hare , or the malancholy of 

Mooitdiich? 




TheHtlf&rieef 



Moore- ditto* . , . , , 

Fair. Thou haft the rood vnfauory fmile! , and art indeeue 
the mod comparatiue rafcalkeft fweet yong Prince. But Hal, 

I prethee trouble me no more with vamtie, I would to God thou 
and I knew where a commoditie of good names were tobeC 
bought : an old Lor^ of the counccll rated me the other day in 
the llrtete about you fir, but 1 markthim not , and yethcetalkt 
very wifely, but I regarded him not* and ycthec talkt wifely and 

in theftrcct too, . • . n . 

'Prince. Thou didft well , for wifedom cries out m the Itreets, 

and no man regards it, , . , , . 

Talf. O, thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeed able to 
corrupt a faint : thou baft done much harme vnto me.fMGod 
forgiue thee for ittbefore I knew thee Hal, I knew nothing, and 
now am I, if a man Pnouldfpeakc trucly, little better then one of 
the wicked: I mufl giue oucr this life, and 1 will giueit ouar : by 
by the Lord and I doe not , I am a villainetile be damnd for ne- 
wer a kings fonne in Chriftendom. 

Win. Where ftiall we take a purfc to morrow lackcf 
Falf. Zounds where thou wilt lad, lie make one, and I do not, 
call me villaine and bafFcll me. 

Win, 1 fee a good amendment of life in thee, from praying, 

to purfc taking, _ e 

Falf. Why, Hal, (is my vocation Hal, t ts no finne for a man to 

labour in his vocation, E*> ter Joints. 

Feints, now ftiall wee know, if Gad* hill hauefet a match. 
O, if men were to be faued by merit, what hole in hell were hot 
enough for him i this is the tnoft omnipotent villaine that cuer 
cryed, ftand, to a true man. 

Wince Good morrow Ned, 

Feints. Good morrow facet* Hal. What fayes Monfieur 
remorfe? what fayes fu Iohn Sacke, and Sugar lacke? how a- 
grees the diuell and thee about thy foule ,» that thou foldeft him 
on good Friday laft, for xcuppc of Mcdcra and a colde Capons 



Ic^^c? 

^Pnn. Sir Iohn ftandcsto bis wordc, the diuell ftiall haue his 
bargaine,for he was Metier yet a breaker of prouerbes : heewill 
giue the diu«il his due, feints 



Henry the fourth. 

foynes. Then art thou damnd for keeping thy word with the 
diuell. 

wince. Elfe he had bir damnd for cofcning the diuell, 

Toy. But my lads, my lads, tomorrow morning , byfourea 
clockc early at Gads hill, there are pilgrims going to Canterbury 
with rich offerings,and traders riding to London with fat purfes. 
1 haue vizards for you all', you haue horfes for your felurs. Gacls- 
hill lies to night in Roche! ter, I hnucbefpokefuppcr :o morrow 
nightin Eaftcheape:w r e may do it as fccure ns fleeptifyou wil go, 
1 will ftuffe your purlcs full of crow nes : if you vvilnot, tarieat 
homeandbehangd. 

Faf. Heareye Yedward , if I rank at home and go not, II* 
hang you for going. 

Po. You will chops. 

Falf. Hal , wilt thou make one? 

Trin. Wlio,lrobtl atheefe. ? notIbymyfaith. 

Fa/f. Ther’s neither honeftic, manhood, nor good fellowfiiip 
in thee, nor thou cameft not of the biot.d royall,ifthoudareft not 
ftand foi ten fhillings. 

. < Trin. Wcllthen,once in my daiesPlcbeamadcap. 

Falf. Why that’s well laid. 

Trin. Well, come what will, I le tarrie at home. 

Falf. By the Lord I’lc be a traitour then, when thou art King. 

Trince. I care not. 

To. Sir Iohn, I prethee leaue the Prince 8c me alone, T vVil lay 
him downefuch reafons for this aduenture.that he fhall go. 

Falf. Well, God giue thee the fpirit ofpcrfwafion,and him the 
cares of profiting, that what thou fpeakeft,may moue, and what 
he hears, may be belceuedgliatthe true prince may (for recreation 
fake) proue a falfe theefe , for the poore abufes of the time want 
countenance: farewell, you fhullfinde me in Eaftcheape. 

?n». Farewell thelatter fpring,farewell Alhollownefiimmer. 

Toy. No w my good fweete hony Lord, ride with vs to mor« 
row, I haue a ieaft to exccute.that I cannot mannage alone. Fai- 
ftalfFe,Haruey,Rofsill, and Gudshill ftiall rob thofe men that we 
haue already way-laid, your felfe& I will not be there: and when 
they haue the bootie, if you and I do not rob them, cut this head 
from my ftioulders. 

B Trine*. 






4 nr Hiftorte of 

friit. How fiiall vve part with them in felting forth? 

To. Why, we willfetforth before oraftcr them,andappoint 
them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our pleafuic to failcj and 
then will they aduenture vpon the exploit themfelues,which they 
fhall haue no fooncr atchicued,but weele fet vpon them. 

Tri», Yea,butt’islikethatthey willknowvsbyourhorfes, by 
our habits, and by cuery other appointment to be our fclues. 

To. Tut.our horfes they fhall not fee, He tic them in the wood, 
our vizards we will change after we lcauc themtand firra,I haue 
cafes of buckrom for the nonce, to immaske our noted outward 
garments. 

Prut, Yca,but I doubt they will be too bard for vs. 

Po. Well, for two of them, 1 know them to be as ttuebred cow- 
ards aseucr turnd backc: and for the third,ifhe fight longer then 
he fees reafon,Tle forfwenrearmes.Thc vertue of this icalt will be 
the incomprchcnfible lies , that this fame fat rogue will tell vs 
when wee mteteat fupper, how thirtie at lcaft he fought with, 
what wards, what blowcs.what extremities he indurcd,a"nd in the 
reproofeof this lyes the ieaft. 

Prince Well, lie go with thee, prouidc ys all things neceflarie, 
and meete me to morrow night in Eaftcheape , there lie fuppe: 
farewell. 

Po. Farewell my Lord. Exit Points, 

Prin. I know yon all, and will a while vphold 
The vnyokt humour ofyour idlcnes, 

Y et herein will I imitate the Sunnc, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagious clouds 
To fmother vp his beautie from the world, 

That when he pleafe againe to be himfclfe. 

Being wanted he may be more wondred at 
By breaking through the foulc and vgly mifts 
Of vapours that did feeme to ftrangle him. 

If all theyeere were playing holy-daies, 

To fport would be as tedious as to worke; 

But when theyfeldome come, they wifht for come, 

And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents: 

So wh.cn this loofe behauiour 1 throw off> 

And pay the debt I ncucr promifed, 

By. 



Henry t be fourth. 

By how much better then my word I am/ 

By fo much fhall I falfific mens hopes, 

And like bright mettall on a fnllen ground. 

My reformation glittering o're my fault, 

Shall fhew more goodly, and attraft more eyes 
Then that which hath no foile to fet it off. 
lie fo offend, to make offence a skj&^ 

Redeeming time when men think"# lead I wilL Ixift 

Enter the King, Northumberland, Worcefitr, Hotfrur. 

Sir Walter Blunt, with others. 

King My bloud hath bene too coldc and temperate, 

Vnapt to ftir at thefe indignities, 

And you haue found me, for accordingly 
You tread vpon my patience, but be fure 
I will from henceforth rather be my felfe 
Mightie.and to be fcard, then my condition. 

Which hath bene fmooth as oylc,foft as yong downe, 
Andshcrcforeloft that title of refpeff, 

Which the proud fonlc ne’re payes but to the proud, 

Wor. Our houfe(my foueraigne Liege) little defcrucs 
The fcourgeof greatneflc to be vfed on it. 

And that fame greatneffe too, which our owne hands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. North. My Lord. 

King, Worcefter.get thee gone, for I do fee 
Danger, and difobedience in thine cie: 

O fir, your prefence is too bold and peremptory 
And Maicftie might neuer yet endure 
The moodie frontier of a feruant brow. 

You haue good leaue to leaue vs: when we ncede 

Your vfc and counccll,we (ball fend for you. Exit Wor, 

You were about to fpeake. 

North. Yea,my good Lord. 

Thole prifoners in your highnes name demanded, 

Which Harry Percy hcere at Holmedon tookc, 

Were, as he faies,not with fuch ftrength denied 
As is deliuered to your Maicftie. 

Either enuie therefore, or mifprifion, 

Is guilcic of this fault, and notmy (bnne. 
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Hot ft. My Liege, I did deny no prifoneri, 

But I remember when the. fight was done. 

When I was dric with rage, and exlreametoyle, 
Breathlcffe and faint, leaning vpon my fword, 
Came there a certaine Lord.neate and trimly dreft, 
Frefh as a bridegroome,and his chin new reapt, 
Shewd like a Bubble land at harueft home: 



He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

And twixt his finger and his thumbeheheld 
A pouncet box :, which cuer and anon 
He gane his nofe.asd toolc’t away againc: 

Who ihere- with angry, when it next came there 
Tookeitinfnuffe,and (fill he fmildeandtalkt: 

And as the fouldiours bore dead bodies by, 

He cald them vntaught knaues.vnmaneily, 

To bring a flouenly vnhandfome coarfe 
Betwixt the wind and his nobilitie. 

With many holy day and ladie tearmes 
Hequeflioned me : among rhe reft demanded 
My prifonersin your Maiefties behalfe. 

I then, all fmarting with my wounds being cold. 

To be fo peftrcd with a Popingay, 

Out of my griefe and my impatience 
Anfwered negleftingly.I know not what, 

He fhould,or he fhould not, for he made me mad 
To fee him fhirie fo briske, and fmell fo fweete. 

And talkefo like a waiting gent’ewonian, 

Of guns, and drums.and wounds, God fane the marne 
And telling me the foueraignft thing on earth, 

Was Parmacitie,for an inward bruife, 

Aud that it was great pitie, fo it was. 

This villanous faltpeeter fhould be digd 
Out of the bowels of the harmeles earth, 

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroyed 
So cowardly: and but for thefe vile guns. 

He would himfelfe haue bene a fouldiour. 

Thisbalde vnioynted chat of his (my Lord) 

I anfwered indireftty (as I faid) 
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And I befeech you, let not this report 
¥ *' Come currant for an accufation. 

Betwixt my loue and your high Maieftie. 

Blunt. The circumftance confidered, good my Lord, 
What ere Harry ferae then had faid 
Tofuch a pcrfon.and in fuch a place. 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold. 

May rcafonably die,and neuer rife 
To do him wrong.or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo hevnfiy it now. 

King Why yet he doth deny his prifoners. 

But with prouifo and exception, 

That wear our ownc charge fhall ranfome ftraight 
His brother in law, the foolifh Mortimer, 

Who in my foulc hath wilfully betraid 
Theliuesofthofe, that he did lead to fight 
Againft the great Magitian,damncd Glendower, 

Whofe daughter,as we heare , the Earle.of March 
Hath lately maried. Shall our coffers then 
Be emptied toredeemea traitour home? 

Shall we buy treafon-and indent with fearcs, 

When they hauc loft and forfeited themfelucs? 

No, on the barren mountaine let him ftarue: 

For I /hall neuer hold that man my friend, 

Whofe torigue fhall aske me for one penny coft, 

To ranfome home reuol ted Mortimer. 

Hot. Reuelted Mortimer? 

He neuer did fall off, my foueraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of war: to prouc that true, 

Needes no more but one tongue:for all thofe wounds, 
f hofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he tookc, 

V Vhen on the gentle Seucrns fiedgie bankc. 

In fingle oppofition hand to hand, 

He did confound the heft part of aohoure. 

In changing hardiment with great Glendower. 

Three times they breathd.and three times did they drinkc 
V pon agreement of fwift Seuerns floud, 

Who then affrighted with their bloudie lookes, 
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T&tf Ntfitrleof 

Ran featefully among die trembling recdcs, 

And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke, 

Bloud-ftained with thefe valiant combatants, 

Ncucr did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds, 

Norneuer could the noble Mortimer 
Rcceiuc fo many, and all willingly: 

Then let not him be flandered with reuolt. 

Km*. Thou docfl bely him Percy, thou doeft bcly him., 

He neuer did encounter with Glendower: 

3 tell thee he durft as well haue met the diuell alone. 

As Owen Glendower foranencmie. 

Art thou not afham’d? but firra, henceforth 
Let me not heare you fpeake of Mortimers 
Send me your prifoners with the fpcedieft mcanes, 

Or you (hall heare in luch a Uinde from me 
As will difpleafeyou.My Lord Northumberland, 

We licence your departure with your fonne, 

Send vs your prifoners, or you will heare of it. Ixh Kir, £ 

Her. And if the diuell come and rorc for them, 

I will not fend themsl will after ftraight 
And tell him fo, for I will cafe my heart. 

Albeit lmakea hazard ofmy head. 

North. What Jdrunke with cholcri ftay and paufc a while. 
Here comes your V nclc. Inter Wor . 

Hot. Speakc of Mortimer. 

Zounds l will fpeake of himsand let my foulc 
Want mercic.if I do not ioync with him: 

Yea, on his part He emptic all thefe veines. 

And fhead my deare bloud,drop by drop in the duff. 

But I will lift the downe- trod Mortimer 
As high in the ayre as this vnthankfull King* 

As this Migrate and cankred Bullingbrooke. 

North. Brother, the King hath made your nephew mad, 
Wor. Who ftrooke this hcate vp after I was gone? 

Hot. He will forfooth haue all my prifoners. 

And when I vrg'd the ranfomeonce againe 
Ofmy wiuesbrothcr, then his chcckclooktpale. 

And 
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And on my face he turn’d an eie of death, 

Trembling euen at the name ‘of Mortimer. 

ty or. 1 cannot blame him,was not he proclaim^ 

Bv Richard that dead is, the next ofbloud? 

'North. He was, I heard the proclamations 
And then it was.whcn the vnhappy King, 

( Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon)did fet forth 

Ypon his Irifli expedition; 

From whence he intercepted, did returne 
To be depos’d, and fhortly murdered, 

Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide mouth 
Liuefcandaliz’d and fouly fpoken off. 

Hot. But foft I pray you, did King Richard then 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer 
Heirc to thccrowne* 

North. He did, my fclfe did heare it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his coofen King, 

That witht him on the barren mountaines ftaruc. 

But (hall it be that you that fet the crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgctfull man, 

And for hisfake wearethe detefled blot 
Of murtherous fu bornation?(hall it be 
That you a world of curfesvndergo, 

Being the agents, or bafcfccond meancs. 

The cordes,the ladder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon me, that I defeend folow. 

To (hew the line and the predicament, 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtil King, 

Shall it for (hame be fpoken in thefe daics. 

Or fill vp chronicles in time to come. 

That men ofyour nobilitie and power 

Did gage them both in an vniuft bchalfe, - 

(As both of you God pardon it, haue done) 

To put downe Richard that fwcete louely Role, 

And plant this thome.this canker Bullingbrooke? 

And (hall it in more lhamc be further fpoken. 

That you arcfoordjdifcardcdjand Ihookc oft 
By him, for whom thefe fhamesye vnderwent? 
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No, yet time ferues, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banilht honors, and rettore your felues, 

Into the good thoughts ofthe woild againe: 

Reuengc the leering and difdaind contempt 
Of this proud King, who if tidies day and night 
T o anfwere all the debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bloudie payment of your deaths: 

Therefore I fay. 

tv'or. Peace coofin, fay no more. 

And now I will vndafpe a fccrct booke. 

And to your quickc concerning difeontents 
He read you matter deepeand dangerous, 

Asfullof perilland aduenterous fpuit, 

As to o’rcwalke a Current roring lovvd. 

On the vnftedfaft footing ofa fpeare. 

Hot. If he fall ! in,good-nighe,orfinkc orfwim, 

Send danger from the Eail vnto the Well, 

So honor crofle it, from the North to South, 

And let them grapple: O the bloud moreftirs 
T o rovvfe a Lyon, than to dart a Hare. 

Korth. Imagination of fomc great exploit 
Driues him beyond the bounds of patience. 

By heauen me thinks it were an eafie Jeape, 

T 6 plucke bright honor from the pale- fac’d Moonc, 

Or diue into the bottom e of the deepe, 

Wherefadotne line could ncuer touch the ground, 

And plucke vp drowned honour by the locks, 

So he that doth rcdeeinc her thence might wearc 
Without corriuall all her dignities: 

But out vpon thishalfcfac t fellovviliip. 

fVor. He apprehends a world offigurcsheerc, 

But not the forme ofwhat he fhould attend, 

Good coofin giue me audience for awhile. 

Hot. I cry you mercy, 

Ivor. Thofcfaine noble Scots that are yourprifonere. 

Hot. Ilekeepe them all; 

By God he fhall not haue a Scot of them, 

No,tfa Scot would fauc his Ibulc,he fiiall not. 

lie 
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He keepe them by this hand. 

tVor. You (fart away, 

.And lend no eare vnto mypurpofes: 

Thofcprifonersyuu ibali keepe. 

Hot. Nay, 1 will: thats flat: 

He faidhcwould not ranfome Mortimer, 

Forbad my tortgneto fpeake ot Mortimer: 

But l will findc him when he lies a fleepe. 

And in his care lie hollo Mortimer: 
Nay.Uehaiieallarlinglhalbe taught to (peakc 
Nothing but Mortimer.'and glue it him, 

To ;veepe his anger ftill in morion, 

IVor. Heare you coofen a word. 

Hot. All (Indies here I lolcmnly defie, 

Saue how to gall andpinch this tfulhngbrooke, 

And that fimc (word and buckler Prince of Wales, 

But that I tlunkc his father loueshivnnot, 

And would be glad he met with fome mifchance: 

I would hauc him podoned with a pot of Ale. 

tVor. Farewell kinlman, lie talke to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. Why what a wafpe-tongue and impatient foole 
Art thou, to b cake m.o this womans moode, 

Tying thine ea c to no tongue but thine o wne? 

Hot, Why loo eyoiijl am whipt and fcourg’d with rods, 
Netlcd, and (lung with pifmii es, when 1 heare 
Ofthi'.vile polititian Beilingbrooke. 

In Richards time, what do you cal! the place? 

A plague vpon it, ins in Glocefterfrire; 

T was where the mad cap Duke his vnde kept, 

Hisvncle Yorkc,whereIfir(l bowed my knee 
Vnto this King of (miles, this Sulhngbrooke: 

Zblood.when you and he came backe from Rauenfpurgh. 

AtBan lycafRc. Hot. You (ay true. 

Why what a candle deale of curtefie. 

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me, 
tooke when this infant fortune came to age, 

And gentle Harry Percy, and kindc coofen: 

C Ot 




william Shakespeare Henry IV. Part i (stc 22282) LON 



li . 


















- i 



' 



The tbftorie ef 

O.the din ell take fuch co ofencrs.God forgiue tne*. 

Good vnd'e tell ycur tale, I haue done. 

TV or: Nay, if you hauc nor, to it againc. 

We will Ihy yourlcifure. 

Hot: I haue done yfaith. 

Wor: Tlien once more to your Scottifh prifoncri, 
De'iuer them vp, without their ranfome ftrait. 

And make the Dorvglai fonne your oncly mcane 
for powers in Scotland, vyhich for divers reafons 
Which I fhallfcnd you wrktcn,be aflurde 
Will eafe ly be granted you, my lord. 

Y our form? in Scotland being thus employed* 

Shall fecretiy into the bofome crecpe , M j 

Of that fame noble Prelate welbelu’d. 

The Archbilhop. 

Ect-jpurre Of Terke, is it notf 
Wori True, who bcares hard 
His brothers death at Briftow the lord Scroof 'e: 

I fpeake not this in eftimation, 

As what I thinke might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and let downc, 

And onely ftayes but to behold the face 
Of that occaiion that (lull bring it on. 

Eotfpurre Ifmcllit. Ypon my life it will doe well. 
Nor: Before the game is afoot, thou ftill letfl flip. 
Tlotsfurrc Why it cannot choofe but be a noble plot, 
A nd then the power of Scotland and of Torhe, 

To iovnr with Mortimrr.lri. 









To ioync with Mortimer ,ha. 
tV or. And fo they (hall. 

Hotjjmrrc Infaith it is exceedingly well aimd. 
W or: And tis no little reafon bids vs fjxcde, 



To fauc our heads, by railing ofa head: 
k For, bcare our felues as cacn as we can, 

The king will alwayes thinke him in our debt* 
• And thinke we thinke our fellies vnfatisfidc, 
f? Till he hath found a time to pay vs home. 

And fee already, how he doth beginnt 

K H (, I V« n. ,nn... trt'lii. IaaI/a# /iCIlii. 
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Hot, He does, he docs, wecle be reueng’d on him. 

XVor. Coofin, farewell. No further go in this, 

Then I by letters fhall dired't your courlc 
When time is ripe, which will be fuddenly: 

He ftealc to Glendower.andloe, Mortimer, 

Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once, 

As I will fa (l)io nit, fhall happily meete, 

To beare our fortunes in our ownc flrongarmes. 

Which now we hold at much vncertaintic. 

Nor. Farewell good brother, we fliall thriuc.I trull. 

Hot, Vnde adieu: Oletthehouresbelhort, 

Till fields, and Blowes, and grones applaud our fport, Exeunt. 

Enter a Carrier -with a lanterne in his hand, 

I (far. Heigh ho. An it be not foure by the day, lie be hangd, 
Charles wainc isouer the new chimney, andyetourhorfe not 
packt. What Ollier. 

Oft. Anon,anon. 

I Car. IprethccTom,beatcutsladdle,putafewflocksinthc 
pointjpoore iadc is wrung in the withers, out ofall ccffc. 

Enter another Carrier, 

1 Car. Peafcandbeancsarcasdankehcrcasadog, andthat 
is the next way to giue poore iadcs the bots : this houfe is turned 
vpfide downe fincc Robin Ollier died. 

t Car. Poore fellow neuer ioyed fince the price of oates role, 
it was the death of him, 

2 C Ar - I thinke this be the moll villanous houfe in all Lon- 
don roadcforfleaSjIam flung like a tench. 

1 Car. Like a tench l by the maffe there is nere a king chri- 
flen could be better bit, then I hauc bene fince the firft cocke. 

2 Car. Why, they will allow vs nere a iordane, and then we 
leakc in your chimney, and your chamber- lie brecdcs fleas like 
a loach. 

1 Car. What Ofller, come away , and behangd, come away. 

2 Car. I haue a gammon of Bacon, and two razes of ginger, 
to be deliuered as far as Charing Crofle. 

Car. Gods body, the Turkics in my Panier are quite ftar- 
ued: what Oilier? a plague on thee, hall thou ncucr an eye in thy 
head ? canft not heave, and t’were not as good deedc as drinke to 

C 2 breaks 
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brcakc the pate on thee, I am a verie villaine, conic & be hangd, 
haft no faith in thee? k 

Inter Gads*bitt. 

Gadjhilly Good morrow Carriers, what’s a clockc? 

Car. Ithinkeitbetwoaclocke. 

Gad. I prethee lend me thy lanterne, to fe my gelding in the 
ftabie. 

1 far. Nay by God foft , I know a tricke worth two of that 
I faiths 

Gad . I prethee lend me thine. 

2 far. I, when, canft tell ? lend me thy Ianterne(quoth he) 
marry lie fee the hangd fii ft. 

Gad. Sirra Carrier, what time doe you meaneto come to 
London? 

2 far. Time enough to go to bed with a candle , I warrant 
thee.Come neighbour Mugs, wee le call vp the Gentlemen, they 
will along with company, for th y haue great charge. 

Enter Chamber Wine. Exeunt. 

Gad. Whatho:Chambcr!aine* 

Cham. At hand quoth picke purfe. 

gad. That’s cuen a$faire,asathand quoth the Chamberlaines 
for thou var .eft no more from picking of purfes , then gluing di- 
region ,doth from labouring: thou layeft the plot how* 

Cbam. Good morrow mafter Gadfhil?,it holds currant that I 
told you yefter night, there’s a Franckelin in the wildeof Kent, 
hath. brought three hundred markes with him in gold; 1 beard 
him tell it to one of his company laft night a? (upper , a kinde of 
Auditor, one that hath abundance of charge too, Godknowes 
what, they arc vp already, and call for egges and butter, they will 
away prefeatly. 

Gad . Sirra, ifthey meet not with Saint Nicholas darks, He giue 
thee this nccke. 

Cbam. No,IIenoneofir, I pray thee keepe that forthe hang- 
man, for I know thou worfhipeft Saint Nicholas, as truly asa 
man offalfhood may* 

g*. What talkeft thou to me of the hangman ? if I hang, He 
tnakeafatpaire ofg:illowcs:for if 1 hang, old fir iohii hangs with 
me, and thou knowefthecis no ttarucling : tut, there are oth r 

Troians 
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.Troians that thou dream'ftnotof, the which for fporl fake are 
content to do the profeflion , fomc grace, that would (if matters 
fhoufd be look t into) for their ownc credit fake make all whole* 
1 am ioyned with no footeland rakers , no long-ftaffe fixpennie 
ftrikers, none of thefe mad muftachio purple hewd maltworms, 
but with nobilitie,and tranquillity, Burgomafters & great Oncy- 
ers,fuch as can hold in fuch as will ftrike fooner then fpeake, and 
fpeake fooner then drinke.an idrinke fooner then pray, and yet 
(Zounds) l lie, fot they pray continually to their faint the Corn- 
mon-wealth, or rather not pray to h ?r, but pray on her, for they 
ride vp and downe on her, and make her their bootes. 

faam. What, the Common wealth their bootes?vvill fhehold 
out water in foulc way? 

Gad. She will,(he will, iuftice hath liquord her : we fteale as in 
acaftle cockfure : we haue thereceite of Fernefeede, wee walke 
inuifible. 

Cbam. Nay, by my faith, I thinke you are more beholding to 
the night then to Fernefeed 3 foryour walking inuifible. 

Gad. Giue me thy hand, thou lhalthaueaftiareinourpurchafe 
as I am a true man. 

Cham . Nay, rather let me haue it,as you area falfe theefe. 

Gad. Goto,homo\$a common narnetoalfmembidtheoftler 
bring my gelding out of the ftabie, farewell,ye muddy knaue. 
Inter Vr me e Pomes, andVeto.&c. 

Tow. Co ne fhelter,fheiter, I haue remooued Falftalffs horfe, 
and he frets like a gtmfd Veluet* 

Stand clofe. Inter Falflalfe. 

Falf. Poynes.Poynes,and be hangd Poynes. 

"Prince. Peace ye fat'kidneyd rafeali , what a brawling doeft 
thou keepc? 

Falf. What Poynes, Hal? 

J rtn. He is walkt vp to the top of the hill, lie go fc eke him. 

Falf. I am accur ft to rob in that theeues compame , the rafcall 
hath remooued my ho fe, and tyed him I know not where, if £ 
trauell but foure fooce by thefquirefurthc. afooce J fhall breake 
my winde . Well, 1 doubt not but to die a faire death for all 
t s, if! teape hanging for killing that logue, I haue forfworne 
his company houreiy any time this xxij.vcere , andyct l am be- 

C 3 vvxtcht 




william Shakespeare Henry IV. Part i (stc 22282) London, 1604 the bodleian library (Arch. G d.43[2]) Octavo 



’ ■ r , ft h /, i m . 




The RiHorie of 

witcht with the rogues company . If the rafcall haue not g'men 
me medicines to make me louc him, Hebe handg . It could not 
be elfe,I haue drunke medicines, Poynes,Hal,aplague vpon you 
both. Bardoll,Pcto, lie llarue e’re lie rob a foote further , and 
t’were not as, good a deede as drinkc to turne true man , and to 
leaue thefe rogues;I am the verieft varlet that euer chewed with a 
tooth:eight yeardes ofvncuen ground is threefcoreand ten miles 
afootewithme : and the flonic hearted villaines knowe it well 
inough , a plague vpon it when theeues cannot bee true one to 
another. 

They rvhiflle. 

Whew, a plague vpon you all , giuc me my horfc , you rogues, 
giuc me my horfeand behangd. 

Prince Peace ye fat guts, lie down, lay thine eare dofe to the 
ground,andlift if thou can hcarc the tread of Trauellers. 

Faif. Haue you any leavers to lift me vp againe being downc? 
zbloud ile not bcare mine o wne fle/h fo fan c afoote againe, for 
all the coine in thy fathers Exchequer j what a plague meane yc 
to colt me thus? 

Prince Thou licft.thou art not colted,thou art vncolted. 

Faif. I prethee good prince Hal, help c me to my horfc, good 
kings fonne. 

Prince Outyou rogue, dial I beyourOfller 

F alft Go hang thy fclfe in thine ownc heirc apparant garters: 
if I be tane, Ile peach for this : and I haue not Ballads made on 
all.andfung to filthy tunes, let a cup of fackc be my poifontwhcn 
jeaft is fo forward,and afoote too,I hate it. 

Enter Gadfohili. 

Gad, Stand. Faif So I do againft my will. 

Amines O tisourfettcr,I know his voyce:.Z?4r^c?/wbatncwes? 
c '? af ‘J r Gafeyce,cafcyee, on vvith your viznrdes,thcrcs money 
of the kings comming downc the hill, tis going to the kings ex- 
chequer. 

^° u he you rogue, tis going to the kings Tauerne, 

Gad: Thercs enough to make vs all. 

Talf: To be hanged. 

Prince \ ou foure (hall front them in the narrow lane : Ned 
Poines and I will walks lower : if they (cape from your encoun- 
ter, 
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ter, then they light on vs. 

Pete: But how many be they or them? 

Gad: Some eight, or ten. 

faif Zounds, will they not rob vs? 

prince Whatla eoward fir Iehn Pawnch! 

Falji Indcede I am not Iohn of Gant your grandfather, but yet 
no coward, Ha/. 

; prince Well, week leaue that to the proorc. 

Poines Sirra lacks, thy horfc ftandes bchinde the hedge, when 
thou needft him, there thou (bale find him:farcwell,& ftand faft. 

Faif Now cannot I (hike him if I (hould be hangd. 

Prince Ned, where are our difguifes? 

Poines Here hard by, ftand elofe. 

Faif: Now my maifters, happy man be his dole, fay I.eucry 
man to his bufineffc. Enter the Trauelers 

Tratiel: Come neighbor,the boy fhall leade our horfes down 
the hill, week walke afoote a while, and cafe our legges. 

Theeues Stand. Trauel. Iefus blefle vs. 

Faif. Strike, downe with them , cut the villaines throates : a 
horefon catcrpilkrs ! Bacon-fed knaucs , they hate vs youth, 
downe with them, fleece them. 

Trauel: O, we are vndone, both we and ours, for euer. 

Faif: Hang ye goi bellied knaucs, arc yc vndone? no ye fatte 
chuffes, I would your (lore were here: on bacons,on,whatyec 
knaues? young men muft hue, you are grand jurers, are yee? 
weele jure yee yfaith. Exeunt 

Here they rob them, and binde them : Enter 

the Prince and sines. 

‘ Prince The theeues haue bound the true men: nowcoulde 
thou and I rob the theeues, and go merrily to London.it woulde 
be argument for a wceke,laughter for a moneth, and a good jeft 
for euer. 

‘Poines Stand elofe, I heare them eomming. 

Enter the theeues againe. 

Faif: Come my mailers, let vs (bare, and then to horfe before 
day : and the Prince and Poines be not twoo arrand cowardes, 
theres no equitie ftirring , theres no more valour in that Poines} 
thaninawilde ducke. 

P rince 
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V As they are {haring, the Trince and V owes 
Trin. Your money. \ fet vpen them,they allrunne away, andFal. 
Tom. Viilaines. S fla/jfe after a blow or two runs away too, tea- 

v. uing the bootie behtnde them. 

Trin. Got with much cafe. Now merrily to horfe: the theeues 
arc flattered, and poflcft withfeare fo ftrongly that they dare not 
meete each other, each takes his fellow for an officer, away wood 
Ned, Falftalffe fweares to death, and lards the leane earth as hee 
walkes along: wer’tnot for laughing 1 ffiould pitth him. 

To tries How the rogue roar'd. Exeunt. 

Enter Iiotjpur fetus, reading a letter. 

But for mine owne part my Lera , l could be well contented to bee 
there , in respect of the loue 1 beare your bow e. 

He could be contented, why is lie not tbcn?in the refpeft of the 
loue Ire beares our houfe : heffiewesin this, he loues his ownc 
bai nc betcer'then he loues our houfe.Let me fee fome more. 

7 he purpofe you vndertake is danotror-u. 

, Why that s certaine , t is dangerous to take a cold, tofleepe, to 
orinke,but I tcllyou (my Lord foole) outof chisnetde danger 
wepluckethis fiowerfafecic. a * 

The purpofe you vndertake is dangerous, thefiiendsyou bane named 
•vf cert am, the time it felfe vn for ted, and your whole plot too light ,f or 
the count erpoyfe of fo great an oppofitwn, ‘ * 

Say you fo : fay you fo. I fay vnto you againe.you are a (hal- 
low cowardly hinde, and you lye: whatalacke-braineisthis? by 
the Lord our plot isagoodplot, as euer was laid, our friends true 
and con (tant: a good plot, good friends, & fulofexpertationsan 
excellent plot.ve ry good friends* what a froflie fpirited ro rue is 
this?why,my Lord of Yorke commends the plot,and the Gene- 
ral courfe of the Aftion. Zoundes and I were now by this raf- 
call, I could braine him with his Ladies fanne . Is there not my 
rather, my vncle, and my felfe, Lorde Edmund Mortimer, my 
Lend of Yorke, and Owen GicndowerPis there not befides the 
Howglas? haue 1 not al their htcers to meete me in arises by the 
ninth of the next month, and are they not fome of them fet for- 
ward already? what a pagan rafcall is this, and infidel? Ha, you 
lhalf ee now in very Gnccnty offeare and cold heart, will bee to 

{helving, and lay opea all our proceedings. 0,Icould diuidc 
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my felfe, & go to buffets, for mooning fuch a difh of skim milke 
withYo honourable an aflion. Hang him, let him tell the king, 
we are prepared. I will fetforward to night. Setter his Lady. 

How now Kate, I mu ft lcaue you within thefe two homes? 

lady O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A bamfht woman from my Harries bed? 

Tell me,fweet Lcrd,wh..tis’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomake, pleafure, and thy golden fleepc? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth/ 

And ftartfo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefii bioud in thy chcekcs? 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee 
To thicke eyde mufing,and curft melancholy? 

In thy faint (lumbers, 1 by thee haue watcht, 

And heard thee murmure tales ofyron warres, 

Speakctcarmes of mannage to thy bounding fteede. 

Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talkc 
Of (allies, and retires, of trenches, tents, 

Of pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

Of bafilisks, of canon, culuerin, 

Ofprifoners ranfomc.and of fouldiers flaine, ( 

And all the currents of a heddy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beene fo at warre, ^ 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepc. 

That beds offweat haue flood vpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreamc, ^ 

And in thy face ftrangc motions haueappeard, 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath, 

On fome great fodaine hafte. O what portents are tliefc/ 

Some heauy bufinefle hath my Lord in hand, S, 

And I muft kno w it, elfe he loues me not. ^ 

Hot. Whatho, is Gilliams with the packet gone? 

Ser. He is,my Lord, an houre agoe. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thole horfesfrom the fheriffe? 

Ser. One horfe, my Lord, he brought cuen now. 

Hot. W hat horfe?a roane? a crop* eare,is it not? 

Ser. It is, my Lord. 

D Hot. 
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Hot . That Roane fh all be my throne. Well, I will backehira 
fhabht. O Efperancc, hid Butler lead him forth into the parke. 

La. ButhcareyoumyLord. 

Hot. What faicft thou my Lady? 

La. What is it carries you away? . 

Hot. Why,my horfc(my louc)my horfe. 

La. Out you madhcdded ape, a weazell hath not fuch a deale 
of fpleene,as you are toft with . In faith He knowc ycur bufinc j 
H arry, that 1 will- 1 fcarc,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title , and hath fent for you to line his entcrpnfe,but ifyou go. 

Hot. So far a foote,I fit all be wearie.loue. 

La. Come,comeyouPuraquito,anfwermedire&ly,vntothis 
queftion that I Pnall askeiin faith 11c breakc thy little finger, Har- 
ry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away,away you trifler,louc, I louc thee not, 

3 care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play vvithmammets.and to tilt with lips, 

We mud hauc bloudic nofes,and crackt crownes, 

And pafTc them currant too.gods me,my horfe: 

W hat faift thou Kate ? what wouldft thou haue with me? 

La. Do you not louc mc?do you not indeede? 

Well, do not then / for finceyou louc me not, 

I will not louc my felfe. Do^ou not louc me/ 

Nay, tell me, if you fpeake in teaft, or no/ 

Hot. Come, wilt (hcu fee me ride/ 

A nd when I am a horfebacke,I will fwearc, 

I loue thee infinitcly.But harkc you Kate, 

I muft not hauc you henceforth, queftion me. 

Whither /gomor reafon, where about: 

Whither / rouft,/muft.andto conclude. 

This euening muft 1 leaue you gentle Kate: 

/know you wife.but yet no farther wife, 

Then Harry Percies wife:conftant you are. 

But yeta woman, and for fecrecy, 

No Lady clofer, for / well beleeue. 

Thou wilt not vtter, what thou doft not know: 

And fo far will / truft thee , gentle Kate. 

If. How,fo far/ 

* < Hot. 
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Hot. Not an inch furtherrbut hearke you Kate , 

Whither I go, thither (hall you goe too: 

Today will! fet forth, to morrowyou: 

Will this content you Kate / 

Lady It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter Vrince and Points. 

Vrince Ned, prethee come out of that fat rooroe, and lend etc 
thy hand to laugh alittlc. 

Voinet Where haft bin Hal ? 

Vrince With three or foure logger-heads, amongeft three or 
fourefcore hogf-hcads. I haue founded the very bafe firing of 
humilitic. Sirra, I am fworne brother to a lcafh of drawers, and 
c.m cal! them all by their chriftcn names , as Tom, Dicke, and 
Francisrthey take it already vpon their faluation, that though I 
be but prince of Wales* yet I am the king ofcurtefic, and tell me 
flattcly I am no prowdc lacke , like Fa/Jlaffe , but a Corinthian, a 
lad of mettall , a good boy (by the Lord fo they call mee) and 
when I am King of England, I fha!! commaund all the good lads 
in Easlcheape. They call drinking deepe, dying fcarlet,and when 
you breathe in your watering, they cry hem , and bid you play it 
off. T o conclude , I am fo good a proficient in one quarter of 
an honre , that l can drinckc with any Tinkar in his ownc lan- 
guage, during my life. I tell thee Ned , thou haft loft much ho- 
nour that thou wert not with me in this a&ion *, hut fweet Ned: 
to fweeten which name of Ned, l giuc thee this peniworth of fu- 
gar, clspt euen now into my hand, by an vndcr-skinker,one that 
neuer fp ike other Englifh in his life, than eight fhillings and fixe 
pence, and you are welcome, with thisfhriladdit;on,anon,anon 
lir;skorea pinte of baftard in the halfc moone,or fo. But Ned, to 
driue away the time till Falstajfecome : /prethee, doe thou ftand 
inforaeby-roome, while /queftion my puny drawer, to what 
end he gaue me the fugar, and doe thou neuer leaue calling Fran • 
ces, that his tale to me may be nothing but, anone: fteppeafide, 
and ile (hew thee a prefent. 

Voinet Frances. 

Vrince T hou art perfeft. 

Vrince Frances. Enter Drawer. (l\a/fe. 

Frances'. Anone anone flr;1ookc downe into the Pomgarnet, 

D 2 Vrince 



’/he Htitortt of 

Prince Come hither, Frances. Frances My lord. 

Prince How long haft thou to feme, Frances ? 

Frances Forfoothfiueyeeres,andasmuchasto 
c Poines Frances. 

Frances Anone,anone fir. 

Trince Fiue yeeres, berlady a long leafe for the dincking of 
pewters But Frances, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play the co- 
ward with thy indenture, and (hew it afairepaire of hecles, and 
runnefromit, 

Frances O lord fir, ilc be fworne vpon all the books in Eng- 
land. 1 could finde m my heart 

-pomes Frances. Frances Anonefir. 

prince How oldcarte thou ^Frances? 

Frances Lctmefec,aboutMichaehuas next 1 dial be 



Pomes Frances. 

Frances Anone fir, pray you ftay alittle my lord. 

Prince Nay but hearke you Frances, fox the fugar thou gaueft 
me, f was a peny worth, waft not? 

Frances O lord, 1 would it had bin two. 

Prinee I will giue thee for it , a thoufand pound , aske tnec 
when thou wilt, and thou fhalt haueit. 

‘Pomes Frances Frances Anone, anone. 

Prince Anone Frances? No Frances, but to morrow Frances: 
or Frances, on thurfeday : orindeede Frances, when thou wilt: 
But Frances. — 

Frances My lord. 

Prince Wilt thou vobbe this leatherne jerkin, criftall button, 
not-pated, agat ring, puke flocking, caddice garter, fmootbe 
tongue, Spanifli powch? 

Frances O lord fir, who doe you meane/ 

Prince Why then your browne baftard is your oncly drinkc: 
for looke you Frances, your white canuafle doublet will tulky. 
In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Trances What fir/ Pomes Trances. 

_ Prince Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call/ 
tfHecre. they both call hint, the Drawer fiands amazed, not Rowing 
which way to gee. Enter Vintner. 

Vast. What,ftandft thou ftill,and hearft fuch a calling/ looke 
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to the "Hefts within. My Lord, old fir Iobn with halfc a douzen 
more, are at the doore, (Irall 1 let them in? 

Prin Let them alone a while, and then q{$en the doore: Ptwe/. 
i Poms. Anon, Anon fir. Enter Poines. 

Prince. Sirra, Falftaffe and the reft of the theeucs are St the 

doore, (hall we be merry? . 

Pei. As merryas C tickets , nSylad,butharkeye, what cun- 
ning match haue you made with thisieftof the Drawer? come, 

what’s the iflue? t r) 

Prince. I am now of all humors, that h.iue (hewed thcmlelucs 
humors, fince the olde dayes of goodmanAdam, to the pupill 
age of this prefent twelue a clocke at midnight. What s a elockc 
Frances? 

Fran. Anon, 'anon fir. 

Prin. That euer this fellow fhould haire fewer wordcs then a 
Parrat, and yet the fonne of a woman. H&induftrieis vp ftaires 
and downe ftaires, his eloquence the parcel! of a reckoning.I nrrt 
not yet of Percies niinde., theHotfpur of the North, he that kils 
me fotne fixe or feauen douzen of Scots at a breakefaft \ waflies 
his handcs.'andfayei'fo his wife,Fie vpon tb's^uict' hfe , I want 
worke. O my fweet Harry , faies (he! how : many hhft thoii kild 
to day ? Giue my Roane horfe a drench (fay eshee) and an- 
fwers, fome fourteene, an houre after : a triflfc, a trifle. I prethee 
call in Falftalffe, ile play Percy , andthafdamddeBrasvne (hall 
plav Dame Mortimer his wife. Pfttd, faies the : drunkard : call in 
Ribs, call in Tallow. 

1 '.olsciv.;/. i. 'w . - . . 



Enter Falftaijfe. ■ 

.. n orb '• • 



SO Oiigt 

f V 5 >v 






Poines. Welcome Iacke, where haft thou bcerie? 1 

Falft. A plagueofall cowards I fay.ahda vengeance too, mar- 
ry and Amen : giue me a cup of facke bc^?R?e I leade this life 
lottg, ilefbweneatherftockes, and rriendth<itff, ! and foote them 
too. A plague of all cowards. Giue me a cup of facke, rogue, is 
there no vertue extant? hedrintyth. 

Prince .■ Didft thou neuer fee Titan ktfle a di(h of butter, pi- 
tifull harted Titan that melted atthe fiweete tale of the funne? if 
thou did ft, then behold thatcompouhcf.!’ 1, - 

D 3 Falfl. 
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Falf. You rogue, heeres lime in this fackc too, there is nothin* 
hut rogery to be found in yillanous man , yet a cow^d is worfc 
then a cup offacke with lime in i t . A villanOus coward. Go thv 
waiesold iacke,die when thou wilt, if manhood, good manhood 
be not forgot vpon the face of the earth, then am /a (hotten her. 
ring.-there lines not three good men vnhangd in England, & one 
of them « fat,asd growes ojd,God b.el,pe the whi!e,a bad world 
I fay,/ would . were a weaiicr,/ could fing Pfalmes, or any thin*. 
A plague of all cowards,/ fay {fill. ' 

Pnn. How now, Wolfacke, what mutter you? 

Fal. A kings fonnehf /do not beate thee out of thv kin*dome 
with a tegcrofJath,at 1 ddriue all thy fubiefls. afore thee hke a 
flockcof wilde geefe,ilc neucr wcare haire on my face more you 
Prince of Wales. v v 

X9H !?PKfen r<?und-man, what s the matter/ 

, falsi,- Are you not a coward/ anfwerc me to that, and Poincs 

• '* 

T '? 0 i m , c!c5 yce fat P aunc h, and ye call me coward, by the 
Lord, lie flab thee, J 

Fain / calf thee, covvarde/ lie fee th^edamnde ere /call 'the® 
coward, bn^wouldgiue athoufand pound, 4 could runneas 
air as thou cand, lou arc flraiglit enough jfp the ihculdcrs.you 
care not who fees your backc : call you that backing of your 
friends? a plague Vpon fuel) backing] giuc roce them that will 
offacke./ am a rogue if./ drunke today. 

n Umc ’ thy !i P sarc fca ^ e wip’t fince thou drunkftlad. 
Fal/: Alls one for that. Fledrmketh. 

A plague of all cowards dill fay I. 

Vrince What’s the matter? 



Falf: Whats thematter?here be foure of vs hauc tanc a thou- 
land pound this morning. 

;.V^hcrc,is it? lacke, where is it? 

fourfofv^ hCrC isi ^‘ takcn vsi ‘« •* a hundred vpon poope 

1 Prince What, a hundred, man? 

Fafi / am a rogue, if/ were not at halfefword, with a dozen 
otclicm two houres together . /hauc fcaped by mvracle. /am 
eight times thruft through the doublet, foure through the hofe, 



Plenty the fourth . 

my buckler cut through and,through, my fworde hack’thkea 
hand- fa w, ecct figmm. I ncuer dealt better fince I was a man , all 
would not doe. A plague of all cowards, let them fpeake; if they 
fpeake more or lefle then trueth, they arc villaincs,and the fonries 

of darkenefle. 

Cad. Speakc.firs, how was it/ 
poft, Wc foure fet vpon fomedouzen, 

FalH. Sixtecne, at lead, my Lord. 

%ofs. And bound them, 

Peto. No,no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue, they were bound, eucry man of them ,orI 
am alew clfc, and Ebrew lew. 

pofs. As wc were (haring, (bine <5or 7-frefh menTet vpon vs. 
Falfl. And vnbound the red, and then conie in the other. 
Prince, W hat , fought ye with them all/ 

Falfl. All? I knowenot what yee call all : but if I fought not 
with fiftic of them , I am a bunch of radidi : if there were not 
two or three and fiftic vpon poorc old lacke, then am I no two 
leg’d creature, 

Pm, Pray God, you haue not murthersd (bmc of them, 

Falfl. Nay, that’s pad praying|for, I haue pepper’d two of 
them.Tw© I am furc I haue payed, two rogues in buckrom fiites: 
I tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a lie, fpittc in my face >cal! mee 
horfc : thou knowed my old ward: here Ilay, and thusl bore 
my point; foure rogues in buckrom let driue at me. 

Prin. What, foure? thou fayd’ft but two, cuen now. 

Pal. Foure , Hal, /told thee foure. 
c Po. 1,1, he faid, foure, 

Fal, Thefe foure came all afront,and maincly thruft at mee; 
I made no more adoe , but tooke all their feuen points in my tar- 
get, thus. 

Prin, Seuen? why there were but foure, euen now. 

Fal, In Buckrom, 

Points. /, foure, in buckrom fuites. 

Pal, Seuen, by thefe hiltes, or /am a villaine elfe, 

Pnn. Prethec let him alone, we (hah hauc more anon. 

Pal, Docd thou heare me, Hal? 

Prin. I, and markc thee too, lacke. 

Valfi, 
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Do fo, for it is worth the liftning to, thefeninein Buc* 
krom, that I told thee of. 

pnm So, two more already. 

1-aift. Their points being broken, 

Towes. Downe fell his hofe. 

Fa/si. Began to giue me groundrbut I followed me clofe,camc 
in foot and hand, and with a thought, feuen of the elcneh I paid, 

Prm. O monftrous/ eleuen buckrom men growne out of two? 

FalB. But as the diuell would haue it, three mif-begotten 
knaucs, in kcndall greene, came at my backe, and let di Sue at me, 
for it was fo darkc, Hal, that thou collid'd not fee thy hand, 

Prin. Tliefc lyes are like the father that begets them , grofTeas 
a tnountaine*, open, palpable. Why thou clay-brain’d guts, thou 
knotty- pated foole , thou horefon obfccnegreafie tallow-catch. 

Falsi. What? artthoumad/art thou mad/isnot thetrueththe 
trueth? 

‘Trw. Why , how collid’d: thou know thefe men in Kcndall 
greene, when it was fo darkethou collid’d not fee thy hand?come 
tell vs your reafon, What fayed thou to this? 

Pomes. Come, your reafon, Iacke, vour reafon. 

Falsi. What , vpon compulfion / Zoundcs, and I were at the 
drappado, or all the rackes in the world , I would not tell you on 
compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfion/ if reafons were 
as plenty asblacke- berries , I would giue no man a reafon vpon 
compulfion, I. 

Prince, lie be no longer guiltie of this finne. This/anguine 
coward, this bed-preder, this horfc- back e- breaker, this husehil 
offle/h. & 

Fal. Zbloud you darueling,ycu clfskinjyou dried neats-tongue, 
buls-pizzel, you dockcfifh : O for breath to vtteri what is like 
thee/ jou tailers yard, you flicath, you bo wcafc,you vile danding 
tucke. 

Prm. Wei, breathe a while, and then to it againe,& when thou 
had tired thy felfe in bafe comparifom,heare me fpeake but this. 

Paynes. JViarke, Iacke. 

Pnn. We two.faw you foure,fet on foure,and bound them, and 
were maders of their wealth: markenow how a plaine tale fhall 
put you downe : then did wee two fet on you foure, and with a 

word, 
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word, cutfac't you from your prize, & haucit,yea,5e can fheiv it 
you herein thehoufc: and Faldaiffe,vou carried your guts away 
as nimbly, with as quickc dcxreritic, 8c roard for mercy, and dill 
run and roarc,as cuer I heard bul-caifc. What a daue art thou to 
hacke thy fword as thou had done ? and then fay it was in fight. 
What tricke ? what deuice ? what darting hole cand thou no w 
find out, to hide thee from this open and apparent fhame/ 

Pain. Come, lets hearc, Iacke, what tricke had thou now? 

Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why 
heareyou, my maders, was it for me, to kill rheheircapparant? 
diould I turne vpon the true Prince? why, thouknowed f am as 
valiant as Hercules: but, beware indmft, the Lyon will not touch 
the true Prince , indinft is a great matter . I was a coward on 
inflind, I fhall thinkc the better of my felfe, and thee, du- 
ring my life; I, for a valiant Lyon, and thou, fora true Prince: 
but.by the Lord, lads, I am glad you haue the money . Hodedc, 
daptothedoores, watch tonight, pray to morrow, gallants, 
lads, boyes, hcartes of gold, all the titles of good fcllowfhippc 
come to you. What, fhall we be mcrric, fhall wc haue a play ex- 
tempore? 

Prin. Content, and the argument dull bc,thy running away. 

Fal. A, no more of that Hal,& thou loued me. Enter hojlejfe. 
Ho. O Ie(u,my Lord the Prince/ 

Trin. How now, my Lady the hodedc, what faid thou tome? 
Ho. Marry, my L, there is a noble- man of the court, at dooi c 
would fpeake with you : he faies,hecomes from your father. 

j f*’ ^ Iue as much, as will make him a royall man , and 

fend him backcagaine to my mother, 

Pal. What manner of man is he? 

An old man. 

Pal. What doth grauitic out of his bed at midnight ? Shall I 
giue him his anfwcrc? 



* 9 Wit f 



irreinee ao, iacke. tat. rairfyand lie fend him packing 
Exit. 

Prm. Now firs, birlady you fought fairc, fo did you Peto, fo 
„ y°" Bardol, you are Lyons too , you ran away vpon inftinft, 
} ou will not touch the true Prince, no fie. 

Tar. Faith, I ran when I faw others runne. 



£ 
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7>m. Faith, tell me now in earned, how came F alftalffs fword 

o hackt? * 

Veto. Why, hce hackt it with hi* dagger, and laid he would 
fwcare truth out of England , bu* hce would make you belccue 
it was done in fight, and perfwaded vs to do the like. 
fur. Yea, and to tickle our nofes with fpeare-graffe , to make 

them bleedc , and then to befiubber our garments with it, and 
fweare it was the blond of true men . I did that I did not this fe* 
uen yeere before,! blufht to heave his monftrous deuifes. 

p tin. O villaine thou doled a cup offacke eightene yecres 
a°-o,and wert taken with the maner,& euer fincc thou haft blu/ht 
extempore, thou hadft fire and fword on thy fide, and yet thou 
ranft away: what inftinft hadft thou for it? 

Bur. My Lord.do you fee theft meteor*/ do you behold theft 
exhalations/ Prince I do. 

Bar. What thinkeyou they portend? 

P rin. Hot liners, and eoldpurfes. 

Bar. Choler,my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Enter Faljlaljfe. 

p rin. No, if rightly taken, halter.Here comes leane Iacke,here 
comes bare- bonerhow now my fweete creature of bumbaft,how 
long is’t ago,/acke,fince thou fawft thine owne knee? 

Fal. My owne knee/when I was about thy ycercs(Hal) /was 
notan Eagles talent in the wafterl could haue crept into any Al- 
dermans thumbe ring:a plague of fighing and griefc.it blowes a 
man vp like a bladder. Ther’s villanous newes abroad, heere was 
fir IohnBraty from your father: you muftto the court in the mor- 
ning, Thatlame mad fellow ofthe North, Percy, & he of Wales, 
that gaue Amamon the baftinado, &made Lucifer cuckold, and 
fwore the diuell his true liegeman vpon thccroflcof a Welch 
hooke:whata plague call you him? 

Points 0,Glcndower. 

Tai. Owen, Owen, the fame, and his fonne in law Morti- 
mer , and ofde Northumberland , and the fprightie Scot of 
Scottcs, Dowglas, that runnesahorfc-backcvpa hill perpendi- 
cular. 

P rin. He that rides at high (peede, and withapiftollkillesa 
fparrow flying, 

Tai. 



V.tttrj the fourth , 

'fafl Youhauehitit. 

Prince So did he neuer the fparrow. 

Faf: Well, that rafcall hath good meltallin him, hec'Will nc 
runne. 

Prince Why what a rafcall art thou then , to praife him fo for 
running? 

Fa//: A horfebacke (ye cuckoc)but afoote he will not budge 
afootc. 

frince Yes lackf, vpon inftintt. 

Fafl: I grant ye,vpon inftinft : well, he is there too, and <jhe 
Mordackc, and a thoufand blew caps more. Hfercefler is llolnc 
away to night , thy fathers beard is turnd white with the newes, 
you may buy land now as chcapeas (linking maekrcl!. 

frince Then tis like, if there come a hotc lunc, and this ciuill 
buffeting hold, we fhal buy maidenheads as they buy hobnailes, 
by the hundreds. 

Falfl: By the maffc lad, thou faift true, it is like wee fhall haue 
good trading that way:but tell me Hal , art not thou horribly a- 
reard? thou being heireapparant, could the world picke thee out 
three fuch enemies againc, as that fiend Dowglas, that fpirit Percy, 
and that diuell Glendowcr? art not thou horribly afraidc ? doth 
not thy bloud thrill at it? 

Prince Not a whit yfaith, I lacke fome of thy inftinft . 

Falfl. V V ell, thou wilt be horribly chidde to morrow when 
thou comnicft to thy father : if thou doc loue me, pra&ift an an- 
fwer. 

frince Doe thou (land for my father, and examine me vpon 
the particulars of my life. 

Fafl: Shall // content : this chaire (hall be my ftate, this dag- 
ger my feepter, and this culhion my crownc. 

Prince Thy ftate is taken for a ioynd ftoolc, thy golden feep- 
ter for a leaden dagger, and thy pretious rich crownc,for a pitti- 
fullbalde crowne. 

Fafl: VVell, and the fire of grace be not quite out of thee, 
now (halt thou be mooued, Giuc mce a cuppe offacke to make 
mine eyes looks redde , that it may bethought /haue wept, 
for I muft fpeakc in paflion, and / will doc it, in King r<mbi[es 
vainc, 

E 2 Prince 
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Prince Well, here is my leg. 

Falf And here is my fpeech,ftand afide Nobilitie. 

Ho. O Iefu, this is excellent fportjfaith. 

Falf: Wcepe not.fweet Queene.for trickling tcares are vaiae. 

Ho. O the father, how how he holds his countenance ? 

Falf For Gods fake Lords, conuey my truftfull Qiiecnc, 

For tearcsdoc ftop the floud- gates of her eyes. 

Hot. O Iefu, he doth it as hkc one of thefc harlotry players, as 
cucrlfce. 

Falf Pcace,good pint-pot.peace.goocf tickle- braine. 

Harry, I do not only maruell , where thou fpendeft thy times 
but alfo, how thou art accompanied.For, chough the cammomil 
the more it is trod.cn on, the fatter it growes : yet youth, the more 
it is wafted,thc fooner it wearestthou art my fonne, I hauc partly 
thy’inothers word, partly my opinion, but chiefly , a villainous 
trickc of thine eie, and a fooliffi hanging of thyncatherlip, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou be fonne to mee, hccre lieth the 
point: why, being fonne to me, arte thou fo pointed atJ.ffiall the 
blcfled fonne of licauen pi oouc a micher , and eate blackc hen- 
ries? a queftion not to beaskt. Shall the fonne of England proue 
a thiefc,and take purfes? a queftion to be askt. There is a thing, 
Harry, which thou haft often heard of, and it is knowne to many 
in our land, by the name ofpitch. This pitch (as ancient writers 
doc reporte) aooth defile: fo docrh the company thou kcepeft : 
for Harry, now 1 do not fpeake to thee in drinke.but in tearesjnot 
in pleafure,but in paftionj no tin words onely, but in woes alfo: 
and yet there is a vertuous man, whom I haue often noted in thy 
company, but I know not his name. 

Prince What mancr of man, and itlike your Maieflie? 

Falf. A goodly portly man yfaith,and a corpulent, ofa cheer- 
full look,a pleafing eie, and a moft noble carriage, and as I think, 
bis age fomc fifty, or birlady, inclining to three fcore, and now I 
remember me, his nameis Falfalfe : if that manftiould be lewd- 
ly giuen, he deceiucs me. Vox Harry, I lee vert ue in Iiklookes : if 
then the tree may be knowne by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree*, 
then peremptorily I fpeake it , there is vertue in that Falslalfe , 
him kcepe with, the reft baniffi : and tel me now, thou naughtie 
va let, tell tue, where haft thou bin this month? 



Prince 
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prince Doft thou fpeake like a king? do thou ftand for mce, 
and ile play ray father. 

FalH. Depofe me } if thou doft it halfe fo grauely,fo maiefti- 
cally both in worde and matter , hang mce vp by the heelesfor a 
rabbet fucker, or a Poulters Hare. 

prince Well, heere I am fet. 

Fain. And here I ftand, iudge,my matters. 

prince Now, Harry, whence coraeyou? 

Falf. My noble.Lord, from Eaftcbeapc. 

'Prince Thecomplainrslheafcof thee, are grietious. 

Falf. Zblood my Lord, they are falfe: nay, ilc tickle yce for a 
yong Prince Ifaith. 

Prince Sweareft thou, vngracious boy? 'henceforth ne re lookc 
on me, thou art violently carried away from grace , there is a di- 
uell haunts thee, in the likencfte of an old fat man , a tun of man 
is thy companion: why doft thou conucrfe with that truncke of 
humours, that boulting hutch of beaftiinefle, that fwolne parccll 
of dropfies, that huge bombard of fackc,that ftuft cloake- bag of 
guts, that rotted Manningtrec Oxc with the pudding in his bel- 
ly, that reucrem vice , that gray iniquitie , thatfather ruffian , that 
yanitic in yecres , wherein is he good. ? but to tafte facke 3c drinkc 
it? wherein neat & cleanly, but to caruca capon & cat it ? where- 
in cunning, but in craft? wherein craftic, but in villanic? wherein 
villanous, but in all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing? 1 

Fain. I would your grace would take mce with you , whom 
roeanes your grace? 

Pnnee That villanous abhominable mifleader of youths Fal- 
ftalffe, that old white bearded Sathan. 

Fal. My Lord, the man 1 know. 

Prince I know thou doeft. 

Fal. But to fay , I know more harme in him then in my felfe, 
were to fay more then I knowrthat hee is olde, the more the pit- 
tie,his white haires doc witneffeit : but that he is.fauing your re- 
uerence, a whoremafter,that I vtterly deny : if facke and fu°\ir be 
a fault, God hclpc the wickedrif to be old and merry beafinne, 
the many an old hoft that I know, is damn’d:if to be fat, be to be 
hated, the Pharaos leane kine are to be loued. No, my yood lord, 
bamffi Pcto , baniffi Bardol , baniffi Poines, but for fweet /ackc 

^ 3 Falftalffe, 
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Falftalffc , kinde Zacke Falftalffe , true Zacke Falftalffc , valiant 
/ackc Falftalffc, and therefore more valiant , being as hec, is oldc 
/acke Falftalffc, banilh not him thy Harries company, banilh 
not him thy Harries company ; banilh plumpe Zacke, and banilh 
all the world. 

Prince 1, do, /will. Enter Bardoll running. 

'Bar. O , my Lord , my Lord, the S herife, with a moft mon- 
ftrous watch , is at the doore. 

Fa 4 Out you rogue, play out the play : / hauc much to fay in 
the behalfc of that Falftalffc. * 

Enter the Hojlejfe. 

Hof. O Zcfu. my Lord, my Lord! 

Prince Heigh , heigh , the dwell rides vpon a fiddle ftickc, 
what’s the matter? 

Ho. ThcShcrifeandall the watch arc at the doore, thcyarc 
come to feavch the houfc, fhall I let them inZ 

Fal. Doeftthou heare, Hal? neucr call a true piece of golda 
counterfet, thou art effentially made, without Teeming fo, 

Prince And thou, anaturall coward without inftinft. 

Fal. 1 deny your Maior, if you will deny the Sherifc, lo, ifnot, 
let him enter, Zf 1 become not a Cart a swell as another man , a 
plague on my bringing vp : Z hope / fhall as foone bee ftranglcd 
with a halter as another. 

Trin. Goe, hide thee behinde the Arras, the reft walkc vp a* 
bouctnow my matters, for a true face and good confidence. 

Fal. Both which Z haue had , but their date is out, and there- 
fore ile hide me. 

Erin. C all in the Sherifc. 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier . 

SPrin, Now matter Sherife, what is your will with meZ 

She. Firft, pardon me, my Lord, A hue and cry hath follow- 
ed certaine men vnto this houlc. 

Prin. WhatmenZ 

Sher . One of them is well knowne , my gracious Lorde , a 
groffefat man. 

Car. As fat, as butter, 

Erin. The man, /doc allure you, is not here, 

For Zmy fclfc at this tim e hauc imploy d him : 

And 
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And Sherife, /will ingage my word to thee. 

That /will by to morrow dinner time, 

Send him to anfwere thee or any man, 

For any thing he fhall be charg’d withall. 

And fo let me intreat you leaue the houfe. 

Sher. I will, my Lord : there are two Gentlemen 
Haue, in this robbery, loft joo.markes, 

>p r in. It may befo if he haue rob’d thefc men, 

Helhall beanfwerable: and fo farewell. 

Sher. Good night, my noble Lord, 
rp nH , I thinke it is god morrow, is it not? 

Sher. Indeed, my Lord, Z thinke it be two a docke, Exit, 

prince This oylie rafcall is knowne as well as Poules : goe call 
him forth. 

feta FalftalfcZ faftafleepe behinde the Arras , and fnorting 
like a horfe. 

prince Harke,how hard he fetches breath, fearch his pockets. 

He fearcheth hie pocket, and ftndeth certaine papers. 

Prince VVhat haft thou foundZ 
Peto Nothing but papers, my lord. 

Prince Lets fee what they be : rcadc them. 

Item, a capon 2,s.ii.d. 

Item, fawce 

Item, facke, two gallons v.s.viii.d. 

Item, anchaues andfacke afeerfupper a.S.vid. 

/tem, bread ob. 

O monftrous! but one balfe peniworth of bread to this into- 
lerable deale offacke? what there is elfe,keepe clofe.weele reade 
it at more aduantage: there let him fleepe till dayjile to the court 
in the morning. We mud all to the warres,and thy place lhalbe 
honorable, /le procure this fat rogue a charge of foote , and/ 
know his death will be a march oftwelue fcorc; the money Thai 
be payd backc againe with aduantage$be with roc betimes in the 
morning, and fo good morrow "Peto. 

Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt, 

letter HotJpur,tr*rcefter, Lord Mortimer , 

Owen G/endower. 

Tdor. Thcfepromifcs are fairc, the parties fure. 
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And our induction full of profperous hope. 

Hot. Lord IVlortimer,& coofin Glendowcr wil you fit downcJ 
and vncle Worccftcr; a plague vpon it,l hauc forgot the map. 

Gltndo. No, here it is, fit Coofen Piercie , fit good Coofcn 
Hotfpur.for by that name, as oft as Lancafter doth fpcake ofyou, 
his cheeke lookes pale, and with a rifing fight he wilhcth you in 
heauen. 

Hot. And you in hell, as oft as he heares Owen Gicndower 
(poke of. 

Glen. I cannot blame him*, at my natiuitie 
The front ofheauen was full of ficrie fliapes 
Of burning cre(Iets,and at mv birth 
The frame and foundation of the earth 
Shaked like a coward. 

Hotf. Why fo it would haue done at the fame fcafon, if your 
mothers cat had but kittened , though your fclfe had neucr bene 
borne. 

Glen. I (ay, the earth did fluke when / was borne. 

And I fay, the earth was not of my mind, 

/f you fuppofe, as fearing you, it fliooke. 

Glen. T he heauens were all on fire, the earth did tremble. 

Hotjp, O h ! then the earth fliooke to fee the heauens on fire, 
And not in feare of your natiuitie. 

Difeafed nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ftrangc eruptions, oft the teeming earth 
Is with akindeofcollickepinchtand vext, 

By theimprifoning ofvnruly windc 

Within her w ombe, which for inlargement firming, 

Shakes the old Beldame earth, and topples downe 
Steeples and moflegrowen Towers. At your birth 
Our Grandam earth, hauingthis diftemperature, 
Inpaflionfoooke. 

Glen. Co6ftn,ofmanymen 
I do not beare theft cro(lmg:giue me ftaue 
To tell you once againe,that at my birth 
The front ofheauen was full offieric (hap es, 

The goates ran from the mountaines,and the hcards 
Were ftrangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 

Thcfc 



Henry the fourth* 

Theft lignes haue markt me extraordinary, 

And all the courfes of my life do (hew, 

I am not in the rolle of common men : 

Where is he lining, dipt in with thefta, 

That chides the bancks of England, Scotland, Wales, 

Which calls me pupil!, or hath read to me/ 

And bring him out, that is but womans fonne. 

Can trace mein the tedious waies of Art, 

And hold me pace,in deepe experiments. 

Hot . I thinke, there’s no man fpeakes better Welfli 
He to dinner. 

Mor. Peace coofen Percy, you will make him mad. 

Glen. I can call fpirits from the vafty deepe. 

Hot. Why, fo can I, or fo can any man: 

But will they come, when you do call for them? 

G/wWhyJ can teach you coofen, to command the dcuill. 
Hot. And, I can teach thee,ccofe,to ftiame the dcuill. 

By telling truth.T ell truth and (hame the diueli: 

/fthou haue power to raifehim, bring him hither, 

And 7le be fworne, / haue power to (hame him hence: 

Oh while you liuc,tell truth and (hame the deuill. 

Mor. Come,comc, no more of this vnprofitablc chat. 

Glen, Th/eetimcs hath Henry Bullingbrooke madchead 
Again!! my power, thrice from thebancks ofWyc, 

And Tandy bottomd Seuernehauc I ftnthim 
Booties home, and weather-beaten backc. 

Hot. Home without bootes, and in fowle weather too? 
How fcapes he agues, in the diucls name? 

Glen, Come, here is the map, (hall wc deuidc our right. 
According to our threefold order tane? 

Mor, The Arch-deacon hath deuidedit 
Into three limits, very equally: 

England from Trent, and Scuerne hitherto. 

By South and Eaft, is to my part affignd: 

All Veft ward, Wales beyond the Scuerne (here, 

And all the fertile land within that bound. 

To OwcnG!endower:and dcarecoo(e,toyou, 

I he remnant Northward, lying off from Trent, 

F And 




And our indentures tripartite are drawnc. 

Which being fealedenterchangeably, 

(A bufineflc that this night may execute:) 

To morrow, coofcn Percy, you and I, 

And my good Lord of Worcefter, will let forth? 

To mcetyourfather, and the Scottilh power. 

As is appointed vs, at S 'brews bury . 

My father Glendowcr is not ready yet, 

Nor {hall weneede his helpethefe fourtecne daies: 

Within that fpace,you may haue drawnc together 
Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen. 

Glen. A fhorter time Ihall fend me to you,Lords, 

And in my conduft {hall your Ladies come, 

From whome you now tnuft lleale, and take no leaue, 

For there will be a world of water filed, 

Vpon the parting ofyourwiues and you. 

Hot . Me thinks, my moity North from Burton here. 

In quantitie equals not one of yours: \ 

See, how thisriuer comes me cranking in. 

And cuts me from the bed of all my land, 

A huge halfe Moone,a monftrous fcantlc out: 

He haue the current in this place damd vp, 

And here the linug and filuer Trent {hall runne 
In a new channell,faire and eucnly, 

It (hall not wind,with fuch a deepe indent, 

T o rob me of fo rich a bottome here. 

Cjlen, Not wind;!? fiiall, it mud, you fee it doth. 

Tiler. Yea, but marke,how hebeares his conrfe, and runs me 
vp, with like aduantage on the other fide, gelding the oppofed 
continent, as much, as on the other fide, it takes from you. 

fVor. Yea/but a little charge will trench him here, 

And on this Northfide,win this cape ofland, 

And then he runs draight,and euen. 

Hot. lie haue it fo,a little charge will doit. 

Glen. Ucnothaueitaltrcd. 

Hot. Will not you? 

Glen. No, nor you fiiall not. 

Hot. Who fiiall fay me nay? 
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Henry the fourth, 

Glen. Why, that will I, 

Hot. Let menot vndci dand you then,fpeakc it in Welfii. 
glen. lean fpeakc English, Lord.as well as you, 

For,I was traind vp in the Englifh Court, 

Where, being butyong,I framed to the harpe 
Many an Englifli dittiejouely well. 

And gaue the tongue a helpefull ornament: 

A vcrtue.that was ncucr fecne in you. 

Hot. Marry, and I am glad of it, with all my heart, 

I had rather be a kitten and cry mew. 

Then one of thefc lame miter ballet- mongers: 

I had rather hcare a braftn candicke turnd, 

1% Or a dry whecle grate on the axle- tree, 

And that would ftt my teeth nothing on edge, 

Nothing fo much as minfing Poetry: 

T’is like the forc’t gateofa fhuffling nag. 

Glen. Come, you {hall haue T rent turnd. 

Hot. I do not care, He giue thrice fo much land 
To any well deferuing friend: 

But in the way of bargainc,raarke ye me: 

He cauill on tlic ninth part of a bairc. 

Are the indentures drawnc? fiiall wc be gone? 

Glen. The Moone (hincs faire,you may away by night: 
fie had the writer, and withal!, 

Breake with your wiucs, ofyour departure hence, 
lama fraid my daughter will run mad , 

So much die doteth on her Mortimer. Exit. 

A<for. t Fic.coofen Percy, how you erode my father. 

Hot. I cannot chuft,fomctime he angers me 
With telling me of the Moldwarpc and the Ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies: 

And, of a Dragon and a finleflc fiflj, 

A clip-wingd Griffin and a moulten Rauen, 

A couching Lyon, and a ramping Cat, 

And fuch a deale ofskimble skamble duffe, 

Asputs me from my faith. I tell you what, 

He held me lad night,at lead, nine houres, 

■hi reckoning vp the ftucrall diucls names 

' Fi That 
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That were his lackicssl cried hum, and well, go to, 

But maikt him not a word, O, he is as tedious 4 

As a tyred horfe, a railing wife, 

Worfe then a fmoky houfe.l had rather Jiue 
With cheefeand garlikein a Windmill far. 

Then feede on cates, and haue him talke to me. 

In any fummer houfe in Chriftendoroe. 

Mor. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman^ 

Exceeding well read and profited 
7n ftrange concealments, valiantas a Lyon, 

And wondrous affable; and as bountifull 
As mines of/ndia:fhall I tell you, coofen. 

He holds your temper in a high refpeft, 

And curbs himfelfe,eucn of his naturall fcope, 

When you come crofle his humour, faith he does: 

/warrant you, that man is not aliue, 

Might fo hauc tempted him, as you haue done. 

Without the taftc of danger and reproofei 
But do not vfe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Wor. In faith.my Lord, you are too wilful! blame. 

And fince your comming hither haue done enough 
T o put him quite befides his patience: 

You muft needes learne,Lord,to amend this fault. 

Though fometimes it fhew greatneffc, courage, blood. 

And that’s the dcareft grace it renders you : 

Yet often timesit doth prefent harfh rage, 

Defeftof maners, wan t of gouernment. 

Pride, hautinefle, opinion, and difdaine. 

The lead of which, hanting a noble man, 

Lofeth mens hearts, and leaues behindc a ftaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hot, Well,/ am fchoold, good manners he your fpeede. 
Here come your wiues,and let vs take our leaue. 

Enter (Jlendower with the Ladies, 

21 or. This is the deadly fpight that angers me. 

My wife can fpeake no Eglifli, / no welfh. 

glen, MyaaughterwcepeSjfhce’lcnotpartwithyou, 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hewy IV. Part 7 (STC 22282 ) LONDON, 



II},..) the fourth. 

Shee’lc he a fouldier too, fheele to the wars. 

Mor. Good father tell her, that fhe, and my Aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your conduft fpcedily. 

Glen dower /peaces to herinWelfh, andfhe anfweres 
him in the fame, 

Glen, Shee is defperate here, 

Apeeuifh fclfc wildcharlotrie, one that no perfwafioncan dee 

good vpon. ^ jpeakes in Welfh. 

Mor. I vndcrftand thy lookes,that prettie Welfh, 

Which thou powreft downc from thefe fwelling heauens, 

I am too perfeft in, and but for fhame 
In fuch a parley fhould I anfwere thee. 

The Lady againe in Welfh. 

Mor, I vnderftand thy kiflcs,and thou mine. 

And that’s a feeling deputation.* 

But I will neuer be a truant loue, 

Til! I haue learn d thy language, for thy tongue 
Makes Welfh as fwectc as ditties highly pead. 

Sung by a faire Queene in a fummers bowre, 

With rauifhing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay,ifyou melt, then will fhe runne mad, 

The Lady fpeakes Againe in Welfh. 

Mor. O, I am ignorance it fclfe in this. 

Glen. She bids you on the wanton ru flics lay you downe. 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap. 

And fhe will fing the fong that pleafeth you. 

And on your eyelids crowne the God offleepe, 

Cbarmingyour bloud with pleafingheauinelle. 

Making fuch difference twixt wake and fleepe, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heauenly harneft teeme 
Begins his golden progrefTe in the Eaft. 

Mor. With all my heart, lie fit and hear* her fing. 

By that time will our booke I thinkebe drawne, 

Glen. Do fo,?r,d thofe Muficions that fhall play to you, 

Hang in the ayre a thoufand leagues from hence, 

And ftraight they fhallbe here, fit andattend. 

F 3 Hot # 
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Hst. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying do wne: 

Conic, quicke,quickc, that /may lay my head lit thy lap, 

La. Go, ye giddy goofc. 

L be muficke play a. 

Hot. Now, /perceiue the diuell vnderftands Welfli, 

And t’is no maruell he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good muficion. 

La. Then mould you be nothing but muficall, 

For you are altogether gouerned by humours : 

Lie fhll, ye thicfc.and heare the Lady fing in Welfli. 

Hot, 1 had rather heare, lady, my brache howlc in /rifib. 

La. Would'ft haue thy head broken/ 

Hot, No. 

La, Thenbeftill. 

Hot. Ncither,t’is a womans fault. 

La. Now God helpe thee. 

Hot. To the wellh Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that? 

Hot, Peace, fiie fings, 

;< ’ ’Here the Ladie fings a rvelfb Song 
Hot, Come, ile haue your fong to. 

La. Not mine in good footh. 

Hot. Not yours in good footh>Hart,you fweare like a comfit? 
makers wife, not you in good footh , and as true as I liue, and as 
God fiiall mend me, and as lure as day: 

And giueft fuch farcenet fiiretie for thy oathes. 

As if thou neucr walk’d further then Finsburie. 

Sweare me, Kate, like a lady as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath, and leaue,in footh, 

And fuch proteft of pepper ginger bread, 

To veluct gards, and.Sunday Citizens, 

Come, fing. 

La. 1 will not fing. 

Hot. T’is the next way to tume tavler,or be redbreft teacher: 
and the indentures be drawne.ilc away within thefe two homes, 
and fo come in when ye will. Exit. 

Glen, Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as flow, 

As Hot. Lord Percy, is on fire to go: 

By 






. J 




Henry the fourth. 

By this, our booke is drawne, weele but feale. 

And then fo horfe immcdiatly, 

Tdor. With all my heart. Exeunt. 

Enter the King , Prince of Wales, and ethers. 

King. Lords giue vs lcaue, the Prince of Wales and I 
Muft haue fome priuate conference, but be neere at hand, 
For we fiiall prefently haue neede of you, Sxeunt Lords* 

I know not whether God will haue it fo, 

For fome difpleaftng feruice I haue done. 

That in his fecret doomc, out of my blood, 

Hee’lc breed reuengement and a fcourge for met 
But thou doft in the paflages of life, 

Make me beleeue that thou art onely mark’t. 

For the hot vengeance, and the rod of heauen. 

To punifli my miftreadings. Tell mcelfc. 

Could fuch inordinate and low defires. 

Such poore, fuch bare, fuch lewd, fuch mcanc attempts. 
Such barren pleafures, rude focietic, 

As thou art matcht withall,and grafted to, c 

Accompany the greatnefle of thy blood. 

And hold tfieirleuell with thy princely heart? 

1>m. So pleafc your Maieftie, /would /could 
Quit all offences with as cleare excufc. 

As well as I am doubtleffc / can purge 
My felfc of many /am charg’d wirhall: 

Yet fuch extenuation let me beg, 

As in reproofc of many tales deuifde, 

Which oft the eare of greatnefle ncedcs muft heare 
By Grilling pick-thanks and bale newes- mongers, 

1 may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred, and irregular, 

Finde pardon, on my true fubmiflion. 

King. God pardon thee, yet let me wonder, Harry, 

At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quite frow the flight of all thy aunccftors, 

Thy place in counfellthou haft rudely loft, 

Which by thy yonger brother is fupplide. 

And art almoft an alien to the hearts 
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Of all the Court and Princes of my bloud, 

The hope and expe&ation of thy time 
Is ruin’d, and the foulc of euery naan 
Prophetically do forethinke thy falls 
Had I fo lauifh of my prefence bene. 

So common hackneid in the eyes of men, 
Softaleand cheape to vulgar company, 

O pinion that did helpe me to the crownc. 

Had (till kcptloyall to pofleflion. 

And left me in reputcleUe baniflament, 

A fellow of no marke nor likelihoode. 

By being feldome (eene,I could not ftirre, 
Butlikca Comet, /was wondredat, 

That men would tell their children, This is hes 
Others would fry, Where, which is Bullingbrookei’ 
And then I ft ole all curtefic from heauen, 

And dreft my felfe in fuch humilitie. 

That /did plucke allegeance from mens hearts, 
Loud (bouts, and falutations from their mouthes, 
Euen in the prefence of the crowned King. 

Thus did 1 keepe my perfon frefli and new, 

My prefence like a robe pontificall, 

Ne’re feene,but wondred at, and fo my ftate 
Seldome,but fumptuous,(he wed like a feaft. 

And wan by rarenefle fuch folemnitie. 

, The skipping King, he ambled vp and downc. 
With (hallow icafters,and rafh bauin wits, 

Soone kindled, and foone burnt, carded his ftate, 
Mingled his royaltie with carping fooles. 

Had his great name prophaned with their (cornes, 
And gaue his countenance againft his name 
T o laugh at gibing boyes,and ftand the pufh 
Of euery bcardlefle vaine comparatiue. 

Grew a companion to the common ftreetes, 
Enfeoft himfelfe to popularity, 

' _ That being dayly fwallowcd by mens eyes, 

They furfetted with hony,and began to loath 
The taftc of fwectcncffc, whereof a little 
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More then a little, is by much too much. 

So when he bad occafion to be feene* 

He was, but as the Cuckow is in Iune; 

Heard, not regarded : (eene, but with (iich eyes 
As ficke and blunted with communitie, 

Affoord no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on Suri-likc M.aicftie, 

When it (hincs fcldonie in admiring eyes, 

But rather drowzd, and hung their eye-lids downc. 
Slept in his face, and rendred fuch afpeft 
As cloudy men v(c to doe to their aduerfaries, 

Being with his prefence glutted, gorg'd, andjfuil. - 
And in that very line, Harry, ftandeft thou, 

For, thou haft loft thy princely priuiledge, 

With vile participation. Not an eye, 

Butis aweary of thy common fight, 

Sauemine, which hath defired to fee thee more, 
Which now doth that I would not haue it doe. 
Make blinde it (elfc with foolifli tendernefle. 

Trin. I (hall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my (elfc. King. For all the world, 

As thou art to this houre, was Richard then, 

When I from France fet foot at Raucnfpurgh, 

And euen as I was then, is Percy now : 

Now, by my feepter , and my foule to boote, 

He hath more worthy intereft to the ftate. 

Then thou, the fliadow of (ucceflion. 

For of no right, nor colour like to right. 

He doth fillficidcs with harneflein the Rcalme, 
Turns head againft the Lyons armed iawes. 

And being no more in debt to yeeres, then tholi. 
Leads aneient Lords, and reuerend Bifhops on 
To bloody battels, and tobruifingarmes. 

What neuer dying honour hath he got, 

Againft renowroedDowglas? Whofe high deeds, 
Whofe hot incurfions, and great name in armes, 
Holds from allfouldier: chicfc majority, 

And militarie title capitall 
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Through all the kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift. 
Thtice hath this Hotfput Mars in fwathling clothes, 
This infant warrier/in his enterprifes, 

Difcorafited great Douglas, tane him once, 

Enlarged him,and made a friend of him, 

To fill the mouth ofdecpe defiance vp. 

And (Lake the peace and fafetic of our throne. 

And what fay you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 

The Archbilhops grace of Yorke, Douglas, Mortimer. 
Capitulate again!) vs, and are vp. 

But, wherefore do I tell thefe newes to thee? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my ncereftand dcarcfl enemy? 

Thou that art like enough, through vaffallfcare, 

Bafe inclination, and the Part offpleene, 

To fight again!) me,vndcr Percies pay. 

To dog his heeles.and curtfie at his frowncs, 

To Drew, how much thou art degenerate. 

friu. Do not thinkefo,you (hall notfindcitfo. 

And God forgiuc them, that fo much haue fwayd 
Y our Maieflies good thoughts away from me. 

I will redeeme all this on Percies head. 

And, in the doling offome glorious day. 

Be bold totellyou that I am your !onnc, 

When I will weare a garment all ofbloud, 

And (laine my fauors in a bloudie maske, 

Which walht away,(ha11 fcoure my (hamc with it. 

And that (hall be the day, when ere it lights. 

That this fame child of honour and renowne. 

This gallant Hotfpur,this all praifed knight, 
AndycurvnthoughtofHarry.chance fo mectc, 
Foreuery honor, fitting on hishelme, 

Would they were mu!titudes,and on my head 
My (hames redoubled. For the time will come 
That I (hall make this Northren youth exchange 
His glorious deedes, for my indignities. 

Percy is but my faftor,good my Lord, 

T o engrofle my glorious deeds on my behalfc. 
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And I will call him to fo Or! a account, 

That he (hall render eucry glory vp, 

Yea,eucn the fleightc!) worfliip of his time, 

Or I will teare the reckoning from his heart. 

This.in the name of God, I promife here. 

The which, ifhe bepleafd,l dial! performer 

I do befeech your Maicftic may falue 

The long growne wounds of my intemperance: 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands. 

And I will die, a hundred thoufand deaths, 

E re breake the fmalle!) parcell of this vow. 

King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this, 

Thou (halt haue charge, and foueraignetruft herein. 

How now good Blunplhy lookes are full of (peed. 

Enter Blunt. 

'Blunt. So hath the bufines,that / come to fpeabc ofi 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word, 

That Douglas and the Englifli rebels met. 

The eleuenth of this moneth,at Shrewsbury, 

A mighty, and a fearefull head they are, 

(If promifes be kept on euery hand,) 

As euer o fired fbule play in a Date. 

King. The Earle of Wcftmerland fet forth to day, 

With him my fonne,Lord Iohn of Lancaftcr, 

For this aduertifement is fiue daies old, 

On Wcdnefday next, Harry, thou (halt fet forward, 

On Thurfday,wc our felues will march. Our meeting 
7s Bridgcnorth.and Harry, you (hall march 
Through Glocefterfhirc,by which account, 

Our bufines valued (bme tweluc daies hence. 

Our generall forces, at Bridgenorth (hall meetc: 

Our hands are full of bufines.let’s away, 

Aduantage fcedcs him fat, while men delay. Exeunt. 

Enter Faljlaijfe and Bar doll. 

Fal. Bardoll, am I not falne away vilely fincc this laft aftion? 
do I not bate? doe /not dwindle ? Why my skin hangs about 
me, like an oldc Ladies loofe gowne . I am withered like an olde 
apple Iohn . Well, lie repent, and that fitddcaly, while I am in 
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fomc liking, /fihall be out of heart fhortlv, and then I fhall haue 
no ftrength to repent: And /hauc not forgotten what the infidc 
of a Church is made of, I am a peppercorne, a brewers horfe,the 
infide of a Church, Company .villanous company hath bene the 
fpoile of me. 

"Bar. Sir John, you are fb fretful!, you cannot Hue long. 

Fal. Why, there is it,come,fing me a bawdie feng, makeme 

merry. 1 was as vertuouflygiuen^ as a gentleman ncede to bee, 
vertuous enough, (wore littlc,dic’t not aboue feuen times a week] 
went to a bawdy houfe not aboue once ina quarter ofanhoure, 
p^id mony that I borrowed three or fourc times, liued well , and 
in good compafle, and now/ hue out of all order , outofall 
compafle. 

Bur. Why, you are fo fat, fir /ohn, that you mull needes be out 
of all compaflerout of all rcafonafjfe compafle, fir /ohn. 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and /le amend my life; thou art 
our Admirall,thoubeareft the lanterneid thepoope, but t’is in 
the nofeofthee: thou art the knightof the buminglampc. 

Bar. Why, fir /ohn, tny face does you no'harmr. 

Fal. No, Ilebefworne, Imakcasgbodvfeofit , asmanya 
man doth of a deaths head, ora memento mori , Ineuer fee thy 
face, but /thinke vpon hell fire, andDiues that lined in Purple: 
for there he is in his robes burning, burning. If thou wert any way 
giuen to vertue, /would fwearc by thy facenny othc fhould bee, 
By this fire, thars Gods Angel, But thou art altogether giuen 
ouer : and wertindeede, butfor the lightin thy face^the fonne of 
vtterdarkenefle. When.thouranft vp Gads hill in the night, to 
Catch my horfe,if I did not thinke that thou hadflbin an ignis fa- 
turu, or a ball of wilde- fire, there’s no purchafe in mony. O, thou 
art a perpetual] triumph, an cucrlafting bone-fire light, thou haft 
fituedme a thou/and Markes in Linkes and Torches, walking 
with thee in the night, betwixt Tauerne andTauerne: butthe 
fickc that thou baft drunke me, would haue bought me lights as 
good cheapest the dcareft Chandlers in Europe.I haue maintai- 
ned that Salamander ofyours, with fire, any time this two & thir- 
ty y«eres:God reward me for it. 

Bar. Zbloud, I would my face were in your belly. 

Fal, Godamercy, fb (hould /be fore to.be heart- burnt. 

How 
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How now, damePartlet the hen, haue you enquir’d ^ 

yet who pickt my pocket/ _ , , ln * er \°. ’ 

Hof. Why fir Iohn,what do you thinke, fir /ohn. do you think 
/keepe thecues in my houfe / / haue fcarcht, I haue enquired, fo 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruant by feruant: 
the tight of a haire was neucr loft in my houfe before, 

Fa/f. Ye lie, Hoftefle, Bardoil was fhau d and loft many a 
haire; and /le be fworne,my pocket was pickt : go to, you are a 

"/^/."who /? No,/dcfie thee: Gods light.I wasneuercal’dfo 
in mine owne houfe before. 

Falf Go to,l know you well inougb, 

Hof. No, fir Iohn,youdo not know me, fir /ohn:I know you 
fir Iohn,you owe me mony, fir Iohn,and now youpickea quar- 



backe. 

Falf, Doulas, filthy doulas . /haue giuen them away to Ba- 
kers wiues,they haue made boulters of them. 

Hof. Now as /am a true woman, holland ofviij.s. an ell : you 
owe mony here befides,fir /ohn, for your diet, and by drinkings, 
and mony lent you,xxiiij. pound. 

Falf. He had his part ofitjet him pay. 

Hof He/alas,he is poore, he hath nothing. 

Fal. How/poore/looke vpon his face. What call you rich/ le* 
them coyne his nofe, let them coyfie his checkes,Ue not pay a de- 
nyer: what, will you make a yonker of me? fhall /not take mine 
cafe in myne lane, but / fhall haue my pocket pickt?I haue loft a 
fealering of my grandfathers, worth fortiemarkc. 

Hof O /efu! /haue heard the Prince tell him, /know not how 
oft, that that ring was copper. 

Falf How/the Prince is a /acke,a fneak-cup:Zb!dud and he 
were here, /would cudgel! him like a dog, if he would fay fo. 
Enter the Prince marching/tndFa/flalffe meet es hint 
flaying on hie trunchion like a fife. 

Falf How now,lad ? ts the windeinthat doorc Ifaith/rauft we 
all march/ 

Bar. Yea,two,and two , Newgate fafhion, 
t Hof. My Lord, I pray you heare me. 
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Trin. What faieft thou , miftris quickly ? how docth thyhuf- 
band? /loue him well, be is an hone It man. 

Host, Good my Lord heare me. 

Falfi. Prethcc let her alone, and lift to me. 

*Prin: What fay ft thou /acke? 

Falf. The other night, /fell afleepe here, behind the Arras, 
and had my pocket pickcrthis houfe is turn’d bawdy houfc , they 
picke pockets. 

Trin. What didft thou lofe,/acke? 

Falf. Wilt thou belecue me, Hal? three or fourc bonds of for- 
ty pound apiece, and a fcale ring of my grandfathers. 

Trin. A trifle, fome eight penny matter. 

Flojl. So /told him, my Lord, and I laid, I heard your grace 
f»y fo : and my Lord hee fpeakes moft vilely of you, like a fbulc 
mouth’d man, as hei$,and faid he would cudgell you. 

Trinee What he did not? 

HoJ} t There’s neither faith, truth, nor womanhood in me clfe. 

Tal/l. There’s no more faith in thee, then a iftued prune, nor 
no more trueth in thee , then in a drawne foxe ; and for woman- 
hood , maid Marion may bee the deputies wife of the ward to 
thee. Go, you thing, go. 

Hefi. Say, what thing, what thing? 

Fa/ft. What thing ? why, a thing to thankc God on. 

Ho/l, /am nothing to thankeGod on, I would thou fihouldft 
know it , /am an honeft mans wife , and fetting thy knighthood 
afide,thou art a knaue to call me fo. 

Fa/Jl . Setting thy womanhood afide,chou art abeaft to fay o- 
therwife. 



noft. Say, what beaft , thou knaue thou? 

Fa/(l. What beaft? why, a n O tter. 

Petit. An Otter, fir /ohn? whv an Otter? 

Falfl. Why? dice’s neither fiili nor flefli , a man knovves not 
where tohaue her. 

Hoft- Thou art an vniuft man , in faying fo, thou or any man 
knowes where to haue me, thou knaue thou. 

Pm. 1 hou fay ft true, Hoftcfle, and he (launders thee moft 
groflely. 

Hoji, So he doth you, my Lord, and (aid this other day, You 

ought 
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ought him a thoufand pound, 

‘Prince Sirra,doe/oweyouathoufandp6und. 

Falf A thoufand pound, Hal ? a million : thy love is worth a 

million: thou owed me thy loue. 

HoJl. Nay, my Lord, hee cald pou Iackc , and faid hee would 

cudgell you, 

Falf. Did I, Bardoll? 

Ear. Indeed, fir /ohn, you faid fo. 

Falf. Yea, if hefaid my ring was copper. 

Tri. I fay.t’is copper.-dareft thou be as good as thy word now ? 



Lyons whelpe. 

Trin. And why not as the Lyon ? 

Falf. The king himfelfe, is to bee feared as the Lyon : doefl 
thou thinke ile feare thee, as / fearc thy father? nay , and / doe, I 



pray God my girdle breake. 

Pm. O, if it fliould, how would thy guts fall about thy knees? 
but firra, there’s no roorae for faith, trueth , nor honeftie , in this 
bofbme of thine. It is all fill’d vp with guttes, and nudriffe. 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket ? why, thou 
horefon impudent imboft rafcall, if there were any thing in thy 
pocket, but tauerne reckonings, memorandums of bawdy hou- 
fes,and one poore peniworth of Sugar- candie to make thee long 
winded : if thy pocket were inricht with any other iniuries but 
thefc , I am a villaine 5 and yet you will (land to it, you will not 
pocket vp wrong : art thou not afharaed? 

Fal. Doeft thou heare,//?/? thou Icnowft in the (late ofinno- 
cencic, Adam fell , & what fhould poore Iackc Falftalfe do in the 
daies of villany? thou feed , / haue more flefh then another man, 
& therfore more frailty. You confefle then you pickt my pocket. 

Pm, It appeares fo by the ftorie. 

Fal. f/oftdTe, I forgiue thee, goe make ready breakefaft,loue 
thy husband, looke to thy feruants , cherifh thy ghefts.thou (halt 
find mec tradable to any honeft rcafon: thou feeft /am pacified 
ftill : nay, prethec begone. Exit Ho/lejfe. 

Now, Hal, to the newes at Court for therobbery,lad? how is that 
anfwercd? 



Trin. 
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Tm. 0,my fweet beoffe, I mud dill be good angel to thcc 4 
the money is paid backe againc. 

Fal. O, I do not like chat payihgbacke, t’is a double labour. 

Trin. I am good friends with my father, & may do any thing: 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou doeft , and 
doit with vnwalh’t hands too. 

Bar. Do, my Lord. 

c J>rm. 1 haue procured thee , Iacke, a charge of foote. 

Fal. I wonldithad becne ofhorfe. Where fhall I finde one 
that can fieale well?0,for a fine thiefe ofthe age of xxii.or there-, 
aboutsj lam haiuoufly vnprouided. Well, God bethankedfor 
thefc rebels, the)' offend none butthevertuous-, Ilaude them, I 
prayfethem. Prin. Bardoll. Tar. My Lord. 

Pr'm. Go, bcare this letter to Lord Iohn of Lancafter, 

To my brother John, this, to my Lord of Weftnaerland. 

Go, Pcto,to horfe,for thou and / 

Hauethirtie miles toride ycte’re dinner time: 

Iacke, mectc me to morrow in the temple hall 
At two a docke in the afternoons, 

There fhaltthou know thy charge, and thcrcrcceiue 
Money and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy ftands on high, 

And either we or they muft lower lie. 

Fal , Rare words, braue world. HoflcfTe, my breakefaft.come, 
Oh, I could wifh this T auerne were my drum. Fxcunt. 

Enter Hot (pur, Wercefer^ and Douglas. 

Hot. Well faid, my noble Scot, if fpeaking trueth 
In this fineage were not thought flattery, 

Such attribution fhould the Douglas haue. 

As not a fbuldier of this feafbns ftampe. 

Should go fb generall currant through the world: 

By God, I cannot Hatter, I defic 

The tongues of foothers, but a braucr place 

In my hearts loue hath no roan then your felfe: 

Nay, taske me to my word, approue me,Lord* 

Douglas. Thou art the King of honour, ' 1* 

No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground, 

Bu 1 1 will beard him. Enter one with letters. 

Hot. 
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Hot. Do fo, and t’is well :■ What letters haft thou there ? I 
but thankeyou. 

Mef. Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him? why comes he not bimfclfe/ 

Mef. He cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuous ficke. 

Hot. Zounds, how hnz he the leifure to be ficke 
Infuchaiuftling time? who leads his power? 

Vnder whofc gouernment come they along ? 

Trlef. His letters bearcs his mind, not 1 his mind, 

War. I prethce,tell me, doth he keepc his bed? 

~Mef. He did, my Lord, foure daies ere I fee forth, 

And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much feard by his Phifitions. 

tVor. I would the Hate of time had firft bin whole, 
Erehebyfickncshad binvifited : 

His health was neucr better worth then now. 

Hot. Sicke no w,droope now, this ficknes doth infeft 
The very Iife-bloud of our enter prife, 

T’is catching hither,eucn to ourcampe: 

He writes me here, that inward fickneflc. 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foonc be dra wne,nor did he thinkc it tneete, 

To lay fo dangerous and deare a truft 
On any fbule rcmou’d,but on his owne. 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertifement , 

That with our fmall coniun£lion,wc fhould on. 

To fee how fortune is di fpos’d to vs: 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaufe the King is certainely pofleft 
Ofall our purpofes: what fay you to it? 

War. Your fathers fieknesisamaimetovs. 

Hot. A perilous gafh, a very limme lopt off, 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Secmesmore, then we flrall find it •• were it good, 

T o fet the exaft wealth ofall our ftates. 

All at one caft. ? to fet fo rich a maine. 

On the nice hazzard ofone doubtfull hours, 

It were not good,for therein fhould we readc 
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The very botome and the foulc of hope, 

The very lift, the very vtmoft bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Doug, Faith, and fo we fhould, 

■Where now remaines a fvveete reuerfion, 

Wc may boldly fpend.vpon the hope, of what t'is to come in 
A comfort of retirementliues in this. 

Hot. Arandeous.ahometo flievnto, 

Jfthat the Diuell and mischance looke big 
Vpon the maiden - head of our affaires. 

Wor. But yet / would your father had bene here* 

The qualitie and haire of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion.it will be thought 
By fome.that know not why he is away, 

That wifedome, loyalty, and meere diltike 
Orour proceedings, kept the Earle from hence* 

And thinkcjhow fuch an apprehenfion 
May tame the tide offcarefull faftion, 

And breedc a kinde of queftion in our caufe: 

For .well you know, we of the offring fide, 

Mufl keepe aloofe from drift arbitrement , 

Aqd ftopall fight-holes.euery loope.from whence 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs. 

This abfence of your fathers drawes a curtaine. 

That fhewes the ignorant, a kinde of feare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. Youftrainetoofar. 

/rather of his abfence make this vie, 

7t lends aluftre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your great enterprize. 

Then if the Earle were here:for men mufl thinke. 

If we without his helpecan make a head 
To pufli againft a kingdome, with his hclpe 
We lhall or turneit,topfic ttiruy downe. 

Yet all goes well, yet all our ioynts are whole. 

Doug. As heart can thinke, there is not fuch a word 
SpokeofinScotland,a$ thistearmc of feare. 

Enter Sir Vernon. 
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Hot. MycoofenVcrnon,welcomebymyfoulc. 

Ver. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord. 
The Earle of \VeftmerIand,feuen thoufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherwards, vvithPrince Iohn. 

Hot. No harme,what more? 

Ver. Andfurther/hauelearnd, 

The King hirafelfe in perlon hath fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpedily, 

With ftrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He fhall be welcome too: where is Ins forme, 

The nimble footed madcap, Prince of Wales/ 

And his Cumrades, that daft the world afidc, 
Andbiditpaffc/ 

Ver. All furnilht, all in Armes: 

All plumdc like Eftridgcs, that with the winde 
Baited like Eagles hauing lately bath’d. 

Glittering in golden coates like images. 

As full offpirit as the month pf May, 

And gprgeous as the funne at Midfbmcr, 

V/anton as youthful! goates,wilde as yong buls: 

Ilaw yong Harry with his bcuer on. 

His cuflics on his thighs, gallantly armde. 

Rife from the ground like feathered Mercury,’ 

And vaulted with luch cafe into his feat. 

As if an Angell dropt downe frbra the clouds. 

To turne and wind a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world withnoblehorfcmanfhip. 

Hot, No more.no more,worfe then the fun in March, 
This praife doth nourifh agues, letthem come, 

They come like facrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-cyd maid of fmoky war. 

All hot and bleeding will we offer then* 

The mailed Mars fhall on his altars fit 
Vp to the cares in bloud. I am on fire 
T o heare this rich reprizall is fo nigh. 

And yet not ours:Come,let metalce my horfe, 

Who is to beareme like a thunderbolt, 

Againft th* bofomc of the Prince of Wales, 
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Harry to Harry.ftiall not horfc to horfe 
Meete,andne’re part, till one drop downeacoarlcfc 
OKihatGlendower were come. 

Her. T here is more newes, 

I learnd in Worceftcr, as I rode along, 

He can drawc his power this fomteene daies. 

Dong. T hat's the worft tidwgs,that 1 heare of it. 

IV or. 1 by my faith jtli it hearts afroftie found. 

Hot. What may the Kings whole battell reach vnto? 
fer. To thirty thoufand. 

Hot. Fcrtieletitbe, 

My father and Giendower being both away, 

The powers of vs may (erne fo great a day. 

Come let vs take a mutter fpe eddy, 

Doomcs day is necre, die all,die merily. 

Doug. T alke not of dying,/ am out offeare 
Of death or deaths hand, for this one halfe yearc. Exeunt, 

Enter Falftatffe andBardoll. 

Talf. Bardoll, get thee before to Coucntry, fill me a bottle of 
facke,our fouldiours (hall march through. Wee’le to Sutton cop- 
hill to night. ^ 

Bar. Will you giue me money, Captaine? " 

Tal. Lay out,!ay out. 

Bar. This bottle makes an angell. 

Tal. And if it do, take it for thy labour, and if it make twen- 
ty, take them all , Ileanfwcrethecoynage, bid my Liuctenant 
Peto meeteme at Townes end. 

Bar. I will, Captaine, farewell. Exit. 

Tal. Iflbealhamed ofmyfouldiers , /am a fow ft gurnet,! 
haue mifufed the Kings prefle damnably . 1 haue got in ex- 
change of 150 fouldiers, 5CO. and odde pounds . I prefle me 
none" but good houfkoldcrs , Yeomens fonnes , inquire me out 
contrafted batchelers , fuch as had bcene askt twice ©n the 
bancs , f.tch a commodity of warrne flaucs, as had as lieue heare 
the Diuell as a drurome , fuch as feare the report ofa Caliuer, 
worfe then a ftrooke foule,or a hurt wild-dtt cke:7 preft me none, 
but fuch tofts and butter, with heattes in their bellies no bigger 
then pins heads , and they haue bought out their fcruices , and 
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now my whole charge confiftsof Ancients , Corporals , Lieu- 
tenants, gentlemen of companies, flaucs as ragged as Lazarus in 
the painted doth , where the gluttonsdogs licked hi* fores : and 
fuch as indeede were neuer fouldiers, but difearded , vniuft fer- 
uingmen, yonger fonnes to yongcr brothers, reuoltcd tapfters, 
andO fliers tradefalne, the cankers of a calme world, and a long 
peace, ten times mere difhonourablc ragged, then an old fazdc 
ancient , and fuch haue I to fill vp the roomes of them as haue 
bought out their fcruices, that you would thinke, that / had a hun- 
dretfand fiftie tottered prodigals , lately come from fwine-kee- 
ping.from eating draffe and huskes. A maddefellowmettcmee 
ontne way, and told me / had vnloaded all the gibbets and preft 
the dead bodies. No eie hath feene fuch skar- crowes. lie not 
martch through Couentricwiththem, that’s flatte: nay, and the 
villaines march wide betwixt the legs , as if they had gyues on, 
forindeede, /hadthemoft of them outof prifon, thcre’snota 
fliirte and a halfe in all my company, and the halfe fini te is two 
napkins tack’t together , rand throwne ouer the fhouldcrs like a 
Heralds coate without fleeues, and the ftiirte, to fay thetrueth, 
ftolnefrommy hoftat S. Albones, or the red nofe Inkecper of 
Dauintry, but that’s all one, thci’lcfinde linnen enough on eue- 
ry hedge. 

Enter the Prince , And the Lord of IVeftmerland. 

Prin. How now, blowne lacker how now , quilt/ 

Tal. What, Hall how now, mad wag l what a diuel doft thou 
in WnrwickcOnre? My good L.of Weftmerland,/cry you mer- 
cie, 1 thought your honour had already bene at Shrewcsburie. 

Weft. Faith, fir /ohn,t'is more then time that 1 were there, and 
you too, but my powers arc there already: the king /can tell you, 
lookes for vsall, wc mud away all night. 

Talf. T ut, neuer feareme, /am as vigilant as a Cat , to fteale 
Creame, 

Prin. I thinke to fteale Creame indeed , for thy theft hath al- 
ready made thee butter : but tell me , Iacke, whofe fellowes are 
thefe that come after? 

Talf. Mine, Hal, mine, 

Prin. I did neuer fee fuch pitiful! rafeals, 

Talf. Tut, tut, good inough to tofle, foode for powder, food 
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for powder', thei’le fill a pit as wellas better': tudutian, mortal! 

mcn.mortallmcn, - - , , 

Weft. /, but,firIohn, roe thinkes they arc exceeding poorc 

and bare: too beggarly. . , 

TaI. Faith , for their pouertie, I know not where they had that: 
and for their barenefte, fain fure they neucr learnt that of me. 
•Pru No.ile be fworne.vnleffe you call three fingers on the ribs 

bare;but fi’rra, make hafte, Percy is already in the field, Exit. 

Falf What, is the king incamp’t? 

mft. He is, fir Iohn, /feare we (hall flay too long. 

EaIL Well, to the latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a 
feaft, fits a dull fighter, and a kecne guefi. Exeunt. 

Enter HotjpttrJVorceflcr , Douglas t and Vermin. 

Hot. Wcc’le fight with him to night. 

Wor. /tmaynotbe. 

Doug/. You giue him then aduantage. 
fer. Not a whit. 

Hot. Why, fay you forlookcshe not for fupply? 

Ver. So do we. , 

Hot ♦ His is ccr tame, ours is doubtiull. 

}Yor . Good coofen be aduifde, ftir not to night. 

Vcr> Do not, ray Lord. 

^Doug. You doe not counfell well: 

You Ipeake it out of feare, and cold heart. 

Ver. Do me no (lander, Dou glas, by my life, 

And / dare well mainraine it with my life j 
7f well refpe&ed honor bid me on, 

/.hold as little counfell with weake feare. 

As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day liucs : 

Let befeene to morrow in the battell, which of vs fear es, 

Yea, or to night. Ver. Content. 

Hot. To night, fay /. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much, being men of fuch great leading as you are, 
That you forefee not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : certainc horfe 

Of my coofcn Vernons arc not yet come rp, 
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YourVnckle Worcefters horfes came but to day, 

And now their pride and mettall is afleepe. 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a horfe is halfe thehalfeof faimfelfe. 

Hot. So are the horfes of the enemie. 

In gencrall iourney bated and brought low: 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

tVer. Thcnumbcrof the king exceedeth our: 

For Gods fake, coofen, ftav till all come in. 

The trumpet founds a parley. Enter fir W liter Blunt. 
Blunt, /come with gracious offers from the king, 

/f you vouchfafc me hearing, and refpeft. 

Hot. Welcome, fir Walter Blunt: and would to God 
You were of our determination; 

Some of vs loueyou well, and euenthofcfome 
Enuie your great deferuings and good name, 

Becaufe you are not of our qualitie, 

But (land againft vs like an enemie. 

Blunt: Arid God defend, but (till I (hould (land (b, 

So long as out of limit and true rule 
You (land againft anoynted Maieftie. 

But to my charge. The king hath fent to know 
The nature of your grieues, and whereupon 
You coniurefrom the bread of ciuill peace, 

Such bold ho ftilitie, teaching his dutiousland 
Audacious crueltie. If that the king 
Haue any way your good deferts forgot, 

Which he conf effeth to be manifold. 

He bids you name your grieues, and with all (peed. 

You (hall haue your defires with intereft 
And pardon abfolute for your felfe, and thefe 
Herein raided by your (uggeftion. 

Hot, The king is kind: and well we know, the king 
Knowesatwhat time to promife, when to pay : 

My father, my vnckle, and my felfe, 

Did giue him that fameroyaltie he wcarcs, 

And when he was not fixe and twentie ftrong, . 

Sickc in the worldes reOMrrh wretched and low. 
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Apoorc vnminded outlaw fneaking home. 

My father gauc him welcome to the ft ore: 

And when he heard him fweare and vow to God, 
He came but to be Duke of Lancafter, 

To fue his liuery, and beg his: peace 

With tearcsof innocencie, and tearmes of zeale, 

My father in kind heart and pittie mou’d, 

Swore him afTi (lance, and perform'd it too. 

Now, when the Lords and Barons of the realme, 
Perceiu’d Northumberland did lcane to him, 

T he more and le(Te came in with cap and knee, 
Met him in Boroughs,Cities, V lllages, 

Attended him on bridges, flood in lanes. 

Laid gift es before him, proffer’d him their oathes, 
Gaue him their heir cs, as Pages followed him, 
Euen at the hceles, in golden multitudes. 

He prefently, as greatneffe knowes itfelfe. 

Steps me a little higher then his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poore, 
Vpon thenaked ftore at Rauenfpurgh, 

And now forfooth takes on him to reforme 
Some certaine ediffs, and feme (freight decrees 
Thatlietoohcauieon the Common-wealth, 
Cries out vpon abufes, feemes to weepe 
Ouer his Countric wrongs, and by this face, 

This feeming brow of iufticc, did he wione 
The hearcs of all that he did angle for: 

Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 
Of all the fauourites that the abfent king 
In deputation left behind him here. 

When he was pcrfonall in the /rifh warre. 

Blunt. Tut, /came not to heare this. 

Hot , Then to the point. 

In ftort time after, he depos’d© the King, 

Soone after that, depriu’d him of his life, 
Andintheneckeof that.task’t the whole ftate: 
To make that worfe, fuffred liis kinfman March, 
(Who is, if euery owner were well plac’d, 
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Indeede his King) to be ingag’d in Wales, 

There without ranfomrt©4^forfated, 

Difgrac’t me in my happy viflories, 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated mine vnckle from the counfell boord. 

In ra*c difmifd my father from the Court, 

Broke othe on othe, committed wrong on wrong, 
And in conclufion, drouc vs to feeke out 
This head offafetie, and withall to prie 
Into his title, the which we find 

Too indireft for long continuance. 

•Blunt Shall I returnc this anfwere to the King? 
Hot. Not fo,fir Walter. Wec’le withdraw a wnilc. 
Go to the King,and let there be impawnd 
Some furetie for a fafe returne againe, 

And in the morning early (hall my vnckle 
Bring him our purpofes/and Co farewell. 

B/rnt I would you would accept of grace and loue. 
Hot. And may be,fo we ftall. 

’Blunt Pray God you do. 

Enter Archbifhop of Tor ke, and (jr Trlighell. 
Arch, Hie, good fir Mighell.beare this fealed briefe 
With winged hade to the Lord Marftall, 

This to my coofen Scroopc,and all the red 
To whom they are direfted. Ifyouknew 
How much they do import, you would make hade. 

Sir M, My good Lord, I geffe their tenor. 

Arch , Like enough you do. 

To morrow, good fir Mighell,is a day, 

Wherein, die fortune of ten thoufand men 
Mud bide thetouch.Forfir,at Shrewsbury, 

As I am truly giuen to vnderdand, 

The King with mighty and quicke railed power, 
Meetes with Lord Harry: And lfeare,fir Mighell, 
What with the fickneffe of Northumberland. 

Whofe power was in the firft proportion, 

And what Owen Glcndowers abfence thence, 

Who with them was a rated fiiiew too, 
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And comes notin,ouer-ru!de by prop! 

I fcare, tbe power of Percy is too vveake. 

To wage an inftant triall with the King. 

Sir Trl. Why, my good Lord, 

Thereis Douglas, and. 

Arch. No, Mcrtii 
SirM. But there is. 

And there is my Lord i 
Of gallant warriours, noble geni 
Arch. And fo there is,but yeti 
The fpeciall head of all the land together. 

The Ptincc of VVatcs, Lord Iohnof Lancafter, 

The noble Wcftmerland, and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuals and deare men 
Of eftimation,and command in armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not , my L. they ihall be well 
Arch. 1 hope no Idle, yet, needful! tis to fear 
And to preuent the woi ft, fir Mighell, fpeede 
For if Lord Percy thriue not,e’re the king 
DifmifTehis power, he mcanes to vifit vs. 

For he hath heard of our confederacy, 

And,tisbut wifedome,to makeftrong again!! him: 

Therefore make hafte, I mu ft go write againe 
T o other friends, and fo farewell, fir Mighell. Exeunt . 

Enter the King, 'Prince of Wales, Lord Iohn of Lancafter, Lark 
of Wcftmerland, Sir Walter Blunt, and Fa/ftalfe. 

King. How bloudily the funne begins to pcare.,. 

Aboue yon busky hill, the day lookes pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Trin. The Southeren wind 
Do}h play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And,by the hollow whittling in.the leaues, 

Foretels a tempeft and hfeiuftrihg day, m.r. uA ad \ 
King. Then, with thelpfersletitfimpathize). ‘it?/ 

Fornothing canfcCme'foulcto tbofe that winne. 
f he trumpet founds. Enter Wor ce ft er. 

King. How noyv, my Lord of Worceftcr? t’is not vycU, 
Thatyouandlftiould triccte'V.ponfHch tearmcs ; b .. 



Henry the fourth. 

At now wemeete. You haue decern'd our truft, 

And made vs doffe our eafie robes of peace, 

To crufh our oldlimmesin vngentle ftcelc.* 

This is not welhmy Lord, this is not well, 

W hat fav you to it? vvjI I you againe vnknit 
This churTifh knot of all abhorred war? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue a fail e and naturall light, 

And be no more an exhal'd meteor, 

A prcdigieoffeare,and a portent 
O f broched mifehiefe to the vnborne times? 

Wor. Heai e me, my Liege.* 

For mine owne part,! could be well content, 

To entertaine the lag end of my life 
With quiet houres.Forl proteft, 

Jhaue not fought the day of this dillike. 

King You haue not fought it : how comes it then? 

Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it, 

* Prin. Peace, chewet, peace. 

Wor. It pleas’d your Maieftie to turne your lookes 
Offauour,from my fclfe, and all our houfc. 

And yet I muft remember you, my Lord: 

We were the firft and deareft ofyour friends. 

For you my ftaflfe of office did I breake 
In Richards time, and ported day and night 
To meete you on the way, and kiffe your hand, 

When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing fo ftrongand fortunate as I. 

It was my felfe,my brother and his fonne. 

That brought you home,and boldly did outdatc 
The dangers of the time. Y ou fworc to vs. 

And you did fweare that othe at Dancaftcr, 

That you did nothing purpofe gainft the ftate. 

Nor claime no further , then your new falne right, 
The Late of Gaunt, Dukedome of Lancafter: 

T o this, we fworc our aid:but in fliort fpace 
It raind downe fortune fhowring on your head, 

And fitch a floud of greatneffe fell on you, 





1' he Hitiorie ef 

What with om ’ e,wbat with the abfcnt King, 
What wit 1 '- es of a wanton time, 

Thefe ' .i il l .ces that you had borne, 

And c.'.e concrarious winds that held the king 
So long in his vnluckie Iriflt wars, 

That all in England did repute him dead: 

And from this fwanne of faire aduantages. 

You tooke occafion ro be quickly wooed 
To gripe the gcneraii fway into your hand, 

Forgot your othe to vs at Dancaftcr, 

And being fed by v$,you vs’d vs fo, 

As that vngcntle gull the Cuckowcs bird 
"VTeth the fparrow, did opprefle our neaft, 

Grew by our feeding to fo great a bulke, 

That cuen our loue durft not come neere your fight, 
Forfeareof fwa!Iowing:but with nimble wing 
We were cnforc’t for fafetie fake,to flie 
Out of your fight, and raife this prefent head. 
Whereby we ftand oppofed by fuch meancs, 

As you your felfe haue forg’d againft your felfc 
By vnkind vfage,dangerous countenance, 

And violation ofall faith and troth 
S worne to vs in your yonger enterprize. 

King. Thefe things indeede you haue articulate. 
Proclaimed at market Crofles, read in Churches, 
To face the garment of rebellion, 

With fome fine colour that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle changelings-and poorc difeontents, 
Which gape and rub the elbow at the newes- 
Of hurly burly innouation, 

And neuer yet did infurrc&ion want 
Such water colours, to iropaint his caufe, 

Nor moody beggars,ftaruingfor a time, 
Ofpellmell hauockeand confufion. 

‘ Prin . In both your armies there is many a foule. 
Shall pay fulldearely for this encounter, 

/fonce they ioyne in tryall,tell your nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth ioyne with all the world 






Henrie the fourth. A-v 

In praifeof Henry Percy, by my hopes, 

This prefent enterprife fet of his head, 'S-g£X 

I doe not thinke a brauer Gentleman, > c,r 

More aftiue, more valiant , or more valiant yong, • • " > r 

More daring, or more bold is now aliuc, 

To »race this latter age with noble deedes : 

For my part, I may fpeakc it to my fhatne, 

I haue a trewant been to chiualrie, 

And (o Iheare, he doth account me too; 

Yet this before my fathers Maieftie, 

I am conterit that he (hall take theoddes 
Of his great name and eftimation. 

And will, to faue the blood on ey ther fide. 

Try fortune with him, in fingle fight. 

Kin. And Prince of Wales, fo dare we venture thee. 

Albeit, confidcrations infinite 

Do make againft it : No good Worceftcr, no: 

We loue our people well, eucn thofe we loue. 

That are mifled vpon your coofcns part, 

And will they take the offer of our Grace, 

Both he, and they and you, yea cuery man .< 

Shall be my friend againe,and ile be his. ' • 

So tell your coofen, and bring me word 
What he will doe. But if he will not yeeld. 

Rebuke and dread correction wait on vs, 

And they (hall doe their office. So be gone: 

We will not now be troubled with replie, 

We offer faire, take it aduifedly. IxitWorceJler . 

Prin. It will not be accepted on my life. 

The Douglas and the Hotfpurboth together, 

Are confident againft the world in arises. 

King. Hence therefore, euery leader to his charge. 

For on their anfwere will we fet on them, 

And God befriend vs, as our caufe is iuft. Exeunt: rnanent 
Fa/. Hal, if thou fee me downe in the battell Prin.FAlft, 

And beftride me,fo,t’is a poynt of friendfhip. 

Prin. Nothing but a ColofTus can doe thec that friendfhip. 
Say tby prayers, and farewell, 

1 3 Fal. 
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The HUtrnie tf 

J-'aif. 1 would it were bed time, Hal, and all well. 

Erin, Why? thou owefi: God a death. 

Falf. T’is not due yet , / would be loath to pay him before his 
day : what neede / bee lb forward with him that cals not on mcc? 
Well, t’is no matter, honor pricks me on : yea , but how if honor 
pricke me off when I co>rncon ? hoyv thenkan honor fet to a leg? 
no : or an armer no:or take away tbegriefe of a vyound ? nojho- 
nor hath no skill in forgery then/ng : VV hat is honour/ a wordc: 
what is in that word honor/vvhat is that honout Zaire : a trim rec- 
koning. Who hath it / he that dyed a VVcdnefday : doth he fee'e 
it /no : doth he hearcit/no : t’isinfenfible the,n?yea: to the dead: 
but will it not liue with the liuing7.no : why/ detraction will not 
fufFer it , therefore ile none of it, honour is, a mecrc skutchion, 
and fo ends roy Catcchifme, Exit. 

Enter Wor cefler and fir FfchardVernon 
Wor. O no, my nephew mult not 
The liberall kind offer of the kin». 

F’er. T’were hcfthcdii’ 

Wor. Then are we all 
7t is not poffib'e : it cannot be, 

The king (hould keepe his word inlouing 
He will fufpeft vs {fill, and finde a time 
To puniflvtbis offence in other faultcs, 

Suppofition,all our Hues, fhall be ftucke 
For treafon is but trufled like the Foxe, 

Who neuerfo tame, fo cherifh t and lock’ 

Will baue a wild tricke of his ancefiers 
Looke how we can, or fad or 
Interpretation will mifquote < 

And we fhall feede like oxen at a {fall, 

The belter cherifht, ff ill the neerer death. 

My nephewes trefpafie may be well. forgot, 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heat of blood, 

And at) adopted name of prhnlcdge, 

Ahair-braind Hptfpur gouemed by afpleene: 

All his offences liue vpon my head 
And onhis fathers, Wc did trainehim on, 

Arid his corruption being tane from vs, 

W 



Henrie the fourth. 

We as the fpring of all, fhall pay for all: 

Therefore good coofen, let not Harry know; 

/n any cafe the offer of the king. Enter Hot fpur. ■ 

Ve. Dcliuer what you wil,i!e fay t’is Co. Here comes your coofen. 
Hot , My vnckle is return’d. 

Dcliuer vp my Lord of Weftnaerland, 

Vnckle, what newes, 

IVsr. The King will bid you battell prefently, 

Doug. Defie him by the Lord of Wcflmerland. 

Hot. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him fo, 

Doug. Marry and fhall, and very willingly. Exit Dc»^ 

Wor. There is nofeeming mercy in the king. 

Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid. 

Wor, 1 told him gently of our grieuances. 

Of his oath-breaking, which he mended thus. 

By now forfwearing that he is forfworne. 

He calls vs rebels, traitors, 'and will fcourge 

With hawtiearmcSjthis hateful! name in vs. Enter Doug, 

. Doug. Arme, gentlemen^ to armes:for I haue throwne 
A braue defiance in king Henries teeth, 

And Weflmetlandthat wasingag’d did beare it. 

Which cannot chufe but bring him quickly on. 

Wor. The Prince of Wales flept forth before the king, 

And, nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrel! lay vpon our heads. 

And that no man might draw fhort breath to day. 

But I and Harry Monmouthrtell me, tell me, 

How fhewd his. talking / feerad it in contempt/ 

Ver. No, by myfoule, I neuer in my life 
Did he3re a challenge vrg’d more modeftly, 

V nlefTe a brother fhould a brother dare 
To gentle exercife and proofe of Armes, 

He gaue you all the duties of a man, ; 

Trim d vp your prayfes with a Princely tongue, 

Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, . j ■ 

Making you cuer better then his.praife, 

By ftil! difpraifing praife, valued with you: 

And which became him like aPririceindeed. 
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He made a blu thing citall of himfelfc. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace, 

As if hemaftred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftantly: 

There did he pauftjbut let me tell the world. 

If he outline theenuieof this day, 

England did neuer owe fo fweete a hope. 

So much mifeonftrued inhis wantonneffe. 

Hoi. Coofcn, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his fo'lics : neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fb wild alihertie: 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

1 will imbracc him with a fouldiers arme. 

That he (hall (hrinke vnder my courtefic. 

Arme, arme with fpeed, and fellowes, fouldiers, fiiendes, 
Better confider what you haue to doe, 

That I that haue not well the gift of tongue 
Can lift your blood vp with perfwafion. Enter a mefenger. 

Tvlef. My Lord, here arc letters for you. 

Hot. 1 cannot reade them now. 

O, Gentlemen, the time of life is (hort: 

To fpend that fhortnesbafely.werc too long, 

If life did ride vpon a dials point, 

Still ending at the arriiiall of an houre, 

And if weliue, we liue to tread on kings, 

/f die, braue death, when princes die with vs. 

Now for our conferences, thearmes arefaire, 

When the intent of bearing them isiuft, Enter Another. 
Mef. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 
Hot. I thanke him, that he. cuts me from my tale : 



For /profeffe not talking, oncly this, 

Leteach man doe his bell: and heredraw/a (word, 

Whofe temper I intend to fbine 

With the beft blood that I can meet withall, 

In theaduentureof this petillous day. 

Now efperance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the loftie inftruments of war, 

And by that mufickc let vsrtll embrace, 










Henry the fourth, 

F orheauen to earth, fome of vs neuer (hall 
A fecond time do fuch a courtefie. 

Here they embrace , the trumpets found, the King enters with his 
power, alarms to the battell \ then enter Douglas, and Sir tV, al- 
ter 'Blunt, 

Blunt What is thy name, that in battel! thus thou crorteft me. ? 
What honour doff thou feeke vpon my head? 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas, 

And I do haunt thee in the battell thus, ; 

Becaufe fome tell me that thou art a King. 

Blunt They tell thee true. 

Doug. The Lord of Stafford deare to day hath bought 
Thylikene(Te,forin dead of thee, King Harry, 

This fword hath ended him,fo (hall it thee, 

VnieflTe thou yeclde thee as my prifoner. 

Blunt I was not borne a yeelder, thou proud Scot: 

And thou (halt find a king that willreuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight , Douglas kfls Blunt, then enter Hotfpur. 

Hot. O Douglas,hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot, 

Doug. Als done,als won.-herc breathles lyes the king. 

Hot . Where? Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, D ouglas. ? no, I know this face full well, 

Agallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 

Scmblably furnifht like the king himfclfe. 

Doug. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wertaking? 

Hot. The king hath many marching in his coates. 

Doug. Now bymy fword, I will kill all his coatcs- - 
He murthcr all his wardrobe, piece by piece, 

Vntill /meete the King. Hot. Vp,and away, 

Ourfouldiours Band full fairely for the day. 

Alarme, Enter Faiftatjfefolus. 

Fal, Though I could fcape (hot- free at London , I feare the 
(hot here, here’s no fcoring but vpon the pate.Soft,who are you? 
fir Walter Blunt, thcr’s honor for you, here’s no vanity : I am as 

K hot 



’jtt&JErEizruBKrzpj&EJzrdrz 



I 



HI 















m*. 



















i ne ntfione oj 

Jiotas molten lead,and as heauy too .• God I<cepelead out ofme, 
/necde no more weight then mine ownc bowels . I hauc led my 
ra<* ofMuffins where they arc pepperd : there’s not three of roy 
j 50. left aline, and they are for the tovvncs end , to beg during 
Jjfe:but who comes here? Enter the Prince, 

Erin, Wiiatjfhndfl: thou idle here? lenamethy fvvord/ 

"Manv a noble man lies fiarke and fhffe, 

Ynderthc hootics ofvaunliqg enemies, 

Whofedeaths arc yet vnreueng’d . i pretheelend me thy fwoid'. 

fa/, O Haljlprctheegiue me leaue to breathe a while: Turke 
Gre^ovy neucr did fuch deeds in armes, as 1 hauc done this day, 

1 hauc paid Percy, I bane made hire hire, 

'Pfin He is indeed, and lining to kill thee, 

2 prethee lend me thy fwerd. 

* Pal, Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be aliue, thou getftr.o! 
my (word, but take my pifloll if thou wilt, 

' Erin. Giue i: me:what. ? is it in the cafe ? 
fal, I Haljt’is hot, t is hot, there’s that will ft eke a Citie. 

The Prince dr awes it out, and finds it to be a bottle of [ache. 

Erin. What? is it a time to icaft and dally now/ 

Pie thro vccs the bottle at him. Exit. 

Fed. Well, if Percy be aliue , /le pierce him , if he do come in 
my way : fo, if he do not,if / come in his willingly let him make a 
Carbonado of me, I like not fuch grinning honour as fir Walter 
hathtgiue me life, which if I can faue,(b;if not, honour comes vn~ 
lookt for,and there’s an end. 

Alar me, ex cur fops , Fitter the Kino, the Prince. Lord lohn 
of Lane after,, and Earle ofWeftmerlaud. 

King. I prethee Harry, withdraw thyfclfe; thou blccdcft too 
much, Lord fohn of Lancafter, go you with him. 

P. Iohn. Not 1 .my Lord, vnlcfle ] did blccde too. 

Pnn. 1 bcfeech your Maitftie make vp, 

Leaftyour retirement do amaze your friends. (tent. 

King I will do fo : my Lord or Weft merland, lead him to his 
Weft, Come, my Lord,lIe leadyou to your tent. 

Erin, Lead me, my Lord?/ do not necde your helpe, 

And God forbid a. fhallow (cratch fhould driiie 

The 
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Henry the fourth. 

The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this. 

Where ftain’d nobilitie lies troden on, 

And rebels armes triumph in maflacres. 

[eh. We breathe too long, come, coofen Weftmerland 
Ourdueiie this way lies : For Gods fake come. 

p y in. By God, thou haft deceiu’d me, Lancafler, 

I did - not thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpirit: 

Before, Ilou’dtheeasabrolher, Iohn, 

But now, I doe refpeft thee as my foule. 

King. I favv him hold Lord Percy at thepoynt, 

With fu flier maintenance, then / did lookc for 
Of fuch ail vngrowne warrior. 

Prin. O , this boy len ds mettali to vs all. Exit. 

Tong. Another king, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Douglas, fatall to all thofe 

That weare thofe colours on them. What art thou 

Thatcounterfetfttheperfonof a king? 

Kin. The king himfelfe, who Douglas grieues at heart, 
So many of his fliadowes thou haft met 
And not the very king:I haue two boyes 
SeekePcrcie and thy felfc about the field. 

But feeing thou fal’ft on me fo luckily, 

I will a (lay thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Doug. Ifeare thou art another countcrfet, 

And yet, in faith, thou beareft thee like a king, 

But mine, /am fure, thou art, who er’e thou be: 

And thus /winne thee. 

They fight, the King being in danger, Enter Prince of Walts, 
Vriu. Hold vp thy head, vile Scot, or theu art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe, the fpirits 
Of valiant Shctly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my armes: 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee. 

Who neucr proinifeth, but he rncanes to pay. 

They fight, Douglas flieib. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfcy hath forfuccourfent. 

And fo hath Cliftoniile to Clifton ftraight. 

King, Stay, and breathe avvhile: ' 

K 1 T 
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The Hiftorie of 

Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion, 

And ftiew’d thou rnakeft foine tender of my life, 
In this faire refeue thouhift brought to me. 

Pm. O God, they did me too much iniuric, 
That euer faid, I harkened for your death. 

Ifit were fo, /might haue let alone 
The infulting hand of Douglas ouer you, 

Which would haue bene as fpeedy in your end, 



They wound my thoughts, worfc then thyfword my flefti 
But thought’s the flaue of life, and life times foolc. 

And timethat takes furuay of all the world, 

Muft haue a flop. O, I could prophecie, 



But that the earth and cold hand of death 
Lies on my tongue : no Percy, thou art duff 
And food for 

Prin. For wormes*, braue Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 
711 wenu’d ambition, how much art thou fhruncke? 

When that this body did containca fpirit, 

A kingdonte for it was too fmali a bound, 

But now two paces of the vileft earth 
Is rootne inough ; this earth that bearcs the dead, 

Beares not aliue fo flout a gentleman. 

If thou wertfenfible of curtefie, 

I fhould not make fo greatafhewof zcale: 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euenin thy behalfeilc thankemy felfe, 

For doing thefe faire rites of tenderneffe. 

Adiew, and take thy praife with thee to heauen, 

Thy ignominy fleepe with thee in thegraue, 

But not remembredin thy Epitaph, 

He ffieth F alftalffe on the ground. 

What, old acquaintance! could not all this flefli 
Keepe in a little life poore Iacke, farewell, 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man. 

O, I fhould haue a heauy miffe of thee. 

If I were much inloucwithvanitie: 

Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day, 

Though many dearer, in this bloody fray. 

/nbowel ’d will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. Exit. 

T alftalffe rifeth up. 

Pal. Inbowel’d?if thou inbowell me to day ,ilegiueyouleaue 
to powder mee and eate me too to morrow. Zblood , t’was time 
to counterfet , or that hot termagant Scot had paid mee foot and 
lot too, Counterfet ? I lie , /am no counterfet i to die is to be a 
wunterfet, for hec is but the counterfet of a man, who hath not 



As all the poifonous potions in the world, 

And fau’d the trcchcrous labour of your fonne. 

King. Make vp to Clifton, lie to S. Nicholas Gawfcy. Exit Ki 
Enter Hot fur. 

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

Prin, Thou fpeakft,as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is H arry P ercy. 

Tm. Why, then /fee a very valiant rebell of that name; 

I am the Prince of VVales.and thinke not, Percy, 

T o (lure with me in glory any more.* 

T wo ftars keepe not their motion in one fphere, 

Nor can one England brookea double raigne 
OfHarry Percy, and the Prince ofVVales. 

Hot. Now,fhali it, Harry? for the home is come. 

To end the one of vs,and would to God 
Thy name in armes, were now as great as mine. 

Trw. /le make it greater, e re I part from thee, 

And all the budding honours on thy creft, 

31c crop to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight: Enter F alftalffe. 

Tal. Well faid, Hal, to it, Hal . Nayyou fhall find no boyes 
play ltere.I can tel! you. 

Enter 'Douglas, he fighteth with Fa/ffatjfefiefafr 
downe <u if he were dead, the Trtnce 
kffletb Percy. 

Hot. Oh Harry,thou haft rob’d me of my youth, 

I better brooke the Ioffe of brittle life, 

Then thofeproud titles thou haft won ofme, 
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the life of a man : but to countcrfet dying when a man thereby 
liueth, is to be no counterfet , but the true and perfect image of 
' f c indeed. The better part of valour is difcrction,in the which 
better part I haue faued my life. Zounds l am afraid of this gun. 
powder Percy, though he be dead?: how if he fliould counterfet 
too and rife? by my faith, lam afraid he would proue the better 
counterfet: therefore ile nuke him fuve, yea, and ile fweare I kild 
him. Why may notheufeafwel'as I ? nothing confutes me but 
eyes , and no body fees ine:therefore firm, with a new wound ill 
your thigh, come you along with me. 

He titles vp Hotjpur on his b acke. Enter Prince and 
John of Lane after. 

Prin. Come, brother Iohn, full brauely haft thou flefh’t 
Thy maydenfword. 

Iohn. But left, whom haue we here? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 

Prin. I did, 1 faw him dead, 

Brcathlefle and bleeding on the ground. Art thou aliue? 

Or is it fantafic that playes vpon our eie- fight? 

1 prethee fpeake, we will not tvuft our eies 
Withoutour cares, thou art not what thou feem’ft. 

ta!ft. No , that’s certaine 3 /am not a double mambutif /bee 
not lackcFalftalffc, then am lalacke : thereisPcrcie,if your 
father will doe mec any honour, fonfnot, let him kill the next 
Percy hitnfclfe : I looke to be either Eaile or Duke , I can affin e 
you. 

Trip. Why, Percy 1 kild my felfc, and faw thee dead. 

Pal, Didftthou? Lord, Lord, how this world isgiuen to ly- 
ing? I grant you, I was downe,and out of breath, and fo was hec, 
but wee rofeboth at an inftant , and fought a long houre by 
Shrewcsbuiic dockc, if /may be beleeuea,fo :if not, let them 
that Ihotild rewarde valour , beare the finne vpon their owiic 
heads, lie take it vpon my death, fgaue him this wound in the 
thigh;ifthemanwerealiue,and would denie it, Zounds I would 
make him eate a piece of my fword. 

Iohn. This is the ftrangeft talc, that cuerl heard. 

Trin. This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother John, 

Come, bring your luggage nobly on yourbacke. 



Henry the fourth. 

For my part, if a lie may doe thee grace, 

He guild it with the happieft termes I haue. 

A retrait s* is founded. 

c Prin. The T rumpet founds retrait, the day is ours. 

Come, brother, let vs to the higheft of the field, 

To fee what friends are lining, who are dead. Exeunt. 

Fa!. Ile follow , as they fay , for reward. Hce that rewards me, 
God reward him. If / doe growe great, ile growe Idle , for ile 
purge and leaue Sacke , and hue eleanely as a noble man fihould 
doe! 

The Trumpets found, Enter the King , Prince of Wales , Lords 
Iohn of Lane after, EaVle of VVeJlmerland, with fV orcefter, and 
Vernon , prifoners. 

King. Thus euer did rebellion finde rebuke. 

Illfpinted Worcefter.did not we fend grace, 

Pardon, and termes of louc to all of you? 

And wouldft thou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifufe the tenor of thy kinfmans truft? 

Three knights vpon our partie flaine to day, 

A noble Earle, and mam’ a creature elfe, 

Had been aliue this houre, 

If like a Chriflian thou hadft truely borne * 

Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 

Wor. W hat I haue done, my fafetie vrg’d me to ; 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently, ■ 

Since not to be auoyded, it fals on me. 

King. Beare Worccfter to the death, and Vernon too: 

Other offenders we will paufe vpon,. 

How goes the field? 

Trin. The noble Scot, Lord Douglas, when he faw 
The fortune of the day quite turn’d from him, 

ThenoblcPercv flaine, andallhismen 
V pon the foote of feare, fled with the reft: 

And filling from a hill, he was fo bruiz’d, 

That the p urfuers tooke him. At ray tent 
The Boughs is : and /bifeech your grace 
Imaydifpofcof him. 

King* 

' 

_ \ _ ... .. . , # .... . * 
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King. With all my heart. 

Tria. Then brother, Iohn of Lancafter, 

To you this honourable bounty fhall belong, 

Go to the Douglas , and deliuer him 
Vp to his plcafure.ranfomlefle and free: 

His valours fhew’n vpon our Crefls to day, 

Haue taught vs how to cherifh fuch high deeds, 

Euen in the boforac of our aduerfaries. 

Iohn. 1 thanke your Grace for this high curtefie, 
Which I fhall giue away immediatly. 

King. Then this remaines, that we diuide our power. 
You tonne /ohn, and my coofen Weftmerland 
Towards Yorke fhall bend, you with your deereft fpeed 
To meet Northumberland and the Prelate Scroope, 
Who, as we heare, arc bufily in armes; 

My felfe, and you, forme Harry, will towardes Wales, 

To fight with Glendovver and the Earle of March. 
Rebellion in this land fhall lofe his fway, 

Meeting the checkc of fuch another day. 

And fince thisbufineflefofaireis done, 

Let vs not leaue till all our owne be won. Exeunt. 



FINIS. 

■:g* s-ii - /grit:'.:.: 
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I Tftf/tmriArt \iy\ » 

The fecoiid part of Henry the fourth, 

continuing to hu death , and cor 

nation of Henry the 

m 



Enter %umonr fainted full of Tongues. 

Pen your eares^for which of you will flop 
The vent of hearing, when lowd Rumor fpeaks? 
I from the Orient to the drooping Weft, 
(Making the wind my pofte-horfe)ftill vnfbld 
The atts commenced on this ball of earth. 



Vpon my tongues continuall Handers ride. 

The which in euery language Ipronounce, 

Stuffing the cares ofmen with falle reports, 

1 Ipeake of peace while couert enmity, 

Vnder the fmile of fafety, woundcs the world: 

And who but Rumor, who but oncly I, 

Makefearcfull mufters,and prepar’d defence. 

Whiles the bi»ge ycare,fwo!ne with fome other griefe. 
Is thought with child by the fterne tyrant WarrcJ 
Andnoiuch matter.Rumour is a pipe, 

Blowne by furmizes,Iealoufies conieftures. 

And offo eafie, and (o plainc a ftop. 

That the blunt monfter,with vneounted heads, 

The ftill difeordant wau’ring multitude. 

Can play vpon it.But what need I thus 
(My wel lenowne body)to anethomize 
Among my houflioldJ why is Rumor here? 

- A 2 
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I runne before King Harries ^i&ofie, 

Who in a bloudy field by Shrewsbury, 

Hath beaten downe yong Hot-fpurre and his froopcs, 
Quenching the flame of bold rebellion, 
liuen with the rebels bloud.Eut whatraeanel 
To fpeakefo trae at hrft: my office is L.. 

To noyfe abroad .that Han y •Monmouth fell 
Vnder the wrath ofnoble Hot-fpurs hyoid. 

And that the King before the Douglas rage, 

Stoopt his annointed head as low as death; 

This haue 1 rumour’d through the peafant townes, 
Betweene that royall field of Shrewsbury, 

And this worme-eaten hole of ragged flone, 

When Hot-fpufs father pldNorthumberland 

Lies craft v fi eke, thepoftes come tyring on, ' J? 

And not a man ofthem brings other newes, .'5 

Than they haue learnt of me,from Kuniprs tongues. 

They bring ftneoth comforts falfe,worfe then true wrongs. .. 

, exit Rumours* 

Enter the x Lord BardoTe at one doore. -»r» V 

Bard. Who keepesthG gate here ho? whereis the Earle? B 

Porter What ffiall I fay yov .ue? 

“Barti. Tell thou the Earle, i . 

T hat the l ord Bardolfe doth attend him hecre. 

Porter His Lordfhipis walkt forth into the orchard, 
Pleafe it your honor knocke but at the gate, 

And he himfelfe will anfvver. enter the Earle Northumberland* 
Bard. Here comes the Earle. ; ?’ 

Earle. W hat newes Lord Bardolfercuery minute now 
Should be the Either of feme Stratagem, J 

The times are wilcl,contentionltkeahorfe, . <: -.:.s . • f 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loofc, 

And bcares downe all before him. 

Bard. Noble Earle, -j - r D 

J bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury. /’ 

Earle Good,and God walk 

o • '/ . gard 



Henry the fourth . 

Bard. As good as heart can wiffi: 

The King is almoft wounded to the death, 

And in the fortune of my Lord your fonne. 

Prince Harry flaine outi ight,and both the Blunts 
Kild by the hand of Dowg!as,yong prince Iohn, 

And Weflmcrlandand Stafford fled the field, 

And HarryMonmouthes brawne. the huike fir Iohn, 

Is prifoner to your fonne: O fuch a dayt 
Sofoughtjfo followed, and fb faircly vvonne. 

Came not till now to dignifie the times 
Since Catfars fortunes. 

Earle How is this deriu’d? 

Saw you the field?cameyou from Shrewsbury? 

Bar . I fpakc with one, my lord, that came from thence, enter 
A gentleman well bred, and of good name, Trauers. 

That freely rendred me thefe newes for true. 

Earle H ere comes my feruant T rauers who I fent 

On tuefday lafl: to hffen after newes. 

Bar. JV]y Iord, I ouer-rode him on the way, 

And he isfurniffit with 'no certainties. 

More then he haply may fetale from 1 me. 

Earle Now Tra jcrs,whntgood tidings comes with you? 
Trailers My lord, fir Iohn Vmfreuile turnd me backe 
With ioyfull tidings, and beingbetterhorft. 

Out rode me, after film came spurring hard, 

A^entleman almoft forefpent with fpeede, 

I hat ftopt by me to breathe his bloudied horfo 
tj j j tiewn y to Chefter,and ! ofhim 
Jd:d demand whatnewes fromShrewsbury. 

He toldme that rebellion had badlucke. 

And that yong Harrie Percies four was cold: 

With that he gaue his able horfe the head. 

And bending forward,ftrooke his armed hccles, 

gainfl the panting fi’des of his poore iade, 

Vp tothe rowell head, and darting fo, 

€ ** huunxiiag to dcuoure the way 5 ’ 

& $ s Stay- 







Staying no longer queftion. Socle Ha? again c, 

Said he, yon g Harry Percies (pur was cold, 

Of Hot-fpurre, Cold-fpurre,tbat rebellion 
Had met illlucke? 

"Bar cl. My lord,! le tell you what. 

If my yong Lord your fonne,haue not the day, 

Vponmine lionorfora filkcn point, 
lie giue my Barony, neuer talkc of it. 

Earle Why fhould that gentleman that rode by Trauers, 
Giue then fuch inftanccs ofloffe? 

Bard. Who he? 

He was fome hilding fellow' thathad ftolnc 
The horfe he rode on, and vpon my life 
Spoke at a venter.Lookc,here comes more news, enter Mor~ 
Earle Y ea this mans brow, like to a title leafe, ton. 

Foretells the nature of a tragicke volume, 

So lookes the ftrond, whereon the imperious floud. 

Hath left a witneft vfurpation. 

Say Mourton,didft thou come from Shrewsbury? 

tJMoHr. I ranne from S hrewsbury my noble lord, 

Where hatefiill death put on his vglieft maskc, 

To fright our partie. 

Earle How doth my fonne and brother? 

Thou trcmbleft,and the whitencs in thy chceke, 

Is apter then thy tongue to tell thy arrand, 

Euen fuch a man ,fo faint, fo fpimtleile, 

So dull/o dead.in looke,lo woe begon. 

Drew Priams curtaine in the dead of night. 

And would haue told him,halfc his Troy was burnt: 

But Priam found the fier,ere he, his tongue. 

And I, my Percies death, ere thou reportft it. ^ 

This thou wouldfifey, Your fon did thus and thus. 

Your brother thus:fo fought the noble Dowglas, 

Stopping my greedy care with their bold deedes, 

But in the end, to flop my eare indeed, 

Thou haft a figh to blow away this praife. 

Hading with brother, fonne, and all are dead. Mow. 





Henry the fourth . 

Mottr. Douglas is liuing,and your brother yet. 

But for my Lord your fonne: 

Earle Why heis dead? 

See what a ready tongue Sufpition hath! 

He that but feares the thing hee would not know. 

Hath by inftintt, knowledge from others eies. 

That what hefeard is chancedryet fpeake Mourton, 

Tell thou an Earle,his diuination lies. 

And I will take it as a fweete difgrace, 

And make thee rich for doing me fuch wrong. 

Mottr. Y ou arc too great to be by me gainfaid, 

Yourfpirite is too true, your feares toocertaine. 

Sarle Yet for all this, fay not that Percie s dead, 

I fee a ftrangeconfeflion in thine eie. 

Thou (hakft thy head, and holdft it feare,or finne, 

T o fpeake a truth : if he be flaine, 

The tongne offends not that reports his death, k 

And he doth finne that doth belie the dead, 1: ; : 

Not he which feies the dead is not aliue, 

Yet the firft bringer of vmveleomc newes 
Hath but a fooling officc,and his tongue 

Sounds eucr after as a fullen bell, 40$ 

Remembred tolling a departing friend. 

Bard. I cannot thinke, my Lord, your fonne is dead. 

Mottr . I am fory I Ihould force you to belceuc, 

That which I would to God I had not leene, 

But thefe mine eies faw him in bloudy Hate, 

Rendring feint quittance,wearied,and out-breathd. 

To Harry Monmouth, whole fwift wrath beat downe 
The neuer daunted Percy to the earth. 

From whence with life he neuer more Iprungvp. 

In few his death, whole fpirite lent a fire, 

Euen to the dulleft peafant in his campe. 

Being bruted once,tookc fire and heate away. 

From the beft temperd courage in his troopcJj 
For from his mettal was his party ftceled. 

Which 
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Which once in him abatedpa} the reft 
T urnd on thcmfdues,like dull and heauy lead. 

And as the thing thats heauy in it felfc, 

,Vpon enforcement flics with greatefl: fpecd: 

So did our men, heauy in Hot>fpurs lone, 

Lend to this weight fuch lightnefte with their fcare, 
That arrowesfled not fwifter to ward their ayme, 

Than did our fouldicrs aiming at their fafetie, 

Fly from the fielchthen was that noble Worceftcr, 

So foone tane piifonet,and that furious Scot, 

The bloudy Douglas whofe well labouring fword. 
Had three times flaine th appearance of the King, 

Gan vailehis ftomacke 5 anddid grace the fhame 
Ofthofethatturnd their backes, and in his flight, 
Stumbling in feare, was tooke: the fumme of all 
Is ,that the King hath wonne,and hath fent out, 

A fpeedy power to incounter you my lord, 

Vnder the conduft ofyong Laticafter, 

And Weftmerland : this is the news atful. 

Earle For this 1 fhal hauc time enough to mourne, 
In poifbn there is pbificke,and ihefe newes, 

" jHauing beene wel, that would haue made me ficke: 
|Being ficke, haue(in fome meafure)made me wel: 

And as the wretch whole feuer-weakned iovnts. 

Like ftrcngthlefte hinges buckle vnder life, 

Jmpacient of his fit, breakes like a fire 
Out ofhis keepers armcs*>euen (b my lirnbes, 
Weakened with s;ritfe bcins; now enras;de with griefe. 
Are thrice themfclues: hence therfore thou nice crutch, 
A fcaly gauntlet now with ibyntsof fteele 
Mull: gloue this hand, and hence thou fickly coife* 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 



or 



I* I 
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Which princeSjflefht with conqueft, ayme to bit: 
How bind my browes with yron, and approach ^ ' 
The raggedrf houre that Time and Spight dare bring, 
T o frowne vpon th mragde Northumberland, 



Let 



Henry the fourth. 

£,ct heauen kifTe earth, now let not Natures hand 
Keepe the wild floud conhnd.let Order die. 

And let this world no longer be a fbgc, 

To feed contention in a lingringatt: 

Bullet one fpirite of the firff borne Cain 
Raigne in all bofomes , that cell heart being fet 
On bloudy courfes.the rude feeane may end. 

And darknelTc be the burier of the dead. 
f 'mfi' This ftrained paffion doth you wrong my lord. 
Bard. S weet carle, diuorcc not wifedom from your honor, 
Mour. The hues of all yourlouing complices, 

Leaue on you health, the which if you giue ore. 

To ftorrny paffion mud perforce decay. 

'Bard. Weall that are mgaged to this loflc, 

Knew that we ventured on fuch dangerous feas, 

That if we wrought out life, twas ten to one. 

And yet we venturd for the gaine propofde, 

Choakttherefpcft of likely perill fear’d. 

And fince we are orefet, venture againc: 

Come, we will al put forth body and goods. 

Mour. T is more then time, and my mofl noble lord, 

I hearc for certaine,and dare fpeake the truth. 

North. Iknew ofthis hefore,but to fpeake truth. 

This prefent griefe had wipte it from my mind, 

Go in with me and counfell euery man. 

The apt eft way for fafety and reuenge. 

Get pofles and letters,and make friends with fpeed, 

Ncuer fo few, and neuer yet more need. exeunt, 

"Enter fir lo m alone } with his pure bearing his fitvord 

and buckler. 



Un Sirra vougiant,whatfaies thedo&ortomywater? 

a g e He faid hr, the water itfelfwasa good healthvwat 
Wror tlie pa 

knew for. 



VV ,‘ UC1 ulcu was a good healthy water, 

bw t° r P a «y that owed it, he might haue moe difeafes then 
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i The fe coni part of 

lehn Men pfal forts take a pride to gird at me : thebraine 
ef this foolilh compouded day-man is not able to inuent any 
thing that intends to laughter, more then I inucnt,or is inueted 
on me, I am not only Witty in tny felfe, but the caufe that wit is 
in other men. I do here walk before thee, like a foyv that hath 
ouerwhelmd al her litter but one,ifthe prince put thee into my 
feruice for any other reafon then to fete me off, whv then j, 
haue no iudgement thou horefon mandrake, thou art fitter to 
be worne in my cap, t hen to wait at my heels I was neuer man- 
ned with an agot till now. but 1 wil m-fet you,neiiher in golde 
nor filuer, butin vile apparell , and fendyoubackeagaineto 
yourmaflerforaiewel!, the iuuenall the prince your mailer, 
whole chin is not vet fledge , I will fooner haue a beard o- row 
in the palme of my hand, then he dial get one off his cheek, & 
yet he will not fticke to fay his face is a face royal, God may fi« 
nidi it when he will, tis not a haire amifle yet, he may keepe it 
ftill at a face royall, for a barber (hall neuer earne fixpetice out 
of it , and yet heele tje crowing as if be bad writte man eue* 
fince his father was a batch eler, he may keepe his owne <rrace, 
but hees almofl out of mine I can allure lumwvhat laidmaftct 1 
Dommelton about the fattin for my fliort doakc and my 
floppes? v. 

C £cy He faidefir, you Ihould procure him better affurance 
then Bardolfe,he would not take his band and yours, he liked 
net the fecuiitie. 

fir lohn Let him be damn’d like the glutton, pray God his 
tongue be hotter,a horefon Achitophella rafealhyea forfooth 
knaue,to bearea gentleman in hand, and then ltaiidvponfi* 
curity,the horfon fmoothy-pates doe now weare notbing but 
hie (bodes. and hunches of keye's at their girdles, andif a man is 
through with them in honelt taking vp, then they mull Hand" 
vppon fecurity , I had as hue they would put ratsbane in my 
mouth as offer to flop it with fecurity, I lookt a fhould haue 
fynt metwoand twenty yards of fattin (as I am a true knight,) 
apd hefendsme fecurity: well he may fleepein fecurity, for he 
hath the home of aboundance, and the hghtnefle of his wife 
i Aiinc* 
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ihines through it: wheres Bardolf, 6c yetcan not he fee though 
he haue his owne lanthorne to light him. 

Tioy Hecs gone in Smithfield to bay your worfliip a boric. 
fir lohn I bought him in Paules, and heele buy me a boric 
in Smithfield , and I could get me but a wife m the ftewes, I 
were man’d, horlde,and wiu d. 

« Enter Lord chiefs 1st (lice. 

Boy Sir, here comes the noble man that committed the prince 
for ftriking linn about Bardolfe. 

fr lohn Wait dole, I will not lee him. 

. luflice Whatshee that goes there? 
fern, Falffiffe.andt pleafe your lordfliip. 

Ittfl, He that was in nueftion for the rob’ry? 
fern. He my Lord, but he hath fince done good leruice at 
Shrewsbury ,6c (as I heaic,)is now going withfome chargeto 
the lord lohn of Lancallcr. 

luft. Whatto Yorke?call himfcacke againe. 
feru. Sir lohn Falllaffc. 
lohn Boy, tell him I am deafe. 

"Boy You muff fpeake !owder,my mailer is deafe. 
hft. I am fure he is to the hearing of any thing good , gofe 
plucke him by the elbow,I muff Ipeake with him. 
fern. Sir lohn? 

Falft. What? a yongknauc and begging?is there not wars? 
isrhere not employment? doth not the King lacke fubie<fb?do 
not the rebels need fouldiers, though it be a (hame to be on any 
fide but one, itisworlefhamcto beg then to beontheworft 
fide, were it vtorfe then the name of Rebellion can tell how to 
tnakeit. 

feru. Youmiffakemefir. 

* lohn Why fir,did 1 lay you were an honeft man, letting my 
knighthood and my fouldierlbip afide,I had lied in my throat 
if I hadfaid fo. 

> - feru. I pray you fir then let your knighthood, and your lol- 
dici fliip afide , and giue me leaue to tell you, you lie in your 
throatejifyou lay I am any other thenan honeft man. 

B 2 lohn. 



Tht fecond part of 

John I giue thee leaue to tell me, fo I lay afide that which 
growes to me, if thou getft any leaue of roe, 'hang me, if thou 
takfl leaue, thou vvert better be hangd,you hunt touter, hence 
auaunt. 

feru . Sir, my Lord would fpeake with you. 

Juft. Sir Iohn Falflaffe,a w'ord with you . 

Falft. MygoodLord, G odgiue your lordfhip good time 
of day, 1 am glad to fee your lordfhip abroade,! heard % your 
Jordfhipwasficke, I hope your lordfhip goes abroade by ad- 
uife,your lordfhip, though not clean pall your youth, haue yet 
fome fmack ofan agucin you, fome relifh of thefaltncs of time 
in you, and I moil hninblv befccch your lordlhip to haue a re* 
ucrend care ofyour health. 

Inflict Sir Iohn, I fent for you before your expedition to 
Shrewsbury. 

fir John Andt pleafe your lor/hip ,1 hearehismaiefly isre- 
turnd with fome difeomfort from Wales. 

Inft . I talke not of Iris maiefly,you would not come when I 
fent for you. 

Fa/ft. And I heare moreouer , his highnes is falne into this 
Cunehorlbn apoplexi. • 

Jftfi. W ell, God nrend him, I pray r y r ou let me fpeake with 
you. 

Falft. This appeplexi as I take it?is a kind of lethergie,and't 
pleafe your lord£hip,a kind offleeping in the bloud, a horfon 
tingling. 

O SD 

Iuft. What tell you me ofit.be it as it is. 

Faift. It hath itoriginallfrom much griefe*from ftudyand 
perturbation of the braine, I haue read the caufe of his cffe&s 
in Galen, it is a kind of deafenes. 

Itifl. I think you are falne into the difeafe, for you heare not 
what I fay to you. 

0/d. Very wcl my lord, very wefrather ancTt pleafe you it n 
thedifeafe of notliftning^the jnaladie of not marking that! 
am troubled withall. 

.%?. Topuniflbyouby the heeles, would amend the atten- 
tion 
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lion of your 'cares , and I care not if I doe become your 
phifitian. 

Falft. I am as poore as lob my lord , but not fb pacient, 
your Lordfhip may minifler the potion of imprifonment to 
me, in refpeft of poucrty,but how 1 lhould be your pacient to 
follow your prescriptions, the wife may make fom dranmie of 
a fcruple.or indeede a fcruple itfelfe. 

Inft . I lent for you when there were matters againfl you for 
your life to come fpeake with me. 

Falft. As I was then aduifde by my learned counfail in the 
kwes of this land feruice,I did not come. 

Juft. Wcl, the truth is fir Iohn, you liue in great infamy. 
Falft. He that buckles himfclfe in my belt cannot liue in. 
lefle. 

Juft. Your meanes are very flender,and your vvafle is great. 
Falsi. I w'ould it were otherwife,I would my meanes were 
greater and my wafte fiender. 

Iuft. You haue milled the youthful! prince. 

Fa/(f. The yong prince hath tnifled mc,I am the felow with 
the great belly .and he my dogge. 

Iuft. Wei, I am loth to gall[a new heald wound, your daies 
feroice at Shrewsbury , hath a little guilded ouer your nights 
exploit on Gadshilfyou may thanke th vnquiet time,for your 
quiet orepofting that aflion. 

Falft. My lord. 

Juft . Butfince all is well, keepc itfo, wake not a fleepin^ 
Wolfe. * / ° 

Falft . T o wake a wolfe, is as bad as fmell a fo . 

Iuft. What you areas a candle, the better part, burnt out. 
Falft. A waflel candle my !ord,al tallow, if I did fay of wax, 
my growth would approue the truth. 

Juft. There is not a white haire in your [face, but lhould 
haue his effeft of grauity. 

F a/ft . His effeil of grauy,grauie,grauie. 

/«!?. You follow the yong prince vp and downe,Iike his 
wangell 

’"V » 3 
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Faljf r Not fo my lord, your ill angell is light, but I hope he 
that lookes vpon m a will take me without weighing , and vet; 
in Tome refpefts I grant I cannot go. I cannot tell, venue is of 
fo little regard in thefe coftar-mongers times, that true valour 
is turnd Berod,Prcgnancie is made a Tapfter,& his quick wie 
wafted in giuing reckonings, all the other giftes appertifient 1 
to man , as the malice of his age fliapes the one not worth -a 
goosbery,you that arc old confider not the capacities of vs that 
areyong,vou doemeafuretheheatc ofour liuers with the bitf 
ternefte of your gdles , and we that are in the vaward ofour 
youtb,Imuft confeftearewaggestoo. * 

Z>. Do you fct downe your name in the fcroule of youth, 
that are written downe. old with all the characters of age?hauc 
you not a moift eic,a dry hand, a velovy chccke,a white beard, 
a decreafing leg, an increafing belly?is not your voice broken, 
your winde lhort,yoitr chinne double, your wit finglc,and e- 
uerv part about you blafted with antiquitic , and will you yet; 
call yourfelfe yong? fie,fie,fie,fir Iohn. 

iohn My Lorde, I was borne about three of the clocke in 
the afternoonc,with a white head, and fomethinga round beU 
lie, for my voyte,I haue loft it with hallowing, and fingingof 
Anthcms;to approouc my youth further, I will not : the truth 
is, I arn onely olde in judgement and vnderftanding : and hee 
that wil caper with me for a thoufand markesjet him lend me 
the money, and haue at him for the boxe of the ycere that the 
Prince gaue you, he gaueitlikc a rude Prince, and you tooke 
itlikeafenfibleLord : 1 haue checkthimforit , and the yong 
lion repems,,man'notin aihes andfackcloth, but in new filke, 
and olde facke. 

■Lord Well, God fend the prince a better companion. 

Iohn God fend the companion a better prince , 1 cannot* 
«dde my hands of him. 

Lord WelftheKinghathfeuerdyou: Ihearevou arego* 
ing with lord Iohn of Lancafter 5 againft the Archbiihop and 
the’ Earle.of Northumberland. 

Iohn Yea, I thankc your prety (weet wittefor it : but looke 
/:• •- ' yova 
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you pray, all you that.kifTe my lady Peace at home, that out 
armies ioyne not in a hote day, for, by the Lord, 1 take but two 
fliirts out with me, and I meane not to fweate extraordinarily: 
if it be a hot day>& I brandifh any thing but a bottle. I would 
1 might neuer fpit white -again: there is not a dangerous aftion. 
can’peepe outnis head, but I am thruft vpon it. Wei, I cannot 
laft euer, but it was alway yet the tricke of our Englifh nation, 
if they haue a good thing, to make it too common. ]f vee will 
needs fay i am an olde man ,you fhould giue me ref i: I would 
to God my name were not Co terrible to the enemy as it is , l 
werebetterto be eaten to death with a ruff, than tobefcoured 
to nothing with perpetuall motion. 

Lord Well, be honefl .be honeft, and God blcfTe your ex- 
pedition. 

Iohn Will your lordfhip lend me a thoufand pound to fur- 
nifh me forth? 

Lord Nota penny, not a penny, you are too impatient to 
beare crofles : fare you well : commend mee to my coofinc 
Weffmerland. 

John Ifl do,fillip me with a three man beetle : Amancan 
no more feparate age and couetoufhefle, than a can part yc no- 
limbs and lechery, butthegowtgallestheone, andthepox 
pinches the other, and fo both the degrees preuent my curfes, 

% Bny Sir (boy! 

Iohn What money is in my purfe? 

Boy Seuen groates and two pence. 

Iohn l canget no remedy againft this confumption of the 
purfe, borrowingonely lingers and lingers it out, but the dif. 
eafe is incurable : Go beare thisletter tomv lord ofLancaffer, 
this to the Prince, this to the Earle of Weffmerland, and this to 
»'de miflris Vrfuh, whome I haue weekely fworne to marry 
mce I perceiqd the firft white haire ofmy chin : about it, you 
Jmow where to finde me : a pox of this gowt, or a gowt ofthis 
pox, for the one or the other plaves the rogue with my areal 
toe. Tis no matter if Idoehault', I hauethewarres for my 
t0 o h an « my penfion ihal feeme the more reafonable :a good 
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wit will make vfe of any tiling; I will turne difeafcs to comm©, 
ditie. 

"Enter tb' Arch!’ ft op, Thomas Morvbraj{F.arie UWarfbaftthe 
Lord. Hastings, Fan c c.nb nag c ,and 'Bardolfe. 

71 ’ft op Thus haue you heard our caufe , and knowne our 
And my moft noble friends,! pray you al (meanet, 

Speake plaindy your opinions of our hopes. 

And fil l! Lord Marfhall,what fay you to it? 

tjddarjh. 1 well allow the occafion ofour aimes, 

But gladly would be better fatisfied. 

How in our meancs we fhould aduance our fclues, . 

T o lookc with forehead, bold, and big enough, 

Vpon the power and puifiance of the King. 

Haft. Our prefent mutters grow vpon the f.le, 

To fiue aud twenty thoufand men ofchokfc. 

And our fopplies liue largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whole bofomeburne* 

With an inccnfed fire ofiniuries. 

Bard. T he queftion then Lord Haftings ftandeth thus. 
Whether our prefent fiue and twentie thoufand. 

May hold vp head without Northumberland. 

Hast. With him we may. 

Bard. Yea mary,thcres the point, 

But if without him we be thought too feeble. 

My judgement is we fhould not ftep too far. 

Bijh. 1* is very true lord Bardolfe, for indeede 
It was yong Hot-fpurs caufe at Shrewsbury. 

"Bar ’d. It was my Lord, who lined himfelfe with hope, 
Eating the ayre,and promifeoffupplie, 

Flattring himfelfe in proieft of a power. 

Much fnialler then the fmallcft of his thoughts. 

And lb with great imagination. 

Proper to mad-mcn,led his powers to death. 

And winking, leapt into deftruttion. 

Hast. Butbyyourleaueitneueryetdidhurt, 
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T o lav downe likelihoods and formes of hope. 

Bard. Wefortific in paper and in figures, 

Vfing the names of men in (feed of men , 

Like on that drawes the model of an houfc, 
pevond his power to build it,who(halfe thorough) 

Giues o re, and leaues his part.created coif, 

A naked fubieft to the weeping clowdes. 

And wafte for churlifh winters tyrannic. 

Haft. Grant that our. hopes(vct likely offairc birth) 
Should be ft d borne, and that w e now pollefi 
The vtmoft man of cxpeffation, 

] tlitnkc we arcfo,body ftrong enough, 

Euen as we are to equal with the King. 

Bard. What, is the King but fiue and twenty' thoufand* 
Haft. To vs no more, nay not fo much, Lord Bardolfe, 
Forhisdiuifions , as the times do brawie. 

And in three heads, one power againft the French, 

And one againft Glendoiver perforce a third 
Alufttakevpvs fo isthevnfirmeKing 
In three diuided,and his coffers found ° 

With hollow poucrtic and emptinefle. 

Bft. That he fhould draw' his feuerall ftren^ths tomther 
And come a gain ft vs in full puifiance. 

Need not to be dreaded. 

Haft. If he fhould do fo, French and Welch he leaues his 
back vnarmde,th y baying him at the heelesneuer feare that. 
Bar Who is it like fhould leade his forces hither* 

Haft I he DukeofLancafterand Weftmerland: 

Again!} the Weh h , hirafclf and Hariy Monmouth: 
hut who isfubftituted againft the French 
1 naue no certaine notice. 

Shall we go draw our numbers, and fet on? 
raj . We are Times fubie&s, aud Time bids be gone, ex. 

enter Hoftejfe of the Tatierne,a»d an Officer or two, 
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Hoftejfe Matter Phang,haue you cntred the a&ion? 

Phang Itisentrecl 

Ho ft* W heresyour yeoraan?ift a lufty yeoman ?wil a ftandt 
too't? 

Phang Sirra.vvheres Snare? 

Hoft. O Lord I ,good matter Snare. 

Snare Here, here. 

Phang Snare, we mutt arett fir Tohn Falftaffe. 

Hoft. Yea good matter Snare, I haue entred him and all. 
Snare Ittnay chaunce coft fome ofvs our liues, for he wilt 

fiabbe. 

Hoft. Alas the day,, take heed of him, he ttabd me in mine 
owne houfe, moft beaftly in good faith, a cares not what mif- 
chiefe he does, if his weapon be out, he will foyne like any di- 
ucll,he willfpare neither man, woman, nor child. 

'phang If I can clofe with bim,I care not for his thruft. 

Hoft. No nor 1 neither, i le be at your elbow. 

Phang And 1 but lift him once, and a come but within my 
view. 

Hoft. I am vridone by his going, I warrant you,hees an in= 
fmitiue thing vppon my fcore,good maifter Phang holde him 
{lire, good matter Snare let him not fcape, a comes continually 
to Pie corner (failing your manhoods) to buy afaddle, and he 
is indited to dinner to the Lubbers head in Lumbert ftreeteto 
matter Smooths the filkmap,I pray you fince my exion is en- 
tred, and my cafe fo openly knowne to the worlde, let him be 
broughtintohisanfwer,a hundred marke is a long one, fora 
poore lone woman to beare, mid I haue borne, and borne,and 
borne, and haue bin fubd off, and fubd off,and fubd off from 
tliis day to that day, that it is a fhame to be thought on,there is 
nohonettyin /uch dealing, vnleffe a woman fhouul be made 
an affe,and a beaft,to beare euery knaues wrong : yonder he 
comes, and that arranfmalmfie-nofe knaueBardolfewith hint, 
do your offices do your offices matter Phag,& matter Snare, 
do me, do me,e!o me your offices. 

Enter fir lehn/ind Eardolfe^nd the boy> 

Taft* 
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falft. How now,whofc mare's dead?whats the matter? 

phang I arreft you at the fute of mi (Iris ftfitfickfi/. 

Falft. Away varlets,draw Bardolfe,cut me off the villaines 
head,throw the quean e in the channel!. 

Hoft ■ Throw me in the channell? lie throw' thee in the chan- 
nel, wilt thou, wilt thou, thou baftardly rogue, murder murder, 
a thou honifuckle villaine, wilt thou kill Gods officers and the 
Ivingsia thou honifeed rogue,thou art a honifced,a man quel- 
ler,and a woman queller. 

Falft. Keepe them off Bardolfe. 

Ojfic. A reslccw, a reskew. 

Hofl. Good people bring a reskew or two, thou wot, wet 
thou, thou wot, wot ta, do do thou rogue, do thou herapfccd. 

Boy Away you fcullian, you ratnpalkan, youfuftilarian, ilc 
tickle your catattrophe. 

Enter Lord chief e ittJlice and hit men . 

Lord W hat is the matter? keepe the peace here, ho. 

Hojhfte Good my lord be good to me,l befeech you (land 
to me. 

Lord How no w fir Iohn,what are you brawling here? 
Doth this become your place, your time, and bufineffe? 

You (hould haue bin well on your w r ay to Yorke: 

Stand from him fellow,whereforehang’ft thouvpon him. 

Hoft. O my moft worfhipful Lord,andt pleafe your grace 
I atn a poorc widdow of Eaftcheape, and he is arretted at my 
fute. 

Lord For what fumme? 

Heft. Itis more then for fomemy Lord,itisforal I haue, he 
hath eaten me out of houfe and home, he hath put all my fub- 
ftance into that fat belly of his, but I wil haue tome of it outa- 
gaine.or I wil ride thee a nights like the mare. 

Patti. T think I am as like to ride the marc if I haue any van- 
tage of ground to get vp. 

Lord How comes this fir Iohtt ? what man of good temper 
would endure this Cetnpett of exclamation, are you not afha- 
nied to inforce a poore widdow, to fi> rough a cotarfc to come 
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byherowne. 

Fa/ ft. What is thegrofle fiimme that I owe thee? 

Heft. Mary if thou wert an honefl man,thy fclfeandthe 
jnony too: thou didfl fweare to me vpon a parcel! guilt goblef, 
fisting in my dolphin chamber,at the round table bv a lea cole 
fire, vpn wednefdayin Wfecfon weeke, when the prince 
broke thv head, for hkttig his father to a finging man of Win* 
for, thou did If fweare to me the, as I was walking thy wound, 
to man v me, and make me my lady thy wife , canfl thou deny 
it, did not goodwife Keech the bukhers wife come in then and 
cal me go flip Quickly,commmg in to borow a me fie of vine- 
gar , telhngvs (be had a good drill cfprawnes, whereby thou 
didfl defire to eate feme , when ! y ! told thee they were ill 
for agrecne w ound , .smdcf'dft thou not, when fhewasgene 
dow n fhversjdefire me to he no n ere fo familiar»v,with futh 
poou people., faying that ere long they fl culd r a l me madam, 
and didfl thou not ktfleme, and hid me fetch theethirtiei'I il- 
li: .gs,l put thee now to thy hooke oat. ,deme it if tlion canfl. 

Fa! ft Mv lord this isa poorc made foulc , and (he laics vp 
and down the tow ne, that hefc’deflfornc is like you , the 
hath bmin good cafe, and the true th is pouerty hath diftrafted 
her.hut for thefe foolifh officers, 1 befecth you 1 m<.v haue re- 
drefleagainftthem. 

Lo.Sir lohn firlohnjam w'e! acquainted with yourmaner 
of wrenching the true caufe.the falfc W'ay : it is not a confident 
brow,nor the throng ofwordsthat come with fuch more then 
impud nt faweines fromvou can tl.ru fl mefromaleuel con- 
fideration: you haue as it appeares to me pra&ifde vpon the 
eafie veelding fpu ite of this woman, and made her feruc your 
vfes both in puifc and in perfon. 

Hoi 7. Y ea in truth mv L ord. 

Lo, Pray thee peace, pay her the debt you owe her.andvn- 
pay thevillany you haue done with her, the onevou may doe 
with flerhngmouy, and the other with currant repentance. 

Fa/ft. My Lord l will not vndergoethisfnepe without re- 
ply, you cal honorable boldnes impudent fawcinelle, if a man 
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w’d make curt fie and fay nothing, he is vertuous, no my Lord 
piy humble duty remembred. 1 will not bee your filter, I fav 
to you I do defire delmerance from thefe officers, being vpon 
haily imployment in die Kings affayres. 

Lord Youfpeakeashaumgpowcrtodo wrong, but an - 
fwerin th effefl of your reputation,and fiitisfic the poore wo- 
man. 

Fa/ft. Come hither hoflefTe. 

Lord Now mafler Gower, what newes. enter a mefftenger. 
Gower TheKmgmyLoid.andHarry princeol Wales, 
Are neare at '.and, the reft the paper tells. 

Fall}. As I am a gentleman! 

Hoft. Faith you find fo before. 

talfl. As I am a gentleman,come,no more words ofit. 

. Hoff. By this heaunlv ground I tread on, I mull be fain e to 
piwne both my plate. & thetapeftry ofmy dining chambers* 
Fol(r. Glaftes gkt fifes is the onelv drinking, and for thy wals 
a pretty Height drollerv, or the ftorie of the prodigal, or the 
larman hunting in waterworke, is vvortli a thoufand of thefe 
bed hangers, and thefe flic bitten tapeftriejetitbe x. f if thou 
cinfl: come, and twerenotfor th v humors, theres not a better 
wench in England , goe waffi thy face and draw the aftion, 
came thou inuft not be in this humor with me, doll not know 
me,come,comc,I know' thou waft fet on to this. 

Ho ft. Pray thee fir lohn let it be but twentie nobles, ifaith 
I am loath to pavvne my plate fo God faue me law. 

Fa/ ft. Let it alone, lie make other fhift.youle be a foole ft if. 
l We,l >y° ullia ! 1 haueit, though 1 pawnemy gowne, 

I hope youle come to fiipper,vou!e pay me al to°-ether, 

Fetfi. Will hue? goc with her, with her, hooke on, hooke 
on - exit hefteffe and fergewt. 

v’ ia > f ° u Doll T ere-flheetineete vou at foppery 
ralft. No more words, lets haue her. 

L'>rJ ] haue heard better newes. 

¥ aft Whats the newes mv lord? 

lord Where lay the ICins; tonight? 
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Mef At Eilliftgfgate my Lord. 

Va/fl. I hope m v Lord al’s wel.what is the newes my lord? 
Lord Come all nis forces backe? 

Mejf. No, fifteen hundred foot,fiue hundred horfe 
Aremarchtvp to my lord of Lancafter, 

A ir ainft Northumberland, and the Archbifhop, 

Comes the King back front W ales, my ncjble lord? 
Lord Y ou (hall haue letters of me prefently , 

Come, go along with me,good mailer Gower, 

Falsi* Mylotd, 

Lord Whats the matter? 

Falfiajfe Maifter Gower, /hall I intrcate you with mceto 
dinner? 

Gower Irauft waitc vpon my good lord here, I thank you 
good fir Iohn. 

Lord Sir Iohn, youloyterheerc too long, 

Bcingyou are to take fouldiers vp 
In Counties as you go. 

Falfiajfe Will you fuppe with mee maifter Gower? 

Lord What foolilh maifter taught vouthefe manners, fir 
Iohn? 

Falfiajfe Maifter Gower, if they become me not, bee was a 
foole that taught them tnee : this is the right fencing gra'ce,my 
Lord, tap for tap, and fo part faire. 

Lord Now r the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great foole. 

inter the Prince fPoynes, fir Iohn Ruffelyxith other. 

Prince Before God, I am exceeding weary. 

Poynes I ft come to that? I had thought wearines durft not 
haue attacht one of fo hie bloud. 

* Prince Faith it does me, though it difcolors the complexi- 
on of my grentnes to acknowledge it : doth it not (hew vildly 
in me, to defire (mall beere? . 

Poynes W hv a Prince (hould not be (b loolcly fludied , as 
to remember fo weake a compofition. 

Prince Belike then my appetite was not princely gotc, for 
by my troth, I do now remember the poor creature final beere. 
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But indeed thefe humble conGderstions make me out ofloue 
with my greatneffc. W hat a difgrace is it to mee to remember 
thy nametor to know thy face to morow?or to take note how 
many paire offilke ftockings thou haft with thefe , and thole 
that were thy peach colourd once, or to beare the inuentone of 
thy/hirts,asoneforfuperfluitie, and another for vfe. But that 
the T ennis court keeper knows better than I, for it is a low cb 
of linnen with thee when thou keepeft not racket there, as thou 
haft not done a great while, becaufe the reft ofthe low Coun- 
tries haue eate vp thy holland: and God knows w hether thofe 
that bal out the mines ofthy linnen foal inheritc his kingdom: 
but the Mid wines lav, the children are not in the fault where- 
vpon the world increafes, and kinreds are mightily ftrengthe- 
ped. 

Pojncs How'illitfollowes, after you haue labored fojhard, 
you (hould talke fo vdlely ! tell me how many good yong prin- 
ces woulde doe fo, their fathers being fo ficke, as yours at this 
time is. 

Prince Shall I tel thee one thing Poynes? 

fpoynes Yes faith, and let it be an excellent good thing. 

Prince It foall feme amons; wittes of no higher breeding 
then thine. . 

‘Poynes Go to,I ftand the pu(h of your one thing that you 
will tell. 

Prince Mary I tell thee it is not meete #hat I (hould bee fad 
now my father is ficke,albeit I could tell to thee , as to one it 
plcafes me for fault of a better to call my friend, I could be fad, 
and fad indeede too. 

Poynes Very hardly, vponfuch a fubieft. 

‘Prince By this hand, thou thinkeft meas fhrre in the diuefe 
booke, as thou and ralftaffe. for obduracie and perfiftancie, 
et (he end trie the man, but I tel thee, my heart bleeds inward- 
ly that my father is fo fick and keeping fuch vile company as 
thou arte, hath in reafontakenfrora me all oftentabon of fbr- 
*owe. 

‘Popes The reafbrt. 
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Prince What wouldfl thou thinke of meif I (hould weep? 
Poynes 1 woulde thinckc thee a moll princely hypocute, 
Prince It would bee euery mans thought , and thou arte 
ablefTedfclow, to thinke as euery man thinkes,neu;r a mans 
thought in the world keepcs the rode way better then thine, 
eucrieman would thinke mean hypocrite indeede, and what 
accites your moll woriliipfull thought to thinke (b? 

Poynes Why becaufeyou haue been (o lewd and fb much 
engraffed to Falftaffc. Prince And to thee* 

Poyne Ey this light I am well fpokc on, 1 can heare it with 
mine ownc cares the word that they can fay of me is that lam 
a fecond brother , and that I am a proper fellow of my hands, 
and thole two things I confeflfe i cannot helpe ; by the matte 
here comes Bardolfe* 

Enter Bardolfe and bey . 

Prince And the boy that l gaue Falflaflfe, a had him from 
me Cbri(lian,and looked 7 the fat villainc haue not tramformd 
him Ape, % 

Hard. God faue your grace* 

Prince And yours moll noble Bardolfe# 

€ Paynes Come you vertuous afle, you bafhfull fbole, mufl 
youbebhilhing, wherefore blufh you now? what a maidenly 
man at arm.es arc you become? ill fuch a matter to get a pottle- 
pots maidenhead? 

Boy A calls me enow inv Lord , through a red lattice, and I 
could difeerne no part of his face from the window , at lift l 
fpied his eies,and me thought he had made two holes in die ale 
wiues peticote and fo peept through, l 
Prince Has not the bov profited? 

Bard. A way you horfon vprtght rabble,awny* 

*Boy Away vou rafcallv A lthcas dreamc,away> 

Prince InUrufl vs boy,wliat dreame boy? 

Boy Mary rnv lord, Althear dreampt fhe was deliuered of 
a firebrand, and therefore I call him her dreatne, 

'Prince A crovvnes worth of good interpretation there tis 
boy* 

fwtt 
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Tomes O that this bio (Tome could be kept from cankers! 
well, .there is fixpence toprcfcructhce, 

'Bard. And you do not make him hangd among you, the gal- 
lowes (hall haue wrong. 

Prince Ami how doth tliy matter Bardolfe? . . 

Bard, Well my Lord,heheard of your graces commrng to 
tovvnc.theres a letter for you, 

B cjcies Dcliucrd with good.re(pcfi,and how doth the mar- 
tlemafTe your matter? 

Bard. In bodily health fir, 

Poynes Mary the immortal! part needes a phifitian , but that 
moues not him, though that be ficke,it dies not, • 

‘Prince I do allow this Wen to be as familiar with me, as my 
dogge ; and he holds hisplace.for lookc you how he writes. 

'Poynes Iohn Falftaffe Knight, euery man mud know that 
as oft as he has occafion to name himfclfe: eucn like thofc that 
arc kin to the King for they neuer pricke their finger,but they 
faye,thcres fbme of the Kings bloud fpilt : how comes that 
• ^faics he)that takes vppon him not to conceiue the anfwer is as 
ready as a borowed cap : I am the Kings poore cofin,fir. 

Prince Nay they will be kin to vs, or they will fetch it from 
Iaphet,but the lettcr.Sir Iohn Falftaflfe knight, to the fonne of 
the king.neareft his fnther ; Harry prince of W ales, greeting, 

B.ojnes W hy tliis is a certificate. 

^Prince Peace. 

I will imitate the honourable Romanes in breuitie, 

'Poynes He furc raeancs breuity in breath, ftiort winded, 

I commend mee to thee, I commend thee , and, I leaue 
thcc, be not too familiar with Poynes, for he mifules thy fa- 
uours fo much, that he fweares thou art to mary his fitter Ncl, 
repent at idle times as thou maift,and (b farwel. 

Thine by yea, and no, which is as much as to fay, as 
thou vfeft him, Iacke FalftaflFc with my family, 

Iohn with my brothers and fitters, and fir Iohn 

with all Europe,. 

*Peynes My Lord,Ileftcepthislettermfackeandmakehiin 

O cate 
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'Prince Thats to make him eate twenty of his words, but do 
you vfcme, thusNed? mud I marrie your lifter? 

Tojnes God fend the wench no worfe fortune, but I neuer 
laid lo, 

* Prince Wei, thus we play the fooles with the time, and the 
fpirits of the wife fi t in the dowdes and mocke vs, is your ma- 
tter here in London? 

Hard. Yea my Lord, 

* Prince Where lups he? doth the old boare feede in the old 
Franke? 

’Bard. At the old place, my lord,in Eaftchcape, 

Prince V Vhat companie? 

Boy Kphefians, my lord, of the old church. 

Prince Sup any women with him? 

Boy None my lord,but old miftris Quickly,and miftris Dol 
Tere-lheet. 

Prince What Pagan may that be? 

’Boj A proper gentlewoman fir , and a kinlwomanofmy 
matters. 

Prince Eucnflich kinne as the pari (It Heicfors are to the 
townc bull, lhall we fteale vpon them Ned at flipper? 

Paynes I am your ftiadow my Lord,ile follow you. 

Prince Sirra,youboy and Bardolfe, no worde toyourjna- 
fter that I am yet come to towncjthcres for your filence. 

Bar. I haue no tongue fir, 

Boy A nd for mine fir,I will gouerne it. 

Prince Fare you well : go, this Doll T ere- ilieete ftiould he 
fom erode, 

Toyns ] warrant you, as common as the way between S, Al- 
bons and London, 

c Prince How might we lee Falftaffc beftow himfclf to night 
in his true colours , and not our fdues be feenc? 

Poynes Put on two letheme ierkins and apron s , and waite 
vpon him at his table as drawers. 

’Prince From a god to a bul,a heauy defcenfion,it was Ioues 
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cafe from apince to a prentife , alow transformation, that final 
• be mine, form enery dung the purpofc muft weigh with die 
follv follow me Ned, exeunt. 

Bnier Northumberland his wife, and the wife to Harry Verde. 
i North, I pray thee louing wife and gentle daughter, 

Giue euen way vnto my rough affaires. 

Put not you on the vifage of the times. 

And be like them to Percy foublefome. 

Wife lhauegiuenouer, I willfpeakeno more, 

Do what you wil, your wifedome be your guide. 

North,' Alas fiweete wife, my honor is at pawne. 

And but my going, nothing can redeemeit. 

Kate O yet for Gods fake, go not to thefe wars, 

The time was father, that you broke your word. 

When you were more endeere to it then now. 

When youro wne Percie,when my hearts decre Harry, 

Threw many a Northward looke.to fee his father 
Bring vp his powers, but he did long in vaine. 

Who then perfwaded you to ftay at home? 

There were two honors loft,yours,and your fonnes, 

Foi yourSjthe God of lieauen brighten it. 

For his, it ftucke vpon him as the flmne 
In the grey vault ofheauen,and by his light 
Did all the Cheuaky of England mouc 
To do braue ads, he was indeede the glaffc 
Wherein the noble youth did drefle themfclues. 

North. Beflucw your heart, 

Faire daughter ,you do draw my Ipirites from me. 

With new lamenting ancient ouerfights, 

But I muft go and meete with danger there. 

Or it will feeke me in an other place, 

And find me woife prouided. 

Wife O flic to Scotland , 

Till that the nobles and the armed commons, 

Hauc of their puiflance made a little taftc. 

Kate If they get ground and vantage of the King, 

Di Then 



*Ihe fecond part of 

Then ioyneyou with them like a ribbe offtceTe, 

T o make ftrength ftrongenbut fov al our loucs 5 
Firft let them trie themfelues/o did vour {brine, 

He was fo fufFred,focame I a widow, 

A lid neuer fhall Iiaue length of life enough. 

To nine vpon remembrance with mine cics, 

That it may grow and fprout as high as heauen. 

For recordation to my noble husband. 

North. Come,eome,gom with me,tis with mv mind. 

As with die tide,fvveld vp vnto his height. 

That makesa ftil ftand, running neither way, 

Fainc would I go to mecte the Archbifhop, 

But many thoufand reafons hold me backe, 

I will refolue for S cotland, there am I, 

T ill time and vantage craue my company. exeunt. 

Enter a Drawer or two. 

Francis What the diuel haft thou brought there apple 
Iohns?thou knoweft lir John cannot indure an apple Iohni 

‘Draw. Mas thou faift true, the prince once fet a difh of ap- 
ple lolins before him, and tolde him there werefiue more fir 
Iohns,and putting offhis hat, laid, I will now take my leaueof 
thefe fix drie, round, old, withered Knights, it angredhim to 
the heart, but he hath forgot that 

¥ran. Why then couer and fet them downe , and fee if 
thou can ft find out Sncakes Noife, raiftris Tere-fheet would 
fame heare fome mufique. 

Dra. Difpatclyhe roorae where they fupt is too hot,thcile 
come in ftraight. 

Francis Sirra, here wil be the prince and maftcr Poynesa- 
non,and they will put on two ofour lerkins and aprons, and fit 
lohn muftnot know ofit,Bardolfe hath brought word. 

Enter Will. 

Dra. By the mas here will be old vtis, it wil be an excellent 
flratngern. 

travels Tie fee if I canfinef out Sncake. exit 

Enter miSlris gtickjj,and 'Doll Tere-Jhect. 
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Quickly Yfaith fwcet heart, me thinkes now you are in an 
excellent good temperalitie* Your pulfidge beates as extraor- 
dinarily asheart would defirc, and your colour I warrant you 
is as red as any rofe, in good truth law : but yfaith you hauc 
drunketoo much cannaries > and thats a maruelous foarching 
wine\ and it perfumes the bloud ere one can fay , vvhats this, 
how do you now? 

Tere, Better then I was:hem. 

Qhu Why thats well (aid, a good heart's worth gold : loc 
here conies fir lohn. 

enter fir lohn : 

Jirlohn When Arthur firft in court, empty the iotirdan and 
was a worthy King : how now mifh is Doll? 

hofl . Sicke of a calme,yea good faith. 

Fat/l. So is all Iier fc&,and they be once in a caime they arc 
ficke. 

Tere. A pox darrme you, you muddie rafcall, is that all the 
comfort you giue me? 

F aid. You make fat rafeals miftris Dol. 

Tere. I make them? glattonie , and difeafes make , I make 
them not* 

F. alft* If the cooke help to make the gkttonic,you helpc to 
make the difeafes Doll, we catch ofyou Doll* we catch ofyou, 
graunt that my poore vertue, grant that. 

T>oll Yea ioy,our chaines and our jewels* 

Frf. Your brooch cs,pearles,<^ ouches for to forue brauely, 
i^to come halting off, you know to come off the breach, with 
his pike bent brauely, and to furgeue brauely, to venture vpou 
the chargefe chambers brauely. 

T)olt Hang your felfe, vou muddie Gunger, hang your 
felfe. ' 30/ 

hofl By my troth this is the old fafhion,you two neuer meet 
but you fill to fome difoord, you are both vgood truth asrew 
inatique as two dry, tofts, you cannot one beare with anothers 
cofirmitieSjVfhat the goodyere one mull: bearc,& thatmuft be 
you, you arethe weaker veffell, as they fay, the emptier veffeh 
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IN, 1600 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.43[3]) OctaVO 





The fecond parf-of 

Dorothy Canaweake empty veftellbeare filch a huge full 
hogfhead?theres a whole marchats venture of Burdeux Ruffe 
in him, you haue not feenc a hulke better ftuft in the hold. 
Come'ilc be friends with thee iacke, thou art going to the 
wars, and whether I (ball eucr fee thee againe or no there is no 
body cares. 

Enter drawer. 

T)ra. Sir,Anticntpiftol sbelowe, and would fpealce with 
you, 

c Dol Hang him fwaggering rafcaUet him not come hither 
it is the foule-rnouthd ft rogue in England. 

heft. If hefwagger,let him not come here, no by my faith I 
muft liue among my neighbours, lie no fvvaggerers, I am in 
good name, and Tame with the very beft: (hut the doore, there 
comes no fwaggerers here,! haue not hud al this while to hauc 
fwaggering now, (hut the doore I pray you* 

JW. Doft thouhearehofteffe? 

Ho ft. Pray ye pacific your fclfe fir Iohn , there comes no 
fwaggerers here. 

Fat. Doft thou heart ?it is mine Ancient. 

Ho. Tilly fally, fir Iohn, nere tel me:& your ancient fwag- 
grer comes not in my doores : I was before maifter Tifickc 
the debutv tother day (as hcTaid to me) twas no longer ago 
than wedfday laft , I good faith .neighbor Quickely,(ayes he, 
maifter Dumb': our miniftcr was by then, neighbor Quickly 
(faies he)receiue thofe that are ciuil, for (faide hc)you arem an 
ill name : now a faide fb,I can tell w hereupon. For (faies he) 

S rou are an honed woman.and well thought on,therefore take 
leede what ghefts you receiue, receiue (faies he) no fwagge- 
ring companions : there comes none here : you would blcffc 
you to heare what hefaid : no,lle'no fwaggrers. 

Fat]}. Hees no fwaggrer hoftcfle,a tame dieter yfaith, you 
may ftroke him as gently as a puppy grey-hound , heelenot 
fivagger with aBarbary hen,if lier feathers turne backe in any 
Chew of refiftance, call him vp Drawer. 

Ho ft. Chetcr call you him? I will barre no honeft man 

houfe, 
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houfe,nor no cheter,but I do not loue fwagering by my troth, 
I am the worfe when one faies fwagger : feelc maifters, how i 
fhake, looke you, I warrant you. 

Terefh. So you do hoftefte. 

Hofi. Doe I? yea in very trueth doc T, and twcrc an afpen 
lcafe,I cannot abide fwaggrers. 

Enter ar.tt cm ' Ptttol^.nd Bardolfes bcj. 

Piflol God fauc you fir Iohn. 

Pal. Welcome ancient Piftoll, heere Piftoll,I charge you 
with a cuppe of facke,do you difeharge vpon mine hoftefle. 

Pitt. I will difeharge vpon her fir Iohn, with two bullets. 

pal. (he is piftoll proofe : fir, you fhall not hardely offend 
her. 

Hofi. Come, He drink no proofes, nor no bullets,Tle drink 
no more than will do me good, for no mans pleafurc,I. 

Ptfl. Then, to you miftris Dorothy, I will charge you. 

Doro. Charge me? I fcornc you, feuruy companion : what 
you poore bafe rafcally dieting lacke-linnen mate? away you 
mouldie rogue, away, l am meatc for your maifter. 

Pifl. I know you miftris Dorothy. 

Doro. Away you cutpurfe rafcall, you filthy boung, away, 
by this wine lie thruft my knife in your mouldie chappes : and 
you play the fuwcic cuttle with me. A way you bottle ale raf- 
call, you basket hilt ftale higgler , you. Since when,l pray 
you fir : Gods light, with two points on your fhoulder?much. 

Pitt. God let me not liue,but I will murther your ruffe for 
this. 

fir Pehn NomorePiftol,I would not haue you go offhere, 
difeharge your fclfe of our company, Piftoll. 

Hofi. No.good captaine Piftoll, not here,fweete captain#, 

Doro. Captain, thou abhominable damnd cheter,art thou 
not afliamed to be called Captaine?and Captaines were of my 
mind, theywouldtrunchionyouout, for taking their names 
vpon you, before you haue eamd them : you a captaine? you 
flaue,for what? for teareing a poore whoores ruffe in a bawdy 
houfe : hee a captaine lhang him rogue, he liues vpon mowldy 

ftewd 
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ftewd proms/ and dried cakcsra captaine?Gods light thefe vil- 
bines vvil make the word as odious as the word occupy,which 
was an excellent good vvordc before it was il forted, therefore 
captains had ncede look too t. 

Bard. Pray thee go downe good Ancient. 

Falft. Hear Ice thee hither ltuflnsDol. 

• Pist. Not I , Itdltheewhat corporallBardolfe, I could 
tcare her, He be reuengde of her. 

"Boy Pray thee go downe. 

Ptii. lie fee her damnd firft,to Plutocs damnd lake by this 
had to th’infernal deep, with erebus & tortures vilealfo: holdc 
hookc and line, lay I;downe,downe doggcs,dovvnefatcrs hauc 
we not Hiren here? 

Host. Good captaine Pcefcll be quiet, tis very late yfaith, I 
befeeke you now aggrauate your choller. 

Ptft Thefe be good humors indeedc,fhalpack-horfcs,and 
hollow' pamperd iadesof Alia which cannot goe but thirtic 
mile a day, compare with Cxfirs and with Canibals , and tro- 
iant Greekes?nay rather damne them with King C erberus,and 
t let the W elkin roare.fhall we fall foule for toies? 

Hoft. By my troth captaine, thefe are very bitter words. 

"Bard, Be gone good Ancient, this will grow to a brawlc 
anon. 

Pijl. Men like dogges giue crownes like pins, hauc we not 
Hiren here? 

Tio/l. A my word Captaine, theres none fitch here , what 
the goodyearc dolyou thinke I would denic her?for Gods fake 
: quiet. 

c Ptft. Then feed and be fat, my faire Calipolis , come giues 
fomefacke, ft fortune me tormente jperato me content o, fearewe 
brode fides?no,lct the fiend giue fire, giue me fomc fackc,and 
fw'eet hart,lie thou there, come we to ful points here?and are & 
carteraes, no things? 

Falft. Piftol J would be quiet. 

P?ft. Sweet Knigbtjl kifle thy nealfe, what,we haue feene 
the feuen ftarres. 

Vol. 
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Df/.For Gods fake thruft him down ftaucsj cannot indure 
fuch a fu Ilian rafcall, 

Tift Thruft him downe ftaires, know we not Galloway 



nagges 



D faift. Quaite him downe Bardolfc like a ftioue-groat (hil- 
ling, nay, and a doe nothing but fpeake nothing, a fliall be no- 
thing here. 

Bard Come, get you downe ftaires. 

Pi(l. What ftiall we haue incifion? (hall we imbrew? then 
death rocke me a fleepe, abridge my dolefull daies : why then 
let gricuons gaftly gaping wounds vntwinde the filters three, 
come Atropofe I fay. 

Ho (l. Heres goodly ftuffc toward. 

Falft. Giue me my rapier, boy. 

T>ol I pray thee Iacke,I pray thee do not drawc. 

Fal. Get you downe ftaires. 

Hoft. Heres a goodly tumult.ileforfweare keeping houfe a- 
fbreile be in thefe tirrits and frights, fo, murder 1 warant now, 
alas, alas, put vp your naked weapons, put vp your naked wea- 
pons. 

T)o!ft pray thee Tack be quiet, the rafcal’s gone,ah you hor- 
fon little vliaunt villain e you. 

Hoft. Are you not hurte ith groyneJme thought a made a 
(hrewd thruft at your belly. 

Fal. Haue you tumd him out a doores? 

Bar. Y ea fir, the rafcal’s druuke, you haue hurt hi m fir i’th 
llioulder. 

Fal. A rafcall to braue me? 

‘T)ol A you fvs eet little rogue you, alas poore ape how thou 
fweatft , come let me wipe thy face , come on you horfone 
chops:a rogue, yfaith Ilouethce, thou art as valorous as He- 
ftorof T rov,woorth fiue of Agamemnon, 6c ten times better 
then theninc Worthies, a villaine! 

Fal. Ah rafcally Haue! I will tolle the rogue in a blanket. 

T>ol Do and thou darft for thy heart, and thou doft, lie can- 
uastheebetweene a payreoflheetes. 

E 
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Boy The mufique is come fir. enter muftcke. 

Tal. Let them play, play firs, fit on my knee Doll, a rafcal! 
bragging flauelthe rogue fled from me like quickfiluer. 

Dot Yfaith and thou followdft him like a church , thoia 
horfon little tydcc Bartholemewljorepigge , when wilt thou 
leauc fighting a daies and foyning a nights, and begin to patch 
vp thine old body for hcauen. ** 

Enter Prince and Voynes . 

Tal Peace good Dolfido not fpeake like a deathes head, do 
not bid me remember mine end. 

Dol Sirra,what humour's the prince of? v 
Tal. A good (hallow yong fellow, awouldhaue madea 
good pander, a would a chipt bread wel. 

Dol They fay Poines has a good wit. 

Tal. He a good wit? hang him baboon, his wits as thicke 
as Tewksbury muftard, theres no more conceit in him then is 
in a mallet. 

Dol Why does the prince loue him jfb then? 

F*/. Becaufe their legges are both of a bignefTe.and a plates 
at quoites well and eates cunger and fennel , and drinkes off 
can d.es cades for Oappe- dragons , and rides the wilde mare 
w ith the boyes,and iumpes vpon iovnd-ftooles , and fweares 
v a good grace , and weares his bootes very fmoothe like 
vntothe figne of theLegge , and breedesno bate with tel- 
ling ofdifereet ftories , andfuch other gambole faculties a has 
that fhow a weake minde.and an able bodie for the which the 
prince admits him : for the prince himfelfis fuch another, the 
weight of ahaire wil turne feales between their haberdepoiz. 

rPmot Would not this naue of a wheele haue his eares cut 
off? 

Toynes Lets beatehim before his whore, 

-Prince Looke where the witherd elder hath not his poule 
clawd like a parrot* 

Pcynes Is it not ftrange that defire fhould fo many yeeres 
out hue performance, 

Kifle n:e Doll* 
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'Prince Satamc and Venus this yeere in coniun&ion? what, 
t faies th’Almanacke to that? 

Pops And look whether the fierieTrigon his man be not 
lifping to his mafter,old tables,his note bookc.his counfel kee- 

P er? 

Talft. Thou dofl: giue me flattering bufles, 

'Del Bymy troth ( kifle thee w'ith a mod conflant heart 
Talft. Iamold,Iamold. 

Dol. I loue thee better then I loue.erc a feuruy yong boy of 
them all. 

Tal. What ftufFe wilt haue a kirtlc of? 1 fiiall receiu e m ony 
a thurfday,fhalt haue a cap to morrow : a merry fong, come it 
growes late.weele to bed, thou t forget me when I am gone. 
Dol P.y'my troth thou tfet me a weeping and thou fuff fo, 

E roue that euer I drcfTe my fclfe handfome til thy rcturne, wel 
earkena th end. 

Tal. Some facke Francis. 

Prince l Toynes Anon anon fir. 

Talft. Ha? a baftard fonne of the Kings? and arte not thou 
Poyncs his brother? 

•e Prince Why thou globe of finfull continents, what a life 
doll thou leade? 

F aft. A better then thou , I am a gentleman , thou art a 
drawer. 

Prince V cry true fir , and I come to drawe you out by the 
eares. 

Hoft . O the Lord preferue thy grace: by my troth wclcom 
to London, now the Lord blefle that fweete face of thine, O 
Iefu, are you come from Wales? 

F alft. Thou horfon madde compound ofmaieftie, by this 
light, flefh,and corrupt bloud,thou art welcome. 

Doll How?you fat foole I fcorne you . 

Poynes Mylordc, he will driue you out of your reuengc, 
and tume all to a meriment if you take not the heate. 

Prince You horfon candlemine you , how vildly did you 
fpeake of me now,before this honeft, vertuous, ciuill gentle- 
woman? E 2 Hoft. 
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Hoft. Godsbleffing of your good heartland fo (be is by my 
troth. 

fa/si, Didft thou heare me? 

prince Y ca and you knew me as you did , when you ranne 
away by Gadfhil, you knew I was at your batke,and fpoke it, 
on purpofe to trie my patience. 

f (lift. No, no, no, not fo, I did not thinkc thou waft within 
hearing. 

prince I (ball driue you then to confcflc the wilfull abufe, 
and then ] know how to handle you. 

F alii. No abufe Flail a mine honour, no abufe. 

‘ Prince Nottodifpraife me, and cal me pan tier and bread- 
chipper, and I know not what? 

IV. No abufe Hall. 

‘Poynes No abufe? 

Yaisi No abufe Ned i'thworlde, honeft Ncd,none,Idif- 
praifde him before the wicked, that the wicked mi ght not fall 
inlouc with thee: in which doing , I haue done the part of a 
careful! ft iend and a true fubieCf , and thy father is to giue me 
thankes for it, no abufe Hall,none Ned, none, no faith boyes 
none. 

Prince See now whether pure feare and intire cowardize, 
doth not make thee wrong this virtuous gentlewoman toclofe 
with vs: is flic of the wicked, is thine bofiefie here of the wic- 
ked, or is thy boy of the wickcd,or honeft Bardolfe whofe zeal 
burnes in his nofe of the wicked? 

Poynes Anfwer thou dead c!me,anfwer. 

Taft. The fiend hath prickt dovvn Bardolfe irrecoverable, 
and his face is Lucifers priuy kitchin , where he doth nothing 
butroft mault-w'ormsjforthe boy there isagood angelabout 
him, butthediuel blinds him too. 

Prince For the weomen. 

Yc ft. For one of them fhees in hell already , and burnes 
pc ore foulesrfor th ’other I owe her n1ony,and whether fhebe 
dam ndfor that I know' not. 

Hoft 
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Hoft. No I warrant you. 

Fa/ft. No 1 thinke thou art not , I thinke thou art quit for 
that.mary there is another inditement vpon thee. fbrfufFering 
flefh to be eaten in thy houfe,contrary to the law,for the which 
I thinke thou wilt howle. 

Hoft. A1 vitlars do fo, whats a ioynt of mutton or two in a 
whole Lent? 

Prince You gentlewoman. 

Do/. W hat faies your grace? 

Pal. His grace faies that which his flefh rebels againft. 

Pcyto knockes at doore. 

Hoft. Who knockes fo lowd at doore? looke too th doorc 
there Francis. 

‘Prince Pcyto, how now, what newes? 

Peyto TheKingyourfatherisat Weminfter, 

And there are twenty weake and wearied poftes, 

Come from the North, and as I came along 
I met and ouertooke a dozen captaines, 

Bareheaded, fweating, knocking at the Tauerncs, 

And asking eucry one for fir Iohn FalftafFe. 

Prince By heauen PoincsJ feele me much too blame. 

So idely to prophane the precious time, 

When tempeft of commotion like the fbuth. 

Borne with blacke vapour, doth begin to melt, 

A nd drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads, 

Giue me my fword and cloke: Falftaffe,good night. 

Exeunt ’Prince and ‘ Poynes . , 

Pal. Now comes in the fweeteft morfell of the night, & we 
muft hence and leaueit vnpickt: more knocking at tire dooreS 
how now, whats the matter? 

E 3 Bar . 
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‘Bay. Y ou muft away to court fir prefcntly, 

A dozen captaines ftay at doorc for you. 

Fa/. Pay the mufitians firra/arcwel hoffeffe,far ewel Do!, 
you fee (my good wcnches)how men of merit are fought af- 
ter, the vndeferuer inay flecpe, when the man of aftion is calld 
on.farewell good wenches, if I bee not fent away pofte, I will 
fee you againe ere I goc. 

'T)o(. 1 cannot fpeake:if my heart be not ready to burfbwel 
fweete Iacke haue a care of thy felfe. 

Fal. Farewell/arewcll. exit. 

FTo/l, Well, fare tbee well, I haue knowne thee thefe twenty 
nine ycarcs, com ep cafe- cod time, but an honefter, and truer 
hearted mamwel fare thee wel. 

Bard, Miftris Terc-fheete. 

Hoft, Whats the matter? 

Bard. Bid mi fins Tere-lhcete come to my mafter, 

Hofl. O runne Doll, runne, runne good Doll, come, Ihfr 
comes blubberd,yca! will you come Doll? 

exeunt, 

enter the King in his night-gotvne 

alone. 

King Go calhhe Earlesof Surrey and of War. 

But ere they come, bid them o'rc-reade thefe letters. 

And well confider of them, make good fpced. 

How many thoufand of my pooreft lubiefts, 

Are at this howre afieepe? 6 fleepelo gentle fleep! 

Natures loft nurfe,how haue I frighted thee. 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-liddes downe. 

And ftcep my fences in forgctfulnefl'e, 

Why rather fieepe lieft thou in fmoaky cribbes, 

Vpon vneafic pallets fit etching thee. 

And hulht with buzzing night-flies to thy flumber, 

Then in the perfumde chambers of the great, 

° Vnder 
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Vnder the canopies ofcoftly ftate, 

And lulld with found of fwceteft melody? 

O thou dull god.whyli fte thou with the vile 

In lothfome beds, and leaueft the kingly couch, 

A watch-cafe, or a common larum bell? 

Wilt thou vpon the high and giddy matte, 

Seale vp the fhip-boies eies, and rock e his braines. 

In cradle of the rude imperious lurge. 

And in the vifitation of the winds, 

Who take the ruffian pillowes by the top, 

Curlino- theirmonftrous heads, and hanging them 
Witlfdeaffing clamour in thefiipperv clouds. 

That with the huffy death it felfe awakes? 

Canft thou, 6 partiall fleepe, giue them repofe, 

To the wet feafon in an howre fo rude, 

Andinthe calmeft, and moft fiilleft night, 

With al appliances and meanesto bootc. 

Deny it to a King? then (happy) low lie downe, 

Vncafie lies the head tliat wcares a crowne. 

Sntcr Warrvike, Surry, and fir Iohn 

Blunt. 

War. Many good morrowes to your maieffie. 

King Is it good morrow lords? 

War. Tis one a clocke,and paft. 

King Why then good morrow to you all mv lords, 

Haue you read ore the letter that I fent you? 

War. We haue my liege. 

King Then you perceiue the body of our kingdortae, 

How foule it is, what rancke difeafcs grow. 

And with what danger neare the heart of it. 

War. It is but as a body yet diftempered. 

Which to his former firength may be reftored, 

With good aduife and little medicine, 

° E 4 M? 
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My Lord Northumberland wilfoone be coold. 

King O God that one might reade the booke of fate. 
And fee the reuolution ofdie times, 

Make mountames leuell, and the continent 
W eary offohde firmeneffe melt it fclfc 
Into the fea,and other times to fee, 

The beachie girdleofthe ocean. 

Too wide for Neptunes hips, how chances tnockes. 
And changes fill the cup ofaltcration, 

With diuers liquors ! O if this were feene. 

The happieft youth viewing his progrelle through, 

W hat penlls part, what crolles to enfue? ' 

Would ihut the booke and fit him downe and die: 

Tis not ten y ceres gone, 

Since Richard and Northumberland great friends. 

Did fcaft togither and in two veare after, 

W ere they at vvarres; it is but eight yeares fince. 

This Percie was the man ncerelt my foulc. 

Who like a brother toyld in my affaires; 

And laied his loue and life vnder my foote, 

Y ea for my fake,euen to the eyes of Richard, 

Gauehim defvanceibutw'hich ofyou was by? 

You coufen Neuel,(as I may remember) 

When Richard with his cyc-brimincfuLI ofteares. 

Then checkt and rated by Northumberland, 

Did fpeake thefe wordes nowproou’d a prophccie: 
Northumberland, thou ladder by the which 
My coufen Bolingbrookeafcendsmy throne, 

(Though then (God knowes) I had no fuch intent. 

But that neccffitiefo bow'ed the (late, 

That I and greatnefle were compeld to kifle.) 

The time /hall come, thus did he follow it, 

The time wil come, thatfbule fin gathering head, 

Shall breake into corruption : fo went on, 

F ortelling this lame times condition. 



And 
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And the deuifion of our amine. 

}Var. There is a hiiforic m ail mens liucs, 

Figuring the natures of the times deceaft: 

The which obferu'd, a mail may prophecie. 

With a neere ayme ofthe maine chance of things, 

As yet not come to hfe,w'ho in their feedcs, 

And weake beginning he intreafured: 

Such thinges become the hatch and broode oftime. 

And by the neceffary forme of this, 

Kin» Richard might create a perfeft guefTe, 

That »reat Nortinxmberland then falle to him,^ 

Would of that feede growe to a greater falfendfe, 

Which ihould not find a ground to rootewpon 
Vnlefleonyou. 

Km, Are thefe thinges then ncccflities, 

Then let vs meet them like neceffities, 

And that fame word cucn now cries out on vs: 

They fay the BiOiop and Northumberland, 

Are fiftiethoufand (trong. 

IVar. Itcannotbemy Lord, 

Rumour doth double like the voice, and eccho 
The numbers of the feared, pleafe it your grace, 

To goto bedde: vponmy fou!e,my Lord, 

The Powers that you alreadie hauefentfoorth, 

Shall bring this prife in very eafilv: 

T o comfort you the more, I hauc rcceiued, 

A certain inftance that Glendour is dead: 

Your Maieftie hath bcene this fortnight ill, 

And thefe vnfeafoned howers perforce ltrnft addc 
V nto your fickne/Te. 

King, I will take your counfaile, 

And w ere thefe inward warres once out of hand, 

We would(deare Lords) vnto the holy land, exeunt 

Snler lujhce Shallow ,and lujhce 

Silence. 

E 5 ShaL 
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Shallow Come on, come on, come on fir, giuemeyour 
hand fir, giue me vour hand fir, an early Airier, by the Roodc: 
and how dooth my good cofin Silens? 

Silence Good morrow good cofin Shallow. 

Shallow And how dooth my coofin your bed-fellowc? 
and your fayreft daughter and mine , my god- daughter El- 
len? 

Silent Alas,n blacke woofel, cofin Shallow. 

Shallow By yea, and no fir : 1 dare faye my coofin Wil- 
liams become a good fcho^ he is at Oxford ftill, ishee 
not? 

Si lens Indecde fir to my cofl. 

Shallow A muff then to the Innes a court fiiortly : T was 
once ofClements Inne, where I thinke they will talke of mad 
Shallow yet. 

S i/ens You were cald Lufly Shallow themcofin. 

Shallow By the mafic I was cald any thing , and I would 
hauedoneany thing indeed too, and roundlvtoo : there was 
\. and little Iohn Dcyt ofStafford-flure, and Blacke George 
Barnes, and Francis Pickc-bone , and Will Squele a Codole 
man , you had not fourc fuch fwinge bucklers in al the 1 lines 
a court again e: and I may fay to you, we knew w here the bona 
robes were, and had the befi: ofthem all at commaundcment? 
then was TackeFalflafFe (now' fir Iohn) a boy, andPageto 
Thomas Mowbray duke of Norffolkc. 

S Hens Coofin, this fir Iohn that comes hither anone about 
fotildicrs? 

Shall- Thcfame (fir Iohn) the very fame, Ifechimbreake 
Skoggins head at the Court gate , w'hen a was a Crackc , not 
thus high: and the very fame day did I fight w ith one Samfon 
Stockefifh a Fruiterer behmdcGrcyes Inne : Iefu,Iefu, the 
mad dayes that I haite fpent ! and to fee how many of my oldc 
acquaintance are dead. 

S Hens W e fhailall follow, coofin. 

SW. Ccrtaine tis certaine.very lure, very fure,dcath(as the 

• Pfalmift 
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Pfalmift faith) is certainc to all, all £hall die, How a- good yoke 
ofbullockes at Samforth faire? 

Siiens By my troth I was not there. 

Sba/. Death is certaine : Is olde Dooble ofyour townc li- 



uing yet? 

S dens Dead fir. 

Shat. Icfu,Iefu,dead< a drew a good bow, and dead?a fiiot 
afinclTioote : Iohn a Gaunt loued him well, and betted much 
money on his head . Dead ! a would haue clapt ith clovvt at 
tvvelue fcore,and caried you a forehand fliaf t a fourcteene and 
foureteene and a halfe, that it would hauc doone a mans heart 
good to fee. How a (core of Ewes now? 

Silent Thereafter as they be,afcoreofgood Ewes may be 
worth tenne pounds. 

Shal. And is oldeDoobledead? 

Sdens Heere come twoo of fir Iohn Falfhiffes men , as I 
thinke. 



Enter Bardolfe, and one with him. 

Good morrow honeft gentlemen. 

'Bard. 1 befeech you, which is 1 uftice Shallow? 

Shall. I am Robert Shallow fir , a poore Efquireof this 
Countie, and one of the Kings Iufticcs of the Peace: what is 
yourpleafure with me? 

Bcxrd. My Captaine, fir,commcnds him to you, my Cap- 
taine fir Iohn Falftaflfc, a tall gentleman, by heauen,and a molt 
gallant Leader, 

Shall, He greets me wel,fir,I knew him a good backfword 
man : how doth the good knight ? may I aske how mv Ladie 
his wife doth? 

Sir, pardon, a fouldiour is better accommodate than 
with a wife. 

Shallow It is well favde in faith fir, and it is well faydein* 
deedetoo, better accommodated, it is good, yeaindeedeis 
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it, good phrafes, arc furely, and euer were, very commenda- 
ble , accommodated : it comes of accommodo , v<;ry good, a 
good phrafe. 

Bardolfe Pardon me fir, I liaue heard the worde , phrafe 
call you it ? by this good day , I knowe not the phrafe , but 
I will mayntavnc the worde with my fworde, to bee afoul- 
diour-hkewordj and a worde of exceeding good command, 
byheauen: accommodated, that is, when a man is , as they 
fay, accommodated, or when a man is, beeing whereby, a 
may be thought to be accommodated , which is an excellent 
thing. 

Enter Jir lohn Tafflaffe. 

Inti. It is very iu fl : looke, here comes good fir Tohn.giue 
meyour good hand, giuetneeyour worfhippes good hand, 
by my troth you likewell, and beare your ) ceres very well, 
welcome good lir loi n. 

Fal 1 am <j;!ad to fee you well, good maifter Robert Shal- 
low, maifter Soccard(as 1 thinke.) 

Sh u. No iir lohn, it :$ my coolin Silens,in commillion with 

11 e pam. Good maifter Silens, it well befits you ftiould be of 
the Peace. 

Silens Y our good worfhip is welcome. 

Tain. Fie, this is hot weather(gentlemen) hauc you prout- 
ded me heere halfe a dozen nifficient men? 

Shai. Mary baue we fir, will you fit? 

T<tlfl. Let me le< tliem 1 beleech you. 

Shall. W heres the rowle ? wheres the rowle ? wheres the 
rowle? let me fee, letme fee,fo,fo,fo,fo,fo (fo.fo) yeamarv Ur, 
R afe Mouldy, let them appeere as l call, let them do fo,let tlie 
do (o. let me fee, where is Mould) • 

A'/otsldy Here and itpleafe you. 

Sha. What think you fir lohn, a good hrobd fcHovv^on^ 
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ftrong.andofgoodfnends. 

fal. Is fhy name Mouldte? 
iMoul, Y ea,andt plcafe you* 

Val. Tis the more time thou wert vice. 

S hal, Ha,ha,ha,moft excellent yfailh, things that are moul- 
dvlackc vfe:very lingular good,mfaith well faid fir lohn, very 
-llfaid. lohn f riches him. 

^ I was prickt wel enough before,and you could hauc 

let me alone, my old dame willbcvndoncnow for one to doe 
herhusbandrie,and her drudgery, youneed not to hauc pnekt 

me there are other men fitter to go out then I. . . 

fal, Go to, peace Mouldy, you lhall go, Mouldy it is time 

you were fpent. 

^if'pScefellow, peace, (land afide,knowyou where you 
are?forth’other firlohmletme fee Simon Shadow. 

p a l. Yea mary,let me hauc him to fit vnder,hees like to be 

a cold foldiour. 

Shal, Wheres Shadow? 

Shad, Here fir, 

fal, Shadow,whofe fonne art thou? 

Shad, My mothers fonne fir. ; _ 

fal. Thy mothers fonnellikc enough, and thy fathers iha- 
dow,fo the fonne of the female is the fliadow of the male J it is 
often fo indeede.but much of the fathers lubftancc. 

,. Shal. Do you hke him fir lohn? _ 

fal Shadow wilferue for fummer,pricke him, for wchaue 
a number of fhadowes fill vp the mufter booke. 

Shal. Thomas Wart, 
fal. Whereshc? 

Wart Here fir. 
fal. Is thy name Wait? 

Wart Yea fir. 

fal. Thou art a veiy ragged wart. 

Shal. Shall I pricke him fir lohn? 

I W. It were (uperfluou$,for apparell is built vponhis back, 

F and 
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and the whole fame (lands vpon pins, priclce him nomom 
F eebie Here fir, 

ShaL What trade art thou Feeble! 
feeble A womans tailer fir. 

SW. Shall Ipricke him fir? 

F.?/. You may, but ifhe had bin a mans tailerhcc d a nrirU 

>; ou : , w Aj t10U - make 35 ninnieholesin a” enemies battailen 
thou halt done in a womans peticoate. } as 

1 v f - J ° my 3 ood wiU fir>you can haue no more 
tal Well nude good womans tailer, well faide coumioui 

Feeble, thou win be as valiant as the wrathfull do ue or moft 
magnanimous moufc,pricke the womans tailer; welM 9h-,i 
low, deepe M. Shallow. M,5ha1 ' 

Feeble I would Wart might haue gone ITr. 

Fal. 1 would thou wert a mans tailer , that thou mi<ditft 
mend him and make him fit to goe,I cannot put him to ami. 

Feeble It /ball fufilce fir. 

F< I am bound to thee reuerend Feeble, who is next? 
Aha/. Peter Bui- calre o th greene, 

Fal. Y ea martlets fee Bubcalfe* * 

’Bui Here fir (roareagaine. 

\ aL . G . od a !,! ; eI y come prickc Bul-calfe til hce 
KJ Lord^oodimyiord captaine* 

Fa/fl. What, doll thou roare before thou art prickt? 

Bul. O Lord fir,T am a difeafed man. 

F<?/. What difeafe haft thou. p 

BuL Ahorfoncoldfir, acoughfir, which Icought with 
ringing in the Kings affaires vpon his coronation day fir. 

taL Come, thou (halt go to the warres in a gowne.we wil 
haue away thy cold, and Lwil take fuch order that thv fhendes 
ihal ring for thee. Is here all? ; ' ' 

Ahal. Here is two more cald then your number, you mull 

haue 
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haue but foure here fir, andfolprayyougoeinwithmeeto 
diD r° er rnme I wil *o drink with you, but I canottary dinner; 

O^r iohm^o^ allnight 

S huL Ha, twasamerry night, and lslanc-iN 0 

kU f4?. She hues matter Shallow- 

before I came to Clements mne. 

ft 

S Ttatbwthatwehaue, thatvrehmejofothfit 

TnWhte ^uSlv.ordeuasH.mboies.comcte.o 

dinneiyedme lets to dinner,lclhs the dales that we^hauefeene, 

"S. Good maiftcr corporate Bardolfc nindmfitai 
& 1, errs foure Harry ten(hill,n 5 s 

very truth fe„I had as liue be hangdCr as go,and ) et or mm 
Ownepartfir I do not care,butrather beatufe I am vnwiiiuig. 
and for mine owne part haue a defir c lo (lay with toy friends, 
elfe fir I did not care, for mine owne part fo much* 

Bard, Go to,ftand atide* . _ i j j,,„~ 

Afoul. And good M.corporatl captame,for my old dames 
fake ftandmy friend fhehas nobody to doeany thing about 

Jr 2 
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Tar, Goto,{landafidc. 

By my troth I care not, a man can die hut once w , 
©we God a death, ilenerebeareabafemind, and’t bee’ my 
deftny:fo,and t be not/o,no man’s too good to feme’s prince 7 

the next 29 Wy “ wU1, hc **“* dies > reerc is quit for 

Bar W ell laid, th art a good fellow, 
feeble F aith ilc beare no bale mind. 

Enter Falftaffe and the Injhces, 

Tal, Comefir, which men fhall I haue? 

Sbal, Foure of which you pleafe. 

d)Sd Bdcaifo^ With )OU>1 faaUC thrCe P ound tofree Mottl- 
Fal* Go to,wel?« 

Sbal, Come fir Iohn„which fourewil you haue? 
tal. Do you chufeforme, 

JW.Marythen.MonWy^uka^e.Feeble.andSadow. 

Fal, Mouldy and Bulcalfe/or you Mouldy Bay at home.til 
you are pall fcruice : andforyourpartBulcalfe, grow til you 
come vntoit,I will none of you. i 

Sbal,. Sir Iohn,fir John, doe not your fdlfe wrong, they are 

your likeliefl men,, and I would haue you ferude with the 
belt. 

Fal. Wit voutelme(maflerShalfow)how to chufeaman? 
care , for the limbe, thethewes, thellature,bulkeandbigaf- 
femblance ofa manrgmc methe fpirit M.Shalowiheres Wart, 
you lee what a ragged apparance it is, a ffiall charge you, and 
dikhargeyou with the motion of a pcwterers hammer, come 
off and on fwifier then he that gibbets on the brewers bucket: 
and tills lame halfefacde fellow Shadow', giue me this man, lie 
pre ents no marke to the enemy, the fo-man may with as great 
aimelcuel at the edge of a pen -knife , and fora retraite how 
swiftly wii this Feeble the womans Tailerrunne off? O giuc 
Lie -pare men, and lparc me the great ones, puttemee a 
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ta tiu er into Warts hand Bardolfe. 

Bar. Hold Wart, trauers thas,tnas,tnas. 

Tal.Com: mannage me your caliuer:fo,very wc!,go to, very 
good, exceeding good, O giue me alwaies a little leane, olde 
• choptBallde, foot : well faid yfaith Wart, th art a good fcab, 
hold,theres a teller for thee. 

Sbal, He is not his crafts-mafter, he doth not do itri^ht, 1 
remember at Mile-end-greene, when I lay at Clements lnne„ 
I was then fir Dagonct in Arthurs fiiow, there was a little 
quiucr fellow, and a would mannage you his peece thus, and a 
would about and about, and come you in, and come you in,. 
rah,tah,tah, would a fay, bounce would a fay, and away again, 
would a go, and againe would a come 1 mall nere fee luch a 
£cllow 

Fat* TheCbfcllowes wooll doe well M . S hallow, Go d keep* 
you MuSciien^l will not vfe many words with you > fare you 
vvel gentlemen both ,Ithankyou,I niufta dofen mile to night; 

Bardolfe,^iue the (buldiers coates. c 

Sbal. Sir Iohn,the Lord bleffe youiGod prolper your af- 
faires, God fend vs peace at your returne, vifit our houfc, let 
our old acquaintance be renewed, peraduenture I will with ye 
to the court. 

Fal. Fore God would you would. 

Sbal, Go toil haue fpoke at a word,God keep you; 

Tal, Fare you well gentle gentlemen. eX d 

Sbal, On Bardolfe)eade the men away , as I returne I will' 
fetch offtheFe iuflices,I do fee the bottome ofiufficeShallow,. 
Lord, Lord, how fubieft we old men are to this vice of lying, 
this fame flam'd iuftice hath done nothing but prate to me, 
of the w'ildnellb of his youth , and the feates he hath done a- 
bout Turne-bull llreet,and euery third word a lie, dewer paid 
to the heart r then tlie Turkes tribute, I doe remember him. 
at Clements Innc,like a man made after fupper ofa checfe pa- 
ring, when a was naked, he was for all the worlde like a forkt' 
reddifh,with a head fantaflically earned vpon it with a knife,- 
a was fo forlorne,that his demenfions to any thicke fightwere 

F 3 inuicr- 
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inuincible, a was the very genius of famine, yet lecherous as a 
monkie,& the whores cald him mandrake, a came ouer in the 
rereward of the fatbion , and fung thofe tunes to the ouer- 
fchutcht hufwiues , that he heard the Car-men w hi (lie , and 
(ware they were his fancies or his good-nigh ts , and nowe is 
this vices dagger become a fquire , and talkes as familiarly of 
Iohn a Gaunt, as if he had bin fworne brother to him , and 
ile be fworn anere faw him but once in the tylt-yard, and then 
he burft his head for crowding among the Marfhalles men, I 
faw it and told Iohn a Gaunt hebeate his ownc name, for you 
might haue thruft him and all his aparell into an eele-skin, the 
cafe of a treble hoboy wasamanfionfor him a Court, and 
now has he land and beefes, Wclfilebe acquainted with him 
iflreturne,and f fhal go hard, but ile make him a philofophers 
two Hones to me, if the yong Dafe be a baite for the old Pike, 
I fee no reafon in the law of nature but I may (nap at him , till 
Time (hape,and there an end. 

Enter the Archbijbop y Mowbray fBardolfe t Haflings } within 
the forrefl ofG atdtree. 

Btjh. What is this forrefl calld? 

Hast. Tis Gaultree forrefl, and't fhal pleafe your grace. 
Tijbop Here (land, my lords, and (end difeouerers forth, 

T o know the numbers of our enemies: 

Ha/lings We haue fent forth already, 

Hijhop Tis well done, . 

My friends and brethren (in thefe great affaires) 

I mu(l acquaintyou, that I hauereceiu’d 
New dated letters from Northumberland, 

Their cold intent, tenure, and fubflance thus : 

Here doth he wifli his perfbn,with fuch powers, 

As might hold (brtance with his quallitie. 

The which he could not leuy : whereupon 
Heisretirde to ripe hisgrowingfortunes, 

To Scotland,and concludes in hearty prayers, 

Thatvour attempts may ouer-liue the hazard 
And fearcfull meeting of their oppofite. 

Mowb, 
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Mowb. Thfts do the hopes we haue in him, touch ground. 
And dafh thcmfelues to peec’es. Enter mejfenger 

Haflings Now, what new es? 

OWeflenger Weflofthis forrefl.fcarcely off a mile, 

In <*oodly forme comes on the enemy, 

Aik! by the ground they hide, I iudge their number 
Vpon,or neere the rate of thirty thoufand. 

GMowbray The iufl proportion that we gaue them out. 
Let vs fw ay on,and face them in the field. 

"Bijbop W hat vvel appointed Leader frents vs heerc? 

Enter Wejlmerland 

Mowbray I thinke it is my lord of W eftmerland. 

Weft, Health and faire greeting from our G enerau. 

The prince lord Iohn and duke of Lancaflcr. 

Bifljop Say on mylord ofVVeflmerland in peace, 

VVhat doth conccrne your comming? • ' 

We. Then my L.vnto your Grace do I in chiefe addrefle 
The fubflance ofmyfpeech : if that rebellion 
Camelike it felfc, in bafe and abieft rowtes. 

Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rage, 

And countenaun(i by boyes and beggary, 

1 fay, ifdamnd commotion foappeare, 

In his true, natiue, and moft proper fhape, 

You,reuerend father,and thefe noble Lordes, 

Had not beene heere to drefl'e the owgly forme 
Of bafe and bloody Infurrefrion 
WithyourfaireHonours. You (lord Archbifhop) 

Whofe Sea is by a ciuile peace maintainde, 

Whofe beard the filuer hand of Peace hath toucht, 

W hofe learning and good letters Peace hath tutord, 

W ho(e white inueflments figure innocence, 

The Doue, and very blefTed fpirite of peace. 

Wherefore doyoufo ill tranflate your felfe 
Outofthefpcech of peace thatbeares fuch grace. 

Into the harfh and bovfirous tongue ofwarre? 
Turningyourbookes to graues,your incke tobloud, 
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Tour pennes to launces, and your tongue dining 
To a lowd trumpet, and a point of wane? 

Btjb. W heretore do I this?fb the queftion ftands? 
Briefly, to this end we are all difeafde: 

The dangers of the daic’s but newly gone, 

VVhofe memorie is written on the earth. 

With yet appearing blood, and the examples 
Ofeuery minutes inftancc (prefcnt now,) 

H ath put vs in thefe ill-bcfeeming armes, 

Not to breake pcace : or any braunch of it. 

But to eftablifh heere a peace indcede, 

Concurring both in name and quallitie. 

West. When eucr yet was your appeale denied 
Wherein haue you beene galled by the King? 

W hat peere hath beene fuborndc to grate on you? 

That you fhould fealethislawlefle bloody bookc 
Offbrgde rebellion with a feale diuine, 

‘Bijhop M y brother Generali, the common wealth 
I make my quarrell in particular. 

We, ft. T here is no neede of any fuch redrefle, 

O r if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Mowbray why not to him in part,and to vs all 
That feelc the bruifes of the daics before? 

And fuffer the condition of thefe times. 

To lay a heauy and vnequall hand 
Vpon our honors. 

Weft. Butthisismeere digreflionfrom my purpofe. 
Here come I from our princely generall, 

T o know your griefes, to tell you from his Grace, 

That he will giue you audience, and wherein 
It fhall appeere that your demaunds arc iuft. 

You fhall enioy them,euery thing let off 
That might fo much as thinke you enemies. 

C Mowbray But he hath forede vs to compel this offer, 
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And itproceedes from policiejnotlpuc. v 
Wen. Mowbray,yououerweenetotakeitfb: 

This offer comes from mercy, not from feare: 

For loe, within a ken our army lies: 

Vpon mine honour,all too confident 
To giue admittance to a thought of fcarc: 

Our battell is more full of names than yours. 

Our men more perfeft in the vfe cf armes. 

Our armour all as ffrong, ©ur caufe the beff : 

Then Rcafon will our hearts fhould be as good: 

Say you not then, our offer is compelld. 

Cfrbow, Well, by my will, we fhall admit no parlee. 
mn. That argues but the fhame ofyour offence, 

A rotten cafe abides no handling. 

Haft mgs .Hath the prince Iohn a full commiffion, 
hi very ample vertue of his father. 

To heare,and absolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we thall Hand vpon? 

Weft. That is intended in the Generalles name, 

I mufe you make Co flight a queftion. 

Bijhop Then take, my lord of Weftmerland,thisfcedule, 

For this containes our generall grieuances. 

Each feuerall article herein redreft. - 

All members ofour caufe both here and hence, 

That are enfinewed to this aftion. 

Acquitted by atruefubftantiallfbrme. 

And prefent execution ofour willcs. 

To vs and our purpofes confinde, o 

We come within our a we ful I bancks againe, 

And knit our powers to thearme ofpeace. 

T Tf' This will I fhew the Generall, pleafe you Lords, 
n igntofboth ourbattcllswcmayineetc. 

At either end in peace, which God'foframe, 

Ur to thepbee of difference call thefwords, 

Exu Westmorland 

Wop My lord, we will doe fo, 

G Mere. 
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CMoti There is a thing within my bofome tells mis 
That no conditions of our peace can ftand. 

Haftings Feare you not- that if we can make our peace, 
Vpon fuch large termes.and fo abfolute, 

As our conditions (hall confiftvpon, 

Our peace ("hall (land asfirmc as rockic mountamefc 
Monb, Y ea but our valuation fhal be fuch. 

That cuerv Highland falfe deriued caufe, 

Yea cuerv idle, nice, and wanton reafon. 

Shall to the King taftc of this affion, 

That were our royal faiths marines inloue, 

Wefliall bewinow’dwith forougha wind, 

7 hat cuen our corne fhal feeme as light as chafte, 

And crood from bad find no partition. 

No,no,my lord ; notc this, the King ts weary 
Of daintie and fuch picking greeuances, 

F or he hath found,to end one doubt by death, 

Rcuiues two greater in the heires of life: 

And therefore will he wipe his tables clcane. 

And keepe no tel- talc to his memorie. 

That may repeate,and hifiorv his Ioffe, 

To new remembrance:for full wel he knowes. 

He cannotfb precifely weed this land, 

As his mifdoubtsprefent occafion, 

His foes are fo enroote d with his friends. 

That plucking to vnfixan enemy, 

He doth vnfaftenfo, and (hake afriend, 

So that this land, like an offenfiue wife, 

That hath enragde him on to offer ftrokes, 

As he is finking, holdes his infant vp> 

And hangs refolu’d correftion in the arme. 

That was vpreard to execution. 

Hafl. Befides,theKing hath waited al his rods, 

On late offenders, that he now dothlacke 
The very inftruments ofchafticement 
So that his power, like to a phangiefie lion. 
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May offer, butnot hold. 

Bifhop Tis very true. 

And therefore be afTurde,my good Lord Marshall, 
Ifwcdonow make our attonement well, 

Our peace wil like a broken limbe vnited. 

Grow (Longer for the breaking. . 

<JMow. Be it fo,here is returnd my lord or W eftmerland. 
Enter Weftmertand. 

Weft. Thcprince is here at hand, pleafeth your Lordihip 
To meet his grace iuft difiance tweene our armies. 

Enter Prince Iohn and hit armie. 

A/w.Your grace of York, in Gods name then fet forward. 
S^.Beforc.and grccte his grace(my lord) vve come. 

Iohn You are well incountred here, my coufen Mowbray, 
Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbilhop, 

And fo to you Lord Haftings and to all. 

My Lord of Yorke,it better fhewed with you, 

When that your flockc affembled by the bell, 

Encircled you, to hearc with reuerence, 

Your expofition on the holy text. 

That now to fee you here, an yron man talking, 

Cheering a rowt of rebells with your drnmme, 

Turning the w'ord to fword,and lifetodeath; 

That man that fits within a monarches heart. 

And ripen s in the fun- dime of his fan or, 

Would heabufethe countenance of the King: 

Alacke what mifeheefes might he fet abroach, 

In (hadow of fiich greatneffe? with you Lord bifhop 
It is cuen fo,wbo hath not heard it fpoken, 

How deepe you were within the bookes of God, 

To vs the fpeaker in his parliament, 

To vs tli imagine voice of God himfclfc, 

The very opener and intelligencer, 

Betwecncthe grace, the fan&ttics of heauen, 

And our dull workings?© who fhal beleeue. 

But you mifufe the reuerence of your place, 

G 2 Imply 
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Imply the countenance and grace of heau’n, * 

As a falfe fauorite doth his princes name: 

In deedes dishonorable you hauctanevp, 

Vnder the counterfeited zealc ofGod, 

The fubietts of his fubfhtute my father, 

And both againft the peace of heauen and him, 

Haue here vpfvvarmd them. 

Bftop Good my Lord of Lancafter, 
l am not here againft your fathers peace. 

But as I told my lord of Weftmerland, 

The time mifordred doth in common fenfe, 

Crowd vs and crufh vs to this monftrous forme, 

T o hold our fafety vp : 1 fer.t your grace. 

The parcells and particulars ofourgriefe. 

The which hath beene with fcorne fhouedfrom the court, 
Whereon thisHidra,fonneofwarre is borne, 

Whofe dangerous eies may well be charmd alleepe, 

With graunt of oUr moft iuft,and right defires. 

And true obedience of this madnes cured, 

Stoope tamely to the foote ofmaieftie. 

tJMow. lf not,we ready are to trie our fortunes. 

To the laft man- 
na/?. And though we here faldowne. 

We haue fupplics to fecond our attempt, 

]f they mifearry, theirs fhal fecond them. 

And Co faccefleof mifehiefe fhall be borne, 

And heire from heire fhall hold his quarrellvp, 

Whiles England lhail haue generation. 

Prince You are too; fballow H aftings, much too fhallow, 
To found th fbottome of the after times. 

Weft. Pleafethvour grace to anfwere them direcftly, 

How farforth you do like their articles. 

Prince I like them all, and do allow them well, 

And fweare here by the honour of my bloud, 

JVIy fathers purpqfes haue beene miftoolce. 

And fome about him haue too lauifhly, 

Wrefted 
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Wrefted his meaning and authority. 

My Lord,thefe griefes fhall be with fpeed redreft, 

Vppon my foule they fhal, if this may pleofe you, 

Difcharge your powers vnto their feuerall counties. 

As we will ours,and here betweene the armies. 

Lets drinke together friendly and embrace. 

That all their eies may beare thofe tokens home, 

Ofour reftored loue and amitie. 

'Bijhop I take your princely word for thefe redrefles, 

I giue ityou,and will maintaine my word, 

Andtherevpon I drinke vnto your grace. 

'Prince Go Captaine, and deliucr to the armie 
This newes of peace, let them haue pay, and part. 

Iknow it will well pleafe them, hie thee captaine. 

Bijhop T o you my noble lord of W eftmerland. 

Weft, I pledge your grace, and ifvou knew what paines, 

I hauebeftowed to breed this prefent peace, 

You would drinke freely, hut my loue to ye 
Shall fliew it felfe more openly hereafter. 

'Bilhop I do not doubt you. 

Weil. Iamgladofit, 

Health to my Lord, and gentle cofin Mowbray. 

Move. Y ou wilh me health in very happy feafon. 

For I am on the fodaine fomething ill. 

'Btjhop Againft ill chaunces men are cuer mery. 

But heauinefle fore-runnes the good euent. 

Weft. Therefore be mery coze,fince fodaine forrovv 
Serues to fay thus, fome good thing comes to morow. 

’Bijbop Bcleeue me I am palling light in fpirit. 

Mow. So much the worfeif your owne rule be true, ft out. 
Prut* The word of peace isrendred.heark how they fhowt. 
Mow. This had bin cheerefull after viffory. 

Bifbop A peace is of the nature of a conqueft. 

For then both parties nobly are fubdued, 

And neither party loofer. 

'Prince Go my lord, 

G 3 And 
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And let our army be chfeharged too, 

I- And, good my lord,(o pleafeyou,let ourtraines 
March by vs, that wc may perufe the men, 

V Vc fhould haue coap’t withall, 
r Bifhop Go, good Lord Haftings, - 
And ere they be difmifflet them march by .enter IVefimerland, 
‘Prince I trufl L ords wc (Lai lie to night togither: 

Now coofia., wherefore Hands our army fill? 

TVefi. The Leaders hauing charge from you to Hand, 

\Vil not goe oft vntil they heare you fpeake. 

c Prince They know their ducties. enter Haftings 

Huttings My lord, our army is difpcrfl already, 

Like youthfull fleeres vnyoakt they take their courfcs, 
Eaft.vveafl, north, fouth, or like a fchoole broke vp. 

Each hurries toward his home, and (porting place. 

Weft, Good tidings my lord Haftings, for the which 
I do areft thee traitor of high treafoti, 

And you lord Archbifliop,and you lord Mowbray, 

Of capitall treafon I attach you both. 

sJMc.xvbray Is this proceeding iuft and honorable? 

* Weft. I s your alTembly fo? 

will you thus breake your faith? 

Prince I pawnde thee none, 

I promift you redrefTc of thefefame grieuanccs 
Whereof you did complaine, which by mine honour 
I will pci forme, with am oft chriftian care. 

But for you rebels, looke to taftc the due 
Mecte for rebellion: 

Moft fliallowly did you thefe armes commence. 

Fondly brought heerc.andfoolifLly fent hence. 

Strike vp our dramrnes.purlucthe foattred (tray: 

God, and not we, hath fafelv fought to day: 

Some guard this traitcutrtothe 'olocice of death, 

Treafons true bcd,and yecider vp ofbreath. 

s/flarum Enter Fa/ftajfe excurfons 

Fa/, whatsveurnarncfir,ofwhatconditio»areyou, 

' of 
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ef what place? t 

Cole , I am a Knight Gr, and my name is Coleuile of the 
' Dale. 

Fal, well then,Colleuile is your name, a Knight is your d«- 
cree.and your place the dale : Coleuile flialbe Hill your name, 
a traitor your degree, & the dungeon your place, a place deep 
enough, fo (hall you be (til Collcuile of the Dale. 

(Joile. Are not you fir John Falffoffe? 

Fal. As good a man as he fir, who ere lam : doeycveelde 
fir.orfhall I fweatfor you? if I doe (weate, they arcthe drops 
.of thy louers, and they wcepe for thy death, therefore rowzc 
vpfe'are and trembling, and do obferuance to my mercie. 

Colle. 1 think you are fir Iohn FalflafFe,and in that thought 
yceldeme. 

Fal. I haue a whole fchool of tongues in this belly of min#-, 
and not a tongue of them all (peakes any other word but my 
name, and 1 had but a belly ofany indifferencie,J were fimply 
the nioftaftiue fellow in Europe : my w'omb,my wotnbe,my 
Womb vndoes me.heere comes our Generali. 

Enter Iohn IVeftmerlan^anclthe reft. Rctraite 

John The hcate is part, follow no further now. 

Call in the powers good coofin W eftmerland. 

Now FalftafFe, where haue you beene all this while? 

When euery thing is ended .then you corner 
Thefetardy trickcs ofyours wilonmylife 
One time or other breake fome gallowes backe. 

Fal. I would bee (ory my lord, but it fhoulde bee thus : I 
neuer knew yet but Rebuke and Checke , was the rewarde of 
V alor:do you think e me a fwai!ow,an arrow, or a bullet? haue 
1 in my poore and old motion the expedition of thought ? I 
haue fpeeded hither with the very extreameft inch ofpoflibi- 
lity, 1 haue foundved ninefcore and od poftes, and here trauell 
tainted as I am, hauein my pure and immaculate valour, ta- 
ken fir Iohn Colleuile ofthe Dale, a moft furious Knight -dud 
valorous enemy,,: but what of t!iat?he fawe me, and yeeldcd, 

that I may iuftly fay with the hooke-nofde fellow ofRome, 

. • 




there cofin, T came,faw,and oucrcame, 

John It was more of his curtefie then your defcruing. 

Falft. 1 know not, here lie is, and here 1 yeeld him, andl 
bsfeech your grace let it be booktewith the reft of this daies 
deedcs, or by the Lord, I wil hauc it in a particular ballad elfe, 
•with mine ownc pifture on the top on’t, (Colcuile killing my 
foote)to the which couifc, if I bee enforft , ifyoudocnot all 
fhew like guilt twoo pences to mee, and I in the cleere skieof 
Fame, ore-lhineyou as much as the full moone doth the cin- 
dars of the element, (which Ihcw like pinnes heads to her)be- 
leeue not the worde of the noble : therefore let me haue right, 
and let Defert mount, 

‘ Trince Thine’s too heauy to mount. 

Falft. Let it Urine then. 

. * Trince Thinestoothicketo fhinc. 

Falft. Let it do fome thing, my good lord, that may doe me 
good, and call it what you will. 

Prince Is thy name Colleuile? 

Col. It is my Lord. 

Prince A famous rebell art thou Colleuile. 

Falft. And a famous true fubiefttooke him. 

Col. I am my lord but as my betters are, 

That led me hither, had they bin rulde by me, 

You fhould haue wonne them deerer then you hauc. 

Fal. I know not how they fold themfelues, but thou like a 
kind fellow gaueft thy felfe away gratis, andl thanke thee for 
thee. enter Weft merlanA. 

4 Trince Now', haue you left purluit? 

Weft. Retraite ismade,and execution ffayd. 

Prince Send Collcuilewith liis confederates 
To Yorke, to prefent execution, ft . 

Blunt lcade him hence, and fee you guard him fare. 

And now difpatch we toward the court my lordes, 1 ' - 

I heare the King my father is fore fick, « !.ji •. ! 

Our newes fhal! go before vs to his maieffie. 

Which cofin you (hall beare to comfort him, 
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And wc with foberfpeede will follow you. 

Falft. My Lord, l bcfcech you giue me leaue to go through 
Glofterfhire,and when you come to court, ftand my good lord 
in your good report. 

Prince Fare you wcl Falftaffe,I,in my conditional al better 
fpeake of you then you deferue. 

pal. I would you had the wit, twere better than your duke* 
dome, good faith this fameyongfoberblouded boy doth not 
louc me, nor a ma canot make him laugh, but thats no maruel, 
hedrinkes no wine, thcres ncuer none of thefe demure boyes 
come to any proofc, for thin drinke doth Co ouer-cooletiicyr 
blood, and makingtnanyfilh meales, that they fail into a kind 
of male greene ficknes, and then when they many', they gettc 
wenches , they are generally fooles and cowards, which fome 
ofvs (hould be tooLutfor inflammation :a good (hems fackc 
hath a two fold operation in it, it afeendes mee into the braine, 
dries me there all thcfoolifli,and dull, and crudy vapors which 
enuironeit,makesitapprehenfiue, quicke, forgetiue, full of 
nimble, fiery , and deleftable Ihapcs, which dehuered ore to 
thevoyce, the tongue, which is the birth, becomes excellent 
wit.The fecond property of your excellent fherris,is the war- 
ming of the blood, which before (cold fc fetled.)left thelyuer 
white & pale, which is the badge of pufilanimitie and cowar - 
dize: but the fherris warmes it, and makes it courfe from the 
inwards to thepartes extremes, it illumineth the face, which 
asabeakon, giues warning to al the reftof this.little kingdom 
man to arme, and then the vitall commoners, and inland petty 
fpirits,mufter me all to their captaine, the heart:\vho great, and 
pufftvp with this retinew, doth any deed of courage : and this 
valour comes offherris, Co thatskill in the weapon is nothing 
without facke (for that fets it aworke) and learning a meere 
whoord of gold kept by a diuell, till facke commences it, and 
fets it in aft and vfe . Flereof comes it , that Prince Harry is 
valiant , for the cold blood he did naturally inherite of his fa- 
ther, he hath like leane, fterile, and bare land , manured, hus- 
banded and tilld, with excellent endeuouref drinking good 
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and gooc! (lore of fertile fherris , that he is become very hote 
and valiant. 1 f I had a thoufand fonnes,the firft humane prin 
ciple I would teach them, fhould be, to forfweare thinpotatil 
ons, and to addift themfelues to facke. How now Bardolfe? ' 
Enter Bardolfe. 

"Bar. T he army is difeharged all, and gone. 

_ V rK K* * em § oc ’ ile through G loflerlhire, and there will 
Iviht M. Robert Shallow Efquire, I haue him already tem 
pnng bctvveene my finger and my thumb, and fhbrtlywilll 
feale with him, come away. . 

Enter t he King JVarwike, Kent fThomas duke of Clarence, 
Humphrey ofGloucefler. 

King Now lords, if God doth giue fucceftefull end, 

T o this debate that bieedeth at our doores. 

We will our youth leadeon to higher fields. 

And draw no fwords but what are fanftificd- 
Our nauie is addreft,our power collected, 

Our flibflitutes in abfence vvel inuefted. 

And euery thing lies leuell to our with. 

Only we want a little perfonal ftrength: 

And pawfe vs til thefe rebels now afoote. 

Come vnderneath the yoke of gouei nment. 

War. Both which we doubt not, but your maiefty 
Shal foore eniov. 

King Humphrey my fonne of Glofter, where is the prince 

your brother? r 

Gk. 3thinkcheesgonetohunt,myIord,atWinfbr. 

King And how accompanied? 

Glo. I do not know, my lord. 

A ing Ts not his brother Thomas of Clarence with him? 

, Glo. No, my good lord,he is in prefence here. 

Qar. What would my lord and father? 

Kin Nothing but well to thee Thomas of Clarence, 

How chance thou art not with the prince thy brother? 

He loues theeand thou doft ncgledt him, Thomas, 

I hou haft a better place in his affeftion 
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Then all thy brothers, cherrifh it my boy: 

And noble offices thou roaift effe«ft 
Oftncdiation after I am dead, 

Betweene his greatnefl'e and tliy other brethren: 

Therefore omit him riot, blunt not his loue. 

Nor loofe the good aduantage of his grace. 

By Teeming cold, or careleficofhis will, 
for he is gracious if he be obferu de, 

He hath a tearc forpitfte,andahand. 

Open as day for meeting charitie, 

Yetnotwithftanding being incenft,heis flint, 

As humorous as winter, and as fodainc 
As flawes congealed in the (bring of day: ^ 

His temper therefore muft be well obferu d, 

Chide him for faults, and do it reuerently, 

When you perceiue his bloud indind to mirth: 

But being moody, giue him timeand fcope, 

Till that his paffions.like a whale on ground 
Confound themfelues with working, learne this Thomas, 
And thou (halt proue a fhclter to thy friends, 

A hoopeof gold to bindc thv brothers in. 

That the vnited veflell of their bloud, 

(Mingled with venome of fuggeftion. 

As force perforce, the age will powre it in,) 

Shall neucrleake,though it doe worke as ftrong, 

As Aconitum.or rafh gunpowder. 
f/a. I lhall obferue him with all care and loue. 

King Why art thou not at Winfore with him Thomas? 
Tho. He is not there to day, he dines in London, 

King And how accompanied? 

Tho. With Poines,and other his continuall followers. 
King Moll fubieft is the fatteft foyle to weeds, 

And he,the noble image of my youth, 

Isouerfpread with thcm.thereforc my griefe 
Stretches itfelfe bevond the howrc of death: 

The bloud weepes from my heart when 1 do fhape, 
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In formes imaginary ,th’un<myded daies. 

And rotten times that you (hall looke vpon. 

When 1 am fleeping with my aunceflors: 

For when his head-ftrong riot hath no curbe, 

V Vhen rage and hot bloud are his counfellors, 

When meanes and lauifh manners mecte together. 

Oh with what wings fhal his afle&ions flic, 

Towards fronting peril and oppofde decay? 

War. My gracious Lord,you looke beyond him quite. 
The prince but ftudieshis companions, 

Like a ftrange tongue wherein togaine the languages 
Tis needfnll that the molt immodeft word, ° 

Be lookt vpon andlearnt,which onceattaind. 

Your highnefle knowes comes to no further vie. 

But to be knownc and hated:fo,likc grofle termes. 

The prince will in the perfe&nefle of time, 

Cafl offhis fol!owcrs,and their memory 
Shall as a pattern, or a meafure liue. 

By which his grace muft mete the liues ofother, 

Turning pa fl-euils to aduantages. 

Kwg Tis fcldome when the bee doth leaue her comb. 

In the dead canon: who’s here, Wcftmerland? 

Enter Wefimerland. 

Weft, Health to my !oueraigne,and new happinefle 
Added to that that I am to deliuer. 

Prince Iohn your fonne doth kifle your graces hand. 
Mowbray,the Bifh&p^Scroope, Failings, and al. 

Are brought to the corrc&ion ofyour law: 

There is not now a rebels fword vnfheathcb 
But Peace puts forth her oliue cuery where* 

The manner how this a&ion hath bin borne. 

Here at more leifurc may your highnefle reade, 

With euery courfe in his particular. 

& Weftmerland,thouartafummer bird, 

V \ hich euerin the haunch ofvvinter fins^s 

Tlie lifting vp of day ilooke hcrcs more neyves* enter Harcor. 

Hare, 




Henry the fourth* 

Hart, From enemies, heauens keep your maiefly , 

And when they ftand againft you.may they fall 

As thofe that lam come to tell you of: 

The Earle Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolre, 

With a great power of Engli fh,and of Scots, 

Arc by the fhrieueof Yorkfhire ouerthrowne. 

The manner, and true order of the fight, 

This packet, pleafe it you.containes at large, 

Ki. And wherforc fhould thefegood news make me licke? 
Will Fortune neuer come with both hands full. 

But wet her faire words ftil in fouled termes? 

She either giues a domach,and no foode, 

Such are the poore in health: or elfeafead, 

And takes away the domach,fuch are the rich 
That haue aboundance,and enioy it not: 

I (hould reioyce now at this happy newes, 

Aud now my fight fades, and my braine is giddy, 

0 me, come nearc me, now I am much ill. 

Hum, Comfort your maiefly. 

Clar, O mv royall father! 

Weft, My foueraigne Lord,checre vp your felfe, look vp. 
War, Be patient princes, you do know thefe fits 
Are with his highnefle very ordinary. 

Stand from him,giue him ayre,heel draight be wel. 

Oar, No, no, he cannot long hold out thefe pangs, 
Th’inccflant care and labour of his mind, 

Hath wrought the Mure that fhould confine it in, 

' So thin that life lookes through. 

Hum . The peoplefeare me, for they do obferue 
Vnfather’d heires, and lothly births of nature, 

Thefeafons change their manners, as the yeerc 
Hadfound fome moneths a fleepe,and leapt them ouei. 

Oar. The riuer hath thrice flowed, no ebbe between. 

And the old folk, (Tiroes doting chronicles,) 

Say, it did fo a little time before 

That our great grandfire Edward>fickt and died, 

H 3 War, 
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War. Spcake lower, princes, for the Kingrecouers, 

Hum. This ap?plexi wjlcertaine be his end. 

King I pray you take me vp,and beare me hence, 

Into fbine other chamber. 

Let there be no noyfe macic,my gentle friends, 

V nlefle fome dull and fauourable hand 
Will whifper mufiqueto mv weary fpirite. 

War, Call forthemufique in the other roome. 

King Set me the crownevpon mvpillow here. 

CUr. His cie is hollow, and he changes much. 

War. Leftc noyfe, lefTe noyfe. Enter Harry 

e , Prince Who (aw the duke of Clarence? 

Clar. I am here brother, ful of heauinefle. 

'Prince How now,raine within doores, and none abroad? 
How doth the King? 

Hum. Exceeding ill. 

Prince Heard he the good new r es yet? tellit him. 

Hum. He altred much vpon the hearing it, 

'Prince If he be ficke with ioy,heele recouer without phi- 
Itckc. 

War. Not fo much noyfe my Lords, fweetc prince, fpeake 
lowe, the King your father is difpofde tofleepe. 

Cla. Let vs withdraw into the other roome. 

War . Wilt pleafe your Grace to go along with vs? 

‘ Prince No, I wilfit and watch heere by the King. 

Why doth the Crowme lie there vpon his pillow, 

Being fo troublefome a bedfellow? 

O polifht perturbation! golden care! 

T hat keep ft the ports of S lumber open W’ide 
T o many a watchfull night, fteepe with it now! 

Yet not fo found , and halfefo deeply fweetc, 

As he whofe brow (with homelybiggen bound) 

Snores out the watch of night. O maieftie! 

When thou doft pinch thy bearer, thou doft fit 
Like a rich, armour worne in heate of day. 

That fealdft with fafty (by his gates of breath) 



Henry the fourth. 

There lies a dowlny feather which ftirs not. 

Did hefufpire,that light and weightlefte dowlne 
Perforce muft moue my gracious lord my fathers 
This fteepe is found mdeede, this is a fteepe. 

That from this golden Rigoll hath diuorft 
So many Englilh Kings, thy djfaw from me. 

Is teares and heauy forowes of the blood, 

Which nature,loue,and filiall tendernefl'e 
Shall (O deare father) pay thee plenteoufly: 

My duefrom thee is this imperiall Crowne, 

Which as immediatefrom thyplaceand blood, 

Deriues it felfe to me : loe where it'fits. 

Which God llial guard, and put the worlds whole ftrcngtli 
Into one giant arme, it fhal not force, 

This lineal honor from me, this from thee 

Willlto mine leaue, as tis left to me. exit . 

Enter SVarwtcbe, G louc ester, Clarence. 

King Warwicke,Gloucefter,Clarence, 

CUr. Doth the King cal? 

War. What would your Maieftie? 

King Why did you leaue me here alone, my lords? 

C'U. We left the prince my brother heremy liege, who vn~ 
dertooke to fit and watch by you. 

King The prince of Wales, where is hc?let me fee him : he 
is not here. 

War. This doorc is open, he is gone this way. 

Hum. He came not through the chamber where we ftaide. 

King Where js the Crowne? who took it from my pillow? 

.War. When we withdrew ,my liege, we left it here. 

King The Prince hath tane it hence gofeeke him out: * 

Is he fo haftre, that he doth fuppofe my fteepe my death? 
findehim, my|ord of Warwicke, chide him hither. 

Tliis part of his coniovnes with my difeafe. 

And helps to end me:fee,fonnes,what things you are, 

How quickly nature falls into reuolt, 

When gold becomesher obieft? 

Fox 
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For this, the foolifh ouer-carefull fathers 
Haue broke their fleepe with thoughts, 

T heir braines with care, the ir bones with induftrys 
For this they haue ingrafted and pilld vp. 

The cankred heapes of ftrange atcheeued gold: 

For this they haue bcene thoughtfull to inueft 
Their fonnes with arts and martiall exercifes. 

When like the bee toling from euery flow-er. 

Our thigh, packt with w'axe our mouthes with hony, 

We bring it to the hiuerand like the bees. 

Are murdredfor our paines, this bitter tafte 
Yeelds his engroflements to the ending father, 

Now where is he that will not flay lo long, 

Till his friend ficknefl'e hands determind m e.Snter Warmcke t 

War. My Lord, I found the prince in the next roosne, 
Wafhing with kindly teares, his gentle cheekes, 

VVithfuch a deepe demeanour in great forrow. 

That tyranny,whichneuerquaft butbloud, 

Would by beholding him, haue wafht his knife, 

V Vith gentle eie-drops,heeis comming hither. Enter Harr], 

King But wherefore did he take away the crownc? 

Loc where he comes, come hither to me Harry, , 

Depart the chamber, leaue vs here alone. exeunt. 

Harry I neuer thought to heare you fpcake againc. 

King T hy with was father (H arry,)to that thought 
I ftay too long by thee,I weary thee, 

Doll thou fo hunger for mine emptic chaire, 

That thou wilt needes inueft thee wdth my honors. 

Before thy howre be ripelO foolifh youth. 

Thou feekft the grcatnefTe that will ouerwhelme thee, 

Stay but a little, for my clowd of dignity 
Is held from falling With fo vveake a wind, 

That it will quickly droprtnydayis dim, 

Thou haft ftolne that, which after fome few houres. 

Were thine, without offence, and at my death. 

Thou haft feald vp my expectation, 
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Thy life did manifeft thou lou’d ft me not. 

And thou wilt haue me die,afTurdc of it, 

Thou hidft a thoufand daggers in thy thoughts, 

V Vhom thou haft whetted on thy ftony heart, 

To (tab at Iialfe an hower of my life. 

VVhat.canft thounotforbeareme halfe atihower? 
Then get thee gone, and digge my grauc thy felfe. 
And bid the mery bells ring to thine eare. 

That thou art crowned, not that I am dead: 

Let all the teares that iliould bedew my hearfe 
Be drops of Balme,to fanftifie thy head, 

Only compouud me with forgotten duft. 

Giuc that which gaue thee life, vnto the vvormes, 
Plucke downemy officers, breakeinv decrees. 

For now a time is come to mocke at Forme: 

Harry the fift is crownd,vp vanitie, 

Downe royall ftate, all you fage counfailers,hence, 
And to the Englifh Court afiemblenow 
From euerv region, apes ofidlcnefTe: 

Now neighbour confines, purge you ofvourflumme 
Hauevou a ruffin that will fweare, drinke.daunce, 
Reuell the night rob, murder, and commit 
Theoldeft finnes,the neweft kindofwaies? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more. 

England iha! double gild his trebble gilt, 

England (hall giue him officc.honour, might: 

For the fift Harry, from curbd licence, plucks 
Themuflel ofreftraint,and the wild dogge 
Shalflefh his tooth on euery innocent. 

O my poorekingdomelfickewith ciuill blowes: 
When that my care could not withhold thy riots. 
What wilt thou do when 1 iot is thy careJ 
O thou wilt be a w'ildemefle againe. 

Peopled with woolues, thy old inhabitants* 

Prince O pardon me, mv liege, but for my teares. 
The moift impediments vnto ray fpeech, 
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I had foreftald this dcerc and deep rebuke. 

Ere you with griefe had fpoke,and I had heard 
The courfeof ltfo far:there is your crovvne: 

And he that w eares the crowne immortally, 

Long gard it yours : if 1 affect it more. 

Then as your honour, and as your renowne, 

Let me no more from this obedience rife, ' 

Which my moft inward true and duteous fpirit, 

T eachcth this proftrate and exterior bending, 

God witneffe with me. When I here came in. 

And found no courfe of breath within yourmaiefly. 
How cold it ftrooke my heartiifl do faine, 

0 let me in my prefent wildncfle die, 

And neucrliueto (hew th’in credulous world. 

The noble change that I haue purpofed. 

Comming to looke on you, thinking you dead. 
And dead almoft, my liege, tothinkeyouwere, 

1 fpake vnto this crowne as hauing fence, 

And thus vpbraided it: the care on thee depending, 
Hath fed vpon the body of my father. 

Therefore thou beft ofgold,art worfe then gold, 
Other !cffefine,in karrat more precious, 

Prcferuing life in medcine potable: 

But thou, moft fine, moft honourd,moft renown’d. 
Haft eatc thy bearer vp:thus my moft royal! liege, 

A coifing it, I putjt on my head, 

T o trie with itas with an enemy. 

That had before my face murdered my father, 
Thequarrell ofa true inheritour. 

But if it did infeff: my bloud with iov. 

Or fwell my thoughts to any ftraine ofpride, 

Jfany rebel or vaine fpirit of mine. 

Did with the leaft afferftion ofa welcome, 

Giue entertainement to the might ofit. 

Let God for euer keep it from my head. 
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And make me as the pocreft vaffaile is. 

That doth withaw and terror kneele to it. 

Km God put in thy mmd to take it hence. 

That thou mightft win the more thy fathers loue, 
Pleading fo wifely in excufe of it: 

Come hither Harry, fit thou by mvbed, 

And heare (I thinke) the very kteft counfartc 
That euer 1 llial breathe .God knowes (my fonne^ 

Bv what by-paths, and indireft crookt wates, 

I met this crowne, and I my felfe know w ell, 
Howtroublefome it fate vpon my head: 

To thee it (hall defend with better quiet, . 

Better opinion, better confirmation, 

For al the foyle of the atchreuement goes. 

With me into the earth.it femd in me, 

But as an honor fnatcht with boiftrous hand. 

And 1 had many liuing to vpbraide . 

Mvgaine of it, by their affiftances, 

Which daily grew to quarrell and to bloudlhed, 
Woundingfuppofed peace:all thele bold tcares 
Thoufeeft with perill I haue anfwerd: 

For all my raigne hath beene but as a Scene, 

Afting that argumenuand now my death 
Changes the mood, for what in me was purchalt, 

Fals vpon thee in a more fairer fort. 

So thou the’garland wearft fucceffiuely, _ 

Y et though thou ftandft more fure then I could do. 
Thou art not firmc enough, fince gr’refes are green c. 
And all thy friends which thou tnuft make thy friends, 
Haue but their flings and teeth newly tanc out: 

By whofe fell working I was firft aduaunft. 

And by whofe power I well might lodge a fearc 
To be againe difplacde: which to auoyde, 

I cut them off, and had apurpofe, now 
To leade out manie to the Holy Land, 

Left reft, and lying fill, might make them looke, 
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Too nearevnto my ftate: therefore, my Harry 
Be it thy courfe to bufic giddie mindcs ' 

With forraine quarrell^hat aftion hence horneout 
May wafte the memory of the former daves. 
MorewculdJ, but my lungs are wafted to, 

Thatftrengtb offpeech is vtterly denied met 
flow I came by the crowne.O God fbrriue 
And grant it may with thee in true pea cel me 

~> Pnnc f. You v ' on ibworck,kept it, gaue it me, 

T hen plainc and right mu ft my polTeffion be 

J* hlc t * ™ th mo > c , with a common p a i„ e 

G “£;' *77' 

Where is my lord of Warwick? 

Fnr.ce My Lord of Warwick 

Km, Doth any name perticular belong 
Yntothclodgingwhcre I firftdid fvvound? 

' ar ‘ T TlS " ,d Lrufilem, my noble Lord. 

t i ^ • aU ^^ eto ^°di cuen there my life nmfl-enA 
t hath bin prophecide to me many veafef 4 

I Should not die, but in Icrufalem " * 

Which vainely 1 fuppofde the Holy Land? 

*> ' K fjT f/7, r 

»r«lhillnTt «^“ C "j' y °, U >’ oufl,all "°' 

Hereby 

Shaf 
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Sbd Dauy,DauY,Dauy, Dauy, let me fee Dauy.fet me fee 

jC, let me fee, yea mary William Cooke, bid him come 
hither, fir Tohn, you flial not be exavfcd. 

DM Mary fir thus, thofc precepts can not be ferued, and 
againe fir, dial we fow the hade land with vvheate. ( 

* 0 Shil, VVith red wheat Dauy, butfor William Coo.ve 

Tedufhel^ now the S midis note for ilrooingand 

P, °£/. r °Let it be caft and paved: fir Iohmyou Ural not be ex- 

^Dauy Nowfir, anew lincke to the bucket muftneedes be 

Kadiand fir, do you meane to ftop any of Williams wages, a* 

bout thefacke hcloft at Hunkly Fatre? 

Ska/, A fhall anfwer it : fome pigeons Dauy, a couple of 
ihortlegg'd hens, a ioynt ofmutton, and any pretty little time 
Kick- Ihawes, tell william Coojke. 

Dauy Dotli the man of warre ftay all night hr? 

Shal. Y ca Dauv, 1 will vfe him well, a friend i tn court is 
better then a penie in purfeivfehi.s mcn wel Dauy, for they arc 
arrant knaucs, and will backbite, 

•Dauy No worfc then they are back-bitten hr/or they haue 
inarunilesfoulelinnen. 

Shat* Well conceited Dauy, about thy bufinefle Dauy. 
'71 .ay I befeech you fir to countenance William Vifor 
of Woncote againft' Clement Perkcs a th hill. 

Sha. There is many complaints Dauy againft that Vifor, 
thatViloris an arrant knaue on my knowledge. 

Dmy 1 graunt your worihip that he is a knauefir: but yet 
God forbid fir, but a knaue fihould haue fome countenance at 
his fi iends reque ft, an honeftmanfirbableto Ipeakefor hiin- 
felfe,when a knaue is not:I haue feru de your worfhip truly fir 
this eight yeares,and I cannot once, or twice in a quarter be are 
out a knaue againft an honeft man, I haue litle credit with your 
worfhip:the knaue is mine honeft friend fir, therfore Ibelceeb 
you let him be countenaunft. 
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Shal. Go to I (ay, he dial haue no wrong, look about Dauy 
Where are you fir Iohn?come,come, come, off with your boots 
glue me your hand mafler Bardolfe. 

Bard. I am glad to fee your worfhip. 

* Shd I thank thee with my heart kind matter Bardolfe, and 
welcome my tall fellow, come fir Iohr-i. 

Fdfl, He follow you good maifter Robert Shallow : Bar- 
dolfe , looke to our horfcs : iff were (awed into quantities, I 
fhould makefoure dozen of fuch herded hermites ftaues'as 
maifter Shallow : it is a wonderful) thing to feethefemblable 
coherence ofhis mensfpirits, and his, they,byobferuin»him, 
do bcarc themfelues like foolifh Iuftices : hee,by conuerfin^ 
with them, is turned into a luftice-likc feruingman. their fpirits 
arefo married in coniunCtion,vvith the participation offociety, 
that they fiocke together in confent, like fo many wild- gecle. 
If I had-a fuitc to matter Shallow , I would humour his men 
with the imputation, ofbeeingneere their maifter : if to his 
men, I would curry with maifter S hallow, that no man could 
better commaund his feruants. It is certaine, that eyther wife 
bcaring.or ignorant cartage is caught, as men take dtfeafes one 
of another : therefore let men take heede of their company, I 
will deuife matter enough out of this Shallow, to keepc prince 
Harry in continuall laughtcr,the wearing out of fixcfafhions, 
which is foure termes,or two a£tions,and a (hal laugh without 
interuallums . O it is much that a lie, with a flight oathe, and 
a ieft , with a fad browe, will doe with a fellow that neuer had 
the ach in his (boulders : O you fhall fee him laugh til his face 
be like a wet eloake ill laide vp. 

Shd. Sirlohn. 

Fdfl, I come maifter Shallow.I come matter Shallow. 

£nt er Wamnkejduke Humphrey , L . chiefe luSlice flThomat 
C (arence, Prince , John Weftmerlmd. 

War. How now, my lord chiefe Iuftice, whither away? 

Fuji. How doth the King? 

W. ir. Exceeding well, Ins cares are now all ended. 

Iufl. 1 hope not dead. 

Way. 
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War. Hees walkt the way of nature, 

A nd to our purpofes he hues no more. 

jufl.l would his Maieftic hadcaUd me with him: 

The feruice that I truely did his life, 

Hathleftme open to all imunes. 

War. Indeede I thinkc the yong king loues you not. 

Iufl. I know he doth not, and do arme my felfe 
To welcome the condition of the time, 

"Which cannot looke more hideoully vpon me. 

Than 1 haue drawne it in my fantafie. 

enter John, Thomas, and Humphrey, 

War, Heere conic the heauy illue of dead Harry: 

0 that the liuing Harry had the temper 
Of he, the worft of thefe three gentlemen! 

How many Nobles then (hould holde their places. 

That mutt ftrike fade to fpirites of vile fort? 

Juft. O God, I fearc all will be ouer-turnd. 

John Good morrow coofin Warwicke, good morrow. 

Tnn.ambo Good morrow coofin. 

John We meete like men that had forgot to fpealce. 

War, Wc do remember, but our argument 
Is all too heauy to admit much talkc. 

John Well, peace be with him that hath made vs heauy. 

Iufl. Peace be with vs, left we be heauier. 

Humph, O good my lord, you haue loft a friend indeede. 
Anil I darcfweare you borrow not that face 
Of feeming (orrow,it is lure your owne. 

John T hough no man be aflurde what grace to finde. 
You (land in coldeft expectation, 
lam the (brier, would twere otherwife. 

Cla. Well, you mutt now fpeake fir Iohn FalftafFe faire. 
Which fwimmes againft your ftreame of quallitic. 

Iufl. Sweet princes, what I did,I did in honor. 

Led by th’impartiall conduCt of my foule. 

And neuer (hall you fee that I will begge 
A ragged and for eft aid remiffion, 
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Iftrutli arid vpright innocencic failc me. 
lie to the King my maifter that is dead, 

And tell him who hath Tent me after him. Enter the 

f f- Hoe comes thc . 

It'jt. Good morrow, and God faueyourmaieftic, 

I> since 1 his new and gorgeous garment Maieftv 
Sits not fo eafie on me, as you thinke: 1 

I bothers, you mixt your fednefle with fomc feare, 

This is the Hngli(h,not the T urkifli court, 

Not Amurath an Amurath fuccecdes, 

But Harry' Harryryet be tad, good brothers, 

For by my faith it very well becomes you: 

Sorrow fo royally in youappcarcs, 

That I will deeply put the fafhion on, 

And wearc it in my heart: why then be fad, 

But entertaine no more ofit,good brothers, 

Then a ioynt burden lavd vpon vs all, 

For me, by heauen( I bid you be aflurde) 

He be your father, and your brother too, 

Let me but beare your loue, He beare your cares: 

Yet weepe that Harries deadend fo w'ill I, 

But Harry hues, that flial conuet t thofe teares 
By number into howres ofhappinefle. 

Era. We hope no otherwife from your maiefiy. 

Prince You al looke ftrangely on rne.and you moft, 

I on are I thinke adurde I loucyou not. 

I am afltirde/ifl be meafurde rightly, 
Yourmaieftyhathnoiuftcaufeto hate me. 

^Prince Norhovv might a prince of my great hopes forget, 
oo great indignities you laid vpon me? 

Wh’a tj rate, rebuke, and roughly fend to prifon, 

Th immediate heire of England? was this eafie? 

May this be wafhtin lethy and forgotten? 

Infi. I then did vfe the perfbn ofy our father, 

The image ofhis power lay then in rnc. 

And in thadminirtration ofhis law. 

Whiles 
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Whiles I was bufie for the common wealth, 

Four Highncfle pleafed to forgetmy place, 

Themaieftic and power of law and lufttce. 

The image of the King whom I prefented, 

And ftrooke me in my very feate of iudgement, 

Whereon, (as an oifendor to your father,) 

I <raue bold way to my authority. 

And did commit yomifthe deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now thc garland, 

To haue a fonne fet vour decrees at naught? 

Topluckedowncluflicefrom b c 

• To trip the courfe of law, and blunt thc fword. 

That guards the peace and fafetie of your perfon? 

Nay more, to fpurne at your mod royall image. 

And mocke your workings in a fecond body? 

Queftion your royall thoughts, make the cafe yours. 

Be now thefather, and propofe a fonne, 

Hcare your ownc dignity fb much prophan d. 

Sec your mod dreadfulllawes fo loofely flighted. 

Behold your felfe fo by a fonne difdaincd: 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And in your power foft filencing your fonne, 

After this cold confiderance fentence me. 

And as you are aXing, fpcake in your ftatc, 

What I hauc done that misbecame my place, 

Myperfon»or my lieges foueraigntie. 

Prince You are right Iuftice,and you weigh this well. 
Therefore (fill beare the Ballance and the Sword, 

And I do wifh your honors may cncreafe, 

T it you do liue to fee a fonne of mine 
Offend you, and obey you as I did: 

So (hall I liue to fpeake my fathers words, 

Happie am I that haue a man fo bold, "r-* 

That dares do Suffice on my proper fonne: 

And not lefle happie, hauing fuch a fonne, 

That would deliuervp his greatnefle fo, 
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Into the hands of Iuftice you did commit me: 

For which I do commit into your hand, 

Th’vnftained fword that you haue vfde to beare,. 

With this remembrance,that you vfe the fame 
With thehke bold,iuft, and impartial fpirit. 

As you haue done gainft me: there is my hand. 

You fhall be as a father to my youth, 

My voice fhall found as you do prompt mine eare. 

And I wil ttoope and humble my intent'. 

To your well praftizde wife direftions. 

And princes all, beleeue me I befeech you. 

My father is gone wild into his graue: 

For in his toomb lie my affefhons, 

A nd with his fpirites fadly I furuiue, 

T o mockc the expectation of the world, 

T o f'ru (Irate prophecies,and to race out. 

Rotten opinion, who hath writ me downe 
After my feeminjr, the tide of bloud in me 
Hath pro wdely flowdin vanitie till now: 

Now doth it turne,and ebbe bncke to thefea. 

Where it fhall mingle with the fhte offlouds. 

And flow henceforth in formal! maieftie. 

Now cal! we our high court of parliament, 

And let vs chufe fuch limbs ofnoble counfailc, 

1 nat the great bodie of our ftate may goe, 

Incqunll ranke w ith the beft gouernd Nation, 

1 hat warre,or pcace.or both at once, may be. 

As things acquainted and familiar to vs. 

In which you father fhall haue formoft hand: 

Oui coronation done, vvewilaccitc, 

1 A jii ef ? re rerncrn bred)all bur Rate, 

And(God configning. to my good intents, ) . 

No prtncenor peere fhall.haueiuft caufe to fay, 

God fhorten Harries happy lifeone day. 

Ja ’ t'V’you fliall fee my orchard, wherein an arbour we 

•< wiB 
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willeate a laftyecrespippen of mine owne grafting, with A 
dilhofcarrawaiesandfo forth: come coofinScilens, and then 

Falfi. Fore God you haue here goodly dwelling, and rich. 

Sbal. Bamine,barrainc,barrame,beggars all, beggars all fir 
lohn, mary goodayrc:fpread Dauy, fpread Dauy, well faide 

Pauy. . 

Fal. This Dauy ferucs you for good vfes, heeisyourfer- 
uing-man,and your husband. 

Sbal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good varlet fir 
John : by the mas I haue dmnke too much fackeatfuppcr : a 
good varlet: now fit downe, now fitdowne,comc cofin. 

Salem Afirraquotha, we fhall do nothing but eatc and 
make good chcere.. and praife God for the merry yecrc, when 
flelh is cheape and females deare, and lufly laddesroamc here 
and there fo merely, and euer among fo merily. 

ftr /obn Theres a merry heart,good M.Siler.s.ile giuc you a 
health for that anon. 

Sbal. Giuc matter Bardolfe fome wine, Dauy, 

T)attj Sweet fir fit,ile be with you anon, moftfvveet fir fit, 
matter Page, good matter Page fit:proface,what you want in 
meate,weele haue in drink, but you mutt beare, the heart’s al. 

Sbal. Be mery matter Bardolfe, and my litle fouldicr there, 
be merry. 

Salem Re merry, be mery, my wife lias all, for women arc 
fhrowes both fhort and tall, tis merry in hal when beards wags 
all, and welcome mery fhrouetidc,be mery, be mery, 

Fa/Jl. I did not thinke matter Scilcns had bin a man of this 
mettall. 

Salem Who I?I haue bcene mery twice and once ere now. 

Enter Dauy. 

Dauy Theres a difh of Lcther-coates for you. 

Sbal, Dauy? 

Dauy Your worfhip: He be with vou flraight,a cup of wine 
fir. 

Scilens A cup of wine thats briske and fine,and drinke vnto 

K 2 the 
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ilie leman twine, and a tnery heart liucs Ion 0, a. 

Falsi. Well faid matter Scilens. 

Sctlens And we thall be mery, now comes in thefweetea'th 



night. 



Fa/fi Health and long life to vou matter Scilens 

,o“b«™e. CCUPPe ' andl "" COm '' 

Shat. Honeft Bardolfe, welcome, if thou vvantttanv tbin» 
and wilt not call, befflrew thy heart , welcome my little tiny 
theefc, and welcome inaeedc too.Ile drink to matter Bardolfe 
and to all the cabikros about London, 1 

fDduj 1 hope to fee London once ere I die* 

And I might fee vou there Dauy i 

no 

Tar. Yea tlr,m a pottle pot, 

Sha. By Gods liggens 1 thanke thee, the knaue will ttickeby 
thee,! can allure thee that a wil notout,atis true bred' 

Bar. A nd ile flick by him fir. One knocks at doore, 

Sha. W hy there tpoke a ICingdacke nothing, be merv. 
looke who s at doore there ho, who knockes? 

Falft* Why now you haue done me right. 

S * len * 5 ° rncright 3 and dubmeKnight/amingoriftnotfo! 
Falji. Tisfo. 

Silens I ft fo, why then fav an ofde man can do fomewhat. 
And t pleafe your wor/hip , theres one Piftollcome 

r m i r ‘ e r C0Urt WIth newcs * mer Pi M 

Fa'Jt. From the Court?fet him come in,how now Piftol* 
fPiftol Sir John, God faue you. 

Fa/fi. What wind blew you hither Piftol? 

JPiflol .Not the ill winde which blowes no man to good: 
™ thou art now one of the greateft men in this 

Ss/mj Bnhdy I think a be, but goodman PuflFe of Barfon, 
ift# Pune?PufFe ith thy teeth, moft recreant coward, baft, 
*r lohn, I am thy Piftol and thy frend^andhdier skdter^auc 
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Irode to thee, and tidings do I bring, and luckieioyes, and gol- 
den times, and happy.ncws of price. 



Ptftol Afootre for the world and worldlings bafe,I fpeake 
ofAffrica and golden ioyes. 

John O bale Affirian Knight! what is thy newes? let King 
Couetua know the truth thereof 

Salens And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and lohn. 

<Ptftol Shal dunghill curs corifrontthe Helicons ? and fhall 
*ood newes be baffled? then Piftoll 1-jr thy head in Furies lap. 

° Shal. Hone A gentleman, I know not your breeding; 

Ptftol Why then lament therefore. 

Shal. Giue me pardon fir,iffiryou come with newes from 

the court,! take it theres but two waies, either to vtter thcm,or 
conceale them, I am fir vnder the King in fome authorise. 

Ptftol Vnder which King,Befonian? fpeake, or die. 

Shal, Vnder King Harry. 

Ptftol Harry the fourth, or fift? 

Shal. Harry the fourth. 

Tift A fbwtre for thine officeifir Tohn,thy tender lambkin 
now is King: Harry the fifts the man:I fpeake the truth: when 
Piftol lies do this, and fig me, like the bragging fpamard. 

Falsi What is the ol d King dead? 

Pistol As nayle in doore, the things I fpeake are iufl. 

Pal. Away Bardolfe, fiddle my hor fe, M. Robert Shallow, 
choole what office thou wilt in the land, tisihine:Piftol, I will 
double charge thee with dignities. 

Hard. O loyful day'.I would not take aKnight for my for- 
tune. 

Piftol What? I do bring good newes. 

Falsi. Carry matter Scilens to bed : mafler Shallow' , my 
lord Shalow,be what thou wilt, lam fortunes fle ward, get on 
thy boots, weel ride al night:o (vveetPi Aohaway f.ardoh,com 
Piftol, vtter more to me, and wiihall , deuiie iomethingto doe 
thy felfe good, boote,boote matter Shallow ,1 know theyong 

K 5 ' King . 
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Kingis fickefor me : let vs take any mans hotfes, thelawesof 
tngtand arc at my commandcment,blefTed are they that hauc 
bin mv friends, and woe to my Lord chiefe Iuftice. 

Ptft. Let vultures vile feize on his lungs alfo : where is the 
Hie that late I led, (ay they, tv hy here it is, welcome theft pie- 
fantdayes. ex J 

Enter S inckls and three or foure officers, 

Hofl. No,thou arrant knauej would to God thatlmiaht 

ate, that I might haue thee hangd,thou haft drawn mv (Cul- 
dcr out ofioynt. 

Swckio 1 he Conftables haue deliuered hcrouer to mee 
and (Lee dial haue whipping cheere I warrant her, there hath 
beene a man or two kild about her. 

fVhoore Nut-hooke, Nut-hooke,you lie, come on.Ile tell 
thee what, thou dainnd tripe vifiigde rafcall,and the child I go 
vvith.do mifearry.thou went better thou hadft ftrook thy mo- 
ther,thou paper-faede villaine. 

Hofl. O the Lord, that fir John were come! I would make 
this a bloody day to fome body : but fpray Godthcfruitcof 

her wombe mifearry. 

Sinchlo. If it doe, you (hall hauc a dozzen of cufhions 
againc, you haue but eleuen nowe : come, I charge you both 
goe with mee, for the man is dead that vou and Pifto'll beat a- 
mongft you. 

fVhoore Ilctellyouwhat,youthinmaninacenfor , I will 
haue you as (bundly fwingde for this, you blewbottle rogue, 
you nlthvnimiftit ccrrectioner, if you be not fwingde, He for* 
fweare halfe kirtlcs. 

^ ome ' come >y° u ^ ice - Knight-arrant, come. 

_ ff' G God, that right thould thus ouercom mightlvvel, 
or (utterance comes eafe. 

fvhoore Come you rogue, come bring roe to a iuftice. 

Hofl. I come, you ftarude blood-hound. 

Goodman death, goodman bones. 

Hoff. Thou Atomy, thou. 

ff haore Come you thinne thing, come you rafcall. 

Smklt 
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Sittcki Very well. 

Enter ftrewers ofrufhes. 

1 More rulhes, more rufhes. 

2 The trumpets haue (bunded twice. 

5 Twill be two a docke ere they come from the coronati- 
on, difpatch,difpatch. 

Trumpets founded the King,and.his traine pajfe oner the 
Jlage : after them enter FalFlaffe, Shallow, Piflol, 
t Bardolfe,and the Toy. 

TalH. Stand heere by me maifter Shallow, I will make the 
Kingdoeyou grace, I will leerevpon him as a comes by, and 
dobutmarkethecountenauncethathe willgiueme. 

Tift- God bleflc thy lungs good Knight. 

Talft. Come heere PiftolI,ftand behinde mee. O if I had 
had time to haue made new liueries: I woulde haue beftowed 
thethoufand pound I borrowed ofyou, but tis no matter, this 
poore (hew doth better, this doth inferre the zeale I had to fee 
him. 

'Pift. It doth (o. 

Taft. It (hewes my earneftnefle ofafFeftion. 

Tft. It doth (o. 

Taft. My deuotion. 

7 ft. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Pal. As it were to ride day & night, and not to deliberate, 
not to remember, not to hauepacience to (Lift me. 

a f > s beftcertaimbutto (land ftained with trauaile, and 

weanng with defire to fte him,thinkingofnothingels,puttin<* 



part, 



^fimperidem, for, oh fre hoc nihil eft, tisin cuery 



•,and make 



SW. Tisfoindeede. . 

thJf' I will inflame thy noo."%er,and 

duranr^ C>, ^J ,an< * Helen of thy noble tho^>s i s in bafe 

^|^S a <toS^SS^ > “ spriG,! ’ , •w**' by moa^Kicchr- 

>>M dutue han&rovree vp renengefrom B bon den, wife- 

fell 
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fell Alcftoesfnake, for Doll is in : Piftoll fpeakcsnoughtbut 
truth. 

fa/Jl . I will deliuer h er. 

Tift. There roared the fea,and trumpet Clangor founds. 

Enter the King and his tratne. 

Tat ft. God faue thy grace King Hall, my royall Hall. 

Pi ft. The heauens thee gard and keep, moll royal impeof 
fame. 

Faltt. God faue thee, my Iweet boy. 

King My Lord chicfe iuftice, (peake to that vaine man. 
Inst. Haue you your wits?know you what tis you (peake? 
Falsi. My King, my Ioue.I fpcake to thee, my heart. 

King 1 kno w thee not old man, fall to thy praiers, 

How ill white heircs becomes a foole and teller, 

I haue long dreampt of fuch a kind of man, 

So furfet-fwcldjfo old, and fo prophane: 

But being a\vakt,I do defpife my drcame, 

Make le fie thy body(hence)and more thy grace, 

Leaue gourmandizing, know' the graue doth gape 
F or thee, thrice wider then for other men, 

Reply not to me with afoole-borne ieft. 

Prefume not that I am the thing I was, 

For Goddoth know,fo (hall the world pcrcciue, 

That I haue turnd away my former fclfc, 

So will I thofe that kept me company: 

When.thou doll hcare I am as I haue bin, 

Approch me, and thou fhalt be as thou wall, 

The tutor and the feeder of my riots: 

Till then I banifh thccon paine of death. 

As I haue done the reft of my mifleaders. 

Not to come ncare our perfon by ten mile: 

For competence oflife, l wil allowyou, 

That lacke ofjsT^ -S enforce you not to euills, 

And as we b . you do reforme your fclues, ^ ,, 

We will according to your ftrengths and qualities, 
v; Qfiucyou aduaunccraent.Bc it your charge, my lord, ^ 



T2CTTJJ TTJjrjxrnrfTJm 

To fee performd the tenure of my word:fet on. 

Iohn Mailer Shallow I ow you a thoufand pound. 

Shat. Yea rnarv fir Iohn,which 1 befecch you to let mchaue 
home with me. 

Iokn That can hardly be, mailer Shalow: do not you gneue 
at this, I fhall be fent for in priuate to him, looke ycu,hee muft 
feeroe thus to the wor!d:feare not your aduauncements, I will 
be the man yet that lhal make you gr eat. 

S hat. I cannot perceiue how, vnlefte you giuemeyour 
dublet, and ftuffe me out with ftraw : I bcfeech you good fir 
John let me haue fiue hundred of my thoufand. 

Iohn Sir I will be as good as my w-orde, this that you heard 
yvas but a collour. 

Shalt. A collor that I fearc you will die in fir Iohn. 

Iohn Fcare no colours, go with me to dinner: 

Come lieftenant Piftol,come Bardolfe, Enter luftics 

I fhall be fent for foonc at night. and prince Iohn 

Iuflice Go cary fir Iohn Falllalfe to the Fleet, 

T ake all his com panv along with him. 

Fat. My lord, my Ioi d. 

hfi. I cannot now lpeake,I will hcare you foone, take them 
away. exeunt. 

Pi/l. Sifortma ms torment a fpero contents. 

Iohn I like this faire proceeding of the Kings, 

He hath intent his wonted followers 
Shall all be very well prouided for, 

But all are banifht till their conuerfations 
Appeare more wife and modeft to the vvorlde. 

And fo they are, 

Iohn The King hath cald his parlament my lord. 

/»/?, He hath. 

Iohn I wil lay ods, that ere this yecre expire, 

Webeare our ciuilfwords and natiuefier, 

Asfarreas France, I heard a bird fo fing, 

Whofe mufique, to my thinking, pleafde the King: 

Come, will you hcncc? 




I 



JftM 

IP| 







,1600 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.43[3]) OdaVO 



•'■'k m n h'f, /P/r’MrM, Irmirl.r,!: 







Epilogue. 

Firft myfearc then my curfie,laft my fpeech. 

My fearc, is your difpleafure,my curly, my duty,& my f pecc |, 
to beg your pardons: if you Iooke for a good fpeech now, you 
vndo me, for what I haue to fay is of mine owne making and 

what indeed(Ifliouldfiiy)wil(Idoubt)proue mine own’mar. 

ring:but to the purpofc,and fo to the venture. Beit knowne to 
you,as itisverywell, I was lately hcreinthcendofadrfpka- 
fing play, to pray your patience for it, and to promilc you a bet- 
ter: 1 meant indeed to pay you with this,which if like'an il ven- 
ture it came vnluckily home,I breake, and you my Gentle cre- 
ditors loofe,here I promifde you I would be, and here I com- 
mit my body to your mercies,bate me lbme,and I will pay y ou 
fome,and(as rooft debtors do)promife you infinitely: and fo I 
kneele downe before you; but indeed, to pray for the Queenc, 

Ifmy tongue cannot intreate you to acquit mee , will you 

commaund me to vfe my legges? And yet that were but light 
payment, todaunccoutof your debt', but a good confci- 
ence will make any poffible falisfattion, and fo woulde I : all 
the Gentlewomen heere haue forgiuen me, if the Gentlemen 
Will not, then the Gentlemen doe not agree with the Gentle- 
women, which wasneuer feene in fuch an affemblie. 

One word more I bcleech you , ifyou bee not too much 
cloyd with fattem cate, our humble Authorwill continue the 
ftorie,with fir Iohn in it, and make you merry withfaire Ka- 
tharine of Fraunce , where (for any thing I knowe) Falftaffc 
fliall die of a fw eat, vnlelfe already a be killd with your harde 
opinions; for Olde-cafHe diedMaitvre , and this is not the 
man : my tongue is wcary,wlien my iegges are too, 1 wil bid 
you, goodnight. 

F I K I S 
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Yhe firft pafe of the Contention of 
the two famous Houjes of Torkf and 

' Lancaster, w ith the death of the . 

good Duke Humphrey. 

'inter J enedoore, Kina Henry thefxt, and. Humphrey Duke »f 
Cjlosler,the Duke ofSomerfet,the‘Duke dfTackp£kanLj,C«r* 
dmairBewford^nd others • 

\ enter at the ether do ere, the Duke ofTorke,and the (JHaryuefe of 
Suffolk? y*ud ffucene Margaret ,/ttsd the he.rle of SaAJbury and 
- JTarmcke* 



• V 



$ 




Sufolke. 

by your high imperiaUMaielbes command, 

1 1 had in charge at my d epart for F ranee. 

As Procurator for your excellence, 

Ho marry Princes Margaret for your grace, 
___ _JSoin the auncient famous * itie Towrcs, 

In prefence of the Kings of France Sc Cyfiile, 
The Flukes of Orleance, Calaber, Rnttainc, and Alonfon. 
Seuerf Earles, twclue Barons, and then the reucrend Bilhops, 

I did perforine my taskc and was efpoufde. 

And now, mod humbly on my bended knees, 

In fight of England and her royall Peeres, 

Deliuer vp my title in the Qiieene, 

Vntoyour gracious excellence, that arc the fub dance 
Ofthat great fhadow I did reprelent: 

The bappied gift that cuer Marquefle gaue ? . 
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r . °f the CMmitn (> f the tree fametu ■ 

The faircfl Queene that cucr Kino; pofleft 
K»»g. Suffolke arife. 

Wekom Qyecnc Margaret to Englifh Henries Com* 
The greateft Jew ofkindnefTc y« we can beftow 
Is this kind kifTc: O gracious God of heauen, * 

Lend me a heart replcatc with thankfblneflc 
-ronn this beauteous facethou haft bcfWwd* 

A wor.d ofpleafurcsto my perplexed ftSuleJ 
Queene. Th’cxccffiue !oueI bearcvntoyoimerace 
Forbids me to be lauifh of my tongue, } b ’ 

more then befeemes a woman- 
L ct this fuffice,my bliflc is in your liking, 

And nothing can make poore Margaret miferablc, 

Vnlcric the frowne of mightic Englands King. 

T K> 7' r?'* °°n? d,d wound > but now fpcech doth pierce 
Louely Qyecnc Margaret fit downc bymyfide, P * 

And vncklc Glofler,and you lordly Pcercs, 

Wit,} one voice welcome my beloucd Queene. 

„ jf „ Sound Trumpets. 

My lord Protcftor/o it pleafeyour grace. 

Here arc the Articles confirm dofpcacc, 

Bctweenc our foucraignc and the French King Charles, 

1 ill terme ofcightecne months be full cxpirdc. 

Humphrey. Ittprimis , It is agreed between the French king 
Charles,and William de la PWc,MarquefTeofSuf?olk,embaF 
lador for Henry king of England,that the faid Henry fhaj wed 
and elpoufcthelady Margaret, daughter to Raynard King of 
Napies.CyfTcKand Ierufa!em,and crown her Queen ofEng- 
land,ercthcjo.ofihc next moneth. 

Item. It is further agreed between them, that the Dutches of 
»io> and or Mainc,ihalbc releafed and deliuered oucr to the 
King her fa. 

Duke Humprey lets it fall. 

.A/^How now vnkfe.whats the matter that you flay fo fodenly. 
Hum. Pardon my Lord, a fbdain qualm came ouer mv hart, 

Which 
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hcnfetyofTorke and Lancafter. 

VVhich dimmes mine eics that I can fee no more, 

Vnckle of Winchcfter I pray youreade on. 

rardinal. Item , It is further agreed bctweenc them, that the 
Dutches of Anioy, and of Maine, (hal be releafed and dchuc- 
redouer to the King her father, and fhefent oucr ofthe King 
of Englands ownc proper coft and charges without dowry. 

Km? They plcafe vs.well.lord MarquefTc kneel down,we 
here create thee firft Duke of Suffolke, and girt thee with the 
fword. Cofin of Yorke . we here difeharge your grace from 
being Regent in the parts of France, till terme of 1 8 months 
be fill cxpirdc. 

Thankcs vncklc mnchefterfjhfter, Torhe^A Buckingham, 
Somer[et,Saljburj,m& tVarmcke. 

We thanke you all for this great fauour done, 
Incntertaincmcnt to my princely Queene, > 

Come let vs in, and with allfpeedeprouide 
T o fee her Coronation be performde. 

Exit King, Jj>uee»e , and Suffolke, and'Duke 
Humphrey ft ate s alt the reft. 

Humph. Braue P ceres of England, Pillers ofthe Rate, 

To you Duke Humphrey mull vnfoldehis griefe, 

VVhat did my brother Henry toyle himfclfe. 

And waflc his* fubiefts for to conquer France! 

And did my brother B edford fpend his time 
To keepe in awe that flout vnruly Rcalme ? 

And hauc not I and mine vnckle Bewford here. 

Done all we could to keepe that land in peace? 

And i s all our labors then (pent in vainc, 

For Suffolke hethe new made duke that rules the roaft, 

Hath giuen away for our King Henries Queene, 

The Dutches of Anioy and Maine vnto her father. 

Ah lords, fatall is this manage canfelling our Pates, 

Reuerfing Monuments of conquered France, 

Vndoing all, as none had nere bcene done. 

C^d. V Vhy how now cofin Gloftcr,what necdcs this?. 
As ifour King were bound vnto your will. 

And might not do hiswill without your leaue: 

A 3 Prowd 











The firf part of the eentent'm ofthe iwefaxtm $ *. 

Prowd Prote<ftor,cnuy in thine eies I fee, 

'1 he big fwolne vcnoine of thy hatcfull heart, 

That dare p relume gainft that thy foucraignc likes. 

Ham. Nay my Lord,tis'not my words that troubles you* 
But my prefcnce, prowd Prelate as thou art: 

Put ile be gone, and giuc thee leauc to Ipeake, 

Farewell my Lords, and fay when J am gone, 

I prophccied France would be loft ere long. 

Exit ‘Duke Humphry* 

Card. There goes our protc&or in a rage, 

My lords,you know he is my great enemy. 

And though he be Protestor ofthe land. 

And thereby couers his deceitfull thoughts. 

For well you lee, if he but walke the ftreetes, 

1 he common people fwarme about him ftraight, 

Crying, Telus blclle your royall excellence, 

With, God preferue the good Duke Humphrey, 

And many things befides that are not knownc. 

Which time will bring to light in fmoothDukc Humphrey, 
But I will after him, and if 1 can. 

He lay a plot to hcaue him from his feate. 

£xit Cardinal, 

"Buck. But let vs watch this haughde Cardinal!, 

Cofen of Somerfctjbe ruldc by me, 

Weelc watch Duke Humphrey and the Cardinal! too. 

And put them from the marke they faine would hit. 

Sent. Thanks cofin Buckingham, iovne thou with me, 
And both of vs with the Duke ofSuffolke, 

W eele quickly heaue Duke Humphrey from his feate, 

Buc\. Content, come let vs about it ftraight. 

For either thou or I will be Prote&or. 

Exit Buckingham andSomerfit. 

Saife. Pride went before, Ambition followes after, 

W hilft thefe do feeke their owne preferments thus. 

My Lords, let vs feeke for our countries good, 

Oft haue I heard this haughde Cardinal 
Sweare,and forfwcare himfclfe,and brauc it out, 

Mors 



h*uf*t,«fT»rke and Latecajfev. 

More like * Ruffin then a man of church. 

Cofen Yorke, the victories thou haft wonne, 

Inlreland, Normandie, and in France, 

Hath wonne thee immortal! prailc in t ngland. 

And thou braue fTanrick*, my thrice valiant fonne, 

XHy Gmplc plainncilc and thy home- keeping, 

Hath wonne thee credite amongft the common fort, 
Thereucrcnce ofmineage,and Ncttcls name. 

Is ofno little force if I commaund, 

Then let vs ioync all three-in one for this, 

That o-ood Duke Humphrey may his ftatc poflefle. 

But wherefore wcepes ^arwicke my noblefonne? 

War. For griefe that all is loft that ^arwicke wonne. 
Sonnes. Amoy and Maine, both giuen away at once, 
why Wanrtckd id win them,& muft that then which wewes 
with ourfvvordsjbc giuen away with wordes? 

Torke. Aslhaueread, our Kings ofE ngland were woont to 
haue large dowries with their wiucs , but our king Henry 
giues away his owne. 

Saif. Come fonnes, away, and Iookc vnto the maine. 

War. Vnto the Maine, oh father, Maine is loft. 

Which JVarmcke by maine force did win from France, 
Maine chance father you meant, but I meanc Maine , 

Which I toil win from France, or els be flaine. 

Exit Salfbury and Warvticke, 
Torke. Amoj and Maine .both giuen vnto the French, 

Cold newesfor me, for I had hope of France, 

Euen as I haue offertill England. 

A day will corhe when Y orke fliall claime his owne. 

And therefore I will take thcNeuels parts, , 

And make a fho w of loue to prowd Duke Humphrey t 
And when I fpie aduantage, claime the Crowne, 

For thats the golden marke I feeke to hit: 

Nor ihall prowd Lancafer vfurp my right. 

Nor hold the feepter in his childifh fift, 

Norweare the Diademe vpon his head, 

Whofe church*like humors fits not for a Crowns: 






The fir/f part of the contention of the twofumtnt 

Then Tcrke be {till a while till time do feme, 

W atch thou, and wake when others be afleepe, 

To pne into the feertts of the ibate, 

Till Henry forfeiting iriioyes of lone, 

With his new bride, and Engiands deare bought Quecne, 
And Humphrey with the Peercs be falncat iarres, 

Then will I raifealoft the niilke-whitc Rofe, 

With whofe (vveete fmcll the ayre fball beperfumde, 

And in my Standard bearc the Armes of I orkc, 

T o graffle with the houft ofLancafter: 

Ant! force perforce, He make him yeeld the Crowne, 
Whofe bookilh rule hath puld fairc England downe. 

Exit Torke. 

Enter r Du , xe Humphrey, and'DameEUatior 

fobhamhurrife. 



Elnor. Why droopes my L ord like ouer ripened come, 
Hanging the head at Ceartet plenteous loade? 

Whatfceft thou Duke Humphrey King Henries Crowne? 
Reach a tit, and if thine armc be too fhort, 

Mine iball lengthen it. Art not thou a Prince, 

Vncklc to the King and his Proteftor ? 

Then what fhouldft thou lackc that might content thy mind? 

Humph. My louely Ncll/ar be it from my heart, 

T o thinkc of! rcafbhs gainft my Ibueraigrie lord, 

Eut I was troubled with a dreamc to night. 

And God I pray, it do betide no ill. 

Stmr. What drempt my lordrGood Humphrey tel it me, 
And ilc interpret it,and when thats done, 
lie tell thee then what I did dreamc to night. 

Humph. This night when I was laid in bed, I dreampt that 
This, my ftaflfe mine Office badge in Court, 

Was broke in two, and on the ends were plac’d. 

The heads of the Cardinall of Winchefter, 

And de la Poole firft Duke of SufFolke. 



Elnor Tufh my Lord, this. fignifics nought but this, 

'i.i.T 




houjes t ofibrl(t and Lancrjier. 

Thathe that breakes a frickc of Glofters groue, 

Shall for th’offcnce make forfeit of his head. 

Butnow my lord,ile tell you what i dreampt. 

Me thought I was in the Cathedra!! Church 

At Weftminfter,andfeatcdinthechaire 

Where the Kings and Queenes are crownde, and at my teetC 
Henry and Margaret with a crowne of gold, 

Stood ready to frt it on my princely head. 

Humph. ' Fie Nell, ambitious woman as thou art. 

Art thou not fecond woman in this land. 

And the Protestors wife,beloucl of him, 

And wilt thou frill be hammering treafon thus? 

Away 1 f«iv,and let me heare no more. 

Elnor. How- now my Lordlwhat, angry with your N eti 
For telling but her dreame? the next I haue 
He keepeto ray fclfe and not be rated thus. 

Humph. Nav Nell/ile giue no credit to a dreamc. 

But I would haue thee to thinke on no foch things. 

inters a Mefenger. 

Me fen. And it pleafe your grace the King and Quecneto 
morrow morning 



will ride a hawking to Saint Albones , and 



craues your companie along with tnenr. 

Humph. With all my heart, I will attend his grace; 

Come Nell, thou wilt go with vs I am fore. 

exit Humphrey* 

Slnor. lie come afteryou.fpr T cannot go before, 
But ere it belong ilego before them all, 

Defpijht of all that feeke to crofle me thus, 

• Who is within there? 

Enter fr John Hum, 

What fir Tobn Hum, what newes with you? 
fir Iohn. Iefos preferue your maiefty. 

Elnor. Mymaieftie,whvman I ana but grace, 

B 
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Theftrf part of the contention 'sf the tree foment 

fr Iohn Yca,butby the grace of God and Hums aduife, 
Your graces flute fhall be aduanfl ere long. 

Elnor. W hat haft thou conferd with Margery lor dare, the 
cunning witch of Ely , with %oger 'Butlinbreoke and the reft 
and will they vndertake to do me good? 

frlohn I liaue Madam, and they hauc promifed metoraife 
a fpirit from the depth ofvnder ground , that fhall tell your 
grace all queftionsyou demaund. 

Elnor. lhanksgoodfir Iohn,fometwo daieshencel^cfle 
Will fit our time, then fee that they be here: 

For now the King is riding to Saint Albons, 

And all the Dukes and Earles along with him: 

When they be gone, then fafely they may come. 

And on the backfide of my Orchard here. 

There caft their fpclls in filence of the night, 

A nd fo refoluc of th e thing we wifh, 

Till when,drinkc that for my fake, and fo farewell. 

exit Elnor. 

fir Iohn Now' fir Iohn Hum, no words but mum, 

Scale vp your lips, for you muft filent be, 

Thefe gifts ere long will make me mighty rich, 

T he Dutches fhe thinkes now that all is well. 

But I hauegold comes from another place. 

From one that hyred me to fet her on, 

1 o plot thefe treafons gainft the King and Peeres, 

And that is the might ie duke ofSufFolke, 

For he it is, but I muft not fay fo. 

That by my meanes muft worke the Dutches fall, 

W ho now by coniurations thinkes to raife: 

But whift fir Iohn, no more of that I trow. 

For feare you lofe your head before you go. 
exit, 

Enter two Petitioners >and 'Peter the 
Armourers man. 

1 Peti. Come firs let vs linger here abouts a while,. 
Vntill my Lord Prote&or come this way, 

* That 
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honfespfTcrke and Lancafcr. 

That we may fticw his grace our feuerall caufes. 

2 Fed. 1 pray God faue the good Humphries life. 

For but for him, a’ many were vndone, 

That can get no fuccour in the Court, 

But fee where he comes with the Qucene. 

Enter the ‘Puke ofSufolke with the gueene, and they 
take him for Duke Humphrey , and glues 
him theirwritings. 

I Teti Oh we are vndone, this is the Duke ofSufFolke. 

Queen Now good felows,whom would you fpeak withal? 

2 ^ Teti. Ifit pleafe your maicftic,with my Lora P rotc&ors 
Grace. 

Queene Are your futes to his grace’Ict vs fee them firft, 

Lookeonthem my Lord ofSufFolke. 

Suffclke. A comp’aint againft die Cardinalls man. 

What hath he done? 

2 Teti. Mary my lord, he hath ftolne away my wife, 

And th’are gone togither,and I know' not where to find them. 

Suffolk^ Hath heftoln.e thy wifc,thats fome injury indeed. 

But what fay you? 

Peter Thump. Mary fir I come to tell you that my matter 
laid, that the Duke of forke was true heirevnto the Crowne, 
and that the King was an vfurer. 

Queens An vfurper thou wouldft fay. 

Peter Yea forfooth an vfurper. 

Queene D idft thou fay the King was an vfurper? 

Teter No forfooth, Ifaid my mafterfaidfo, th’othcrday 
when we were fcowringthe Duke of Torkes armouf in our 
garret. 

Sujf. Y ea mary this is fomething like. 

Who’s within there ? 

Y.nter one or two. 

Sirrn take this fellow and keepe him clofe, 

A nd fend out a Purfeuant for his mafter ftraight, 

W ecle heare more of this before the King. 

B 2 * exit 

4- rcie. nAa .efa. ((Tyj/rfaj> / S r/A^fat, 
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Exit with the Armourers man. 
Now fir wliats yoursJlct me fee it, 

VVhatshere? 

A complaint again ft the Duke of Suffolke for inclofin°- the 
commons oilona; Melford. 

How now fir knauc? 

I Pcti. Ibefeech your grace to pardon mec, I am but a 
meflfenger for the whole towne-fiiip 

H e teares the papers. 

Suffolke. So now fhow your petition to PukeHunrphrev. 
Villainfs get ye gone, and come not neare the Court, 

Dare thefe pefants write againft me thus? 

exeunt 'T e tit loners. 

Queene. My Lord of Suffolke, you may fee by this. 

The Commons loues vnto that haughtie Duke, 

That feckes to him more then to King Henry, 

V Vhofe eies are al waies poring on his books. 

And nere re gards the honour of his name. 

But ftill mud be protected like a child, 

And gouerned by that ambitious Duke, 

That fcarce will mouehiscap nor fpeaketo vs, 

And his prowd wife, high minded Elanor, 

That ruffles it with fuch a troope of ladies, 

Asftrangers in the Court takes her for the Quecnc. 

The other day fhe vaunted to her maides. 

That the very trains of her word gowne, 
lVi\s worth more wealth then all inv fatherslands, 

C m any griefeofmindbe like to this? 

I tell thee Poole when thou didft runne at Tilt, 

And ftolftaway our ladies hearts in France, 

3 thought King H enrv had bcene like to thee, 

Or elfc thou hadft not brought me out of France. 

Suffolk^ Afadair.e,contertyourfc!fea little while, 

A s I was caufe of your comming to Engknd, 

So wil I in Englai d work your fnl content: 

And as for prowd Duke Humphrey and his W'ife, 

I haue fet lime- twigs that willintungle them. 



As 
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houfes y of Yorke and Lane after* 

As that your grace erelong fhall vnderdand. 

But (lay madame^ere comes the King. 

Enter King Henry y and the Duke ofTorkancl the T)uke of Somer • 
fet on both ftdes of the King , whtjpcring with him: and enter 
Duke Humphrey ) Dame £lnor y the Duke of Buckingham , the 
Sarle ofSaljbury , the Sarle of Warwick? > and the ( ardmallof 
Wtnchefter . 

King* A/v lords, I care not who be Regent in Fraunce,or 
Yorke, or Somerfet, alls one to me. 

Yorke. My lord, if Yorke haue ill demeande himfelfe, 

Let Somerfet enioy his place, and go to France. 

Som. Then whom your grace thinke worthy, let him goe, 
Andtherebe m de the Regent ouer die French. 

Warwick? Whom focuer you account worthy, 

Y orke is the worthie ft. 

Cardinal l Peace Warwick?, glue thy betters leaue to (peak* 
War * The Cardinal s not my better in the field. 

Buck* A H in this place are thy betters farre. 

War. And Warwick? may liue to be the bed of all. 

Queen. My Lord,in mine opinion,it were bed that Somer* 
fet were regent ouer France. 

Humph . A/adame,our‘King is old enough hinifelfe, 

T o giue his anfwer without your confent. 

Queen. 

To be protestor ouer him fo long? 

Humph. Afadame,! am but Prote&or ouer theland. 

And when it pleafe his grace, I will refigne my charge. 

Suffolk- Refigne it then,for fince that thou waft King;, 

As who is King but thee ? the common date 
Doth (as we fee,) all wholv go to wracke. 

And millions of treafure hath beenefpent. 

And as for the Regent fhip of France, 

I fay Somerfet is more worthy than Yorke. 

Yorke. lie tell thee Suffolke why I am not worthy, 

Becaufe I cannot flatter as thou canft. 

B 3 War* 



If he be bold enougffwhat needes vour °;race 
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The firjf part of the contention of the tmfamnu 
War. And yet the worthy deedes that Torke hath done, 
Should make him worthy to be honored here. 

Suff. Peace hcadflrong Warrvicke . 

iV.tr. Image of pride, wherefore fhould I peace? 

Stiff. Eecaufe here is a man accufde of Treafon, 

Pray God the Duke of Yorkc do clcare himfelfe. 

Ho, bring hither the Armourer and his man. 

Enter the Armourer and hie matt. 

If it pleafeyour gracc,this fellow here, hath accrjfcd his maftcr 
of hio-h T reafon ,and his words were thefe. 

T hatthe duke of Torke was law ful heire vnto the crowne,and 
that vour grace was an vfurper. 

Torke 1 befeech your grace let him haue what punifhmcnt 
the law will afford, for his villany. 

} 'Cine. Come hither fellow, didft thou fpeake thefe words? 
Armor. An t lhal pleafe your male fly, I neuerfaidanyfuch 
matter, God is my witnefle, I am falfly accufed by this villains 
here. 

Deter Tis no matter for that, you did fay fo. 

Torke 1 befeech your grace let him haue the law. 

Armor. Alas my Lord,hang me if cucr I fpakc thefe words, 
my accufcr is my prentife 3 and when I did correct him for his 
fault the other day , he did vow vpon his knees that he would 
be eucn with me, I haue good witnefle of this , and therefore 
I befeech your maiefty do not caff away an honeft man fora 
villaines accufatton. 

Kino V nckle Glofter,what do you thinke of this? 
Humph. The law mv Lord is this by cafe, it retts fufpitious, 
That a day of combatc be appointed. 

And there to trie each others right or wrong, 

W hich (hall be on the thirtith of this month, 

With Ebcn ftaues,and Standbags combating 
In Smithficld,before your Royall Maiefty. 

exit Humphrey. 



Armor. And I accept the comb ate willingly. 

Teter Alas mv Lord,I am not able to fight- 

Suff. Y ou muff either fight firra,or clfe be hangdc: 



Goc 
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houfityof Torke and Lancafler. 

Go takehim hence againe to prifon. exit with them 

yl Jt Qtteene lets ffU her glotte , and hits the Dutches of (jlojtrr 
a boxe on the earc. 

Oueene Giue me my gloue, why minion can yoa not fe«? 
^ She ftrikes her. 

Icrie you mercy Madame, I did miftake, 

I did not thinke it hadbeeneyou. 

llnor. Did you not, prowd French-woman, 

Could I come nearc your daintie vifage with my naites, 
Idefctmy ten commandementsin your face. 

King Be pacient gentle Aunt, 

Itwasagainft her will. . 

Elnor Againft her willtgood Kmg.fhcele dandle tr.ee. 

If thou wilt alwaies thus be rulde by her: 

Cut let it reft,asfure as 1 doliue, 

She fhall not ftrike dame Elnor vnreuengde. 

exit Slnor. 

King Belecue me my Ioue, thou wert much too blame, 

I would not for a thoufand pounds of gold, 

My noble vnckle had beene here in place. 

Enter Duke Humphrey 

Eut fee where he comes,! am glad he met her not* 

' Vnckle Glofter,wlv.t anfwerc makes your grace 
Concerning our Regcntfor theRealme of France? 

Whom thinkes your grace is meeteft for to fend? 

Humph. My gracious Lord,then this is my refolue^ 

For that thefe words the Armourer doth fpeake. 

Doth breede fufpition on the part of Yorke, 

Let Somcrfet be Regent oucr the French, 

Till trial s made, and Y orke may cleere himfelfe. 

King. Then be it fo my Lord of Somerfet, 

We make your grace Regent ouer the French, 

And to defend our rights gainft forraine foes. 

And fo do good vnto the Realmc of France, 

Make haftemy Lord, tis time that you were gone. 

The timeoftruce I thinke is full expirde. 

Somer. I humbly thankc your royall maieftie, 

And 










The firft part of the contention of the two fanout 

Ariel take my leaue to pofte with fpeede to France. 

exit Somerfit. 

King Come vnckle Glofler , now lets haue ourhorfc, 

For we will to Saint Albones’prefently, 

Madame, your hawke, they fay,isfwift offlight, 

And we will trie, how Ihe will flie to day. exeunt omnes. 

Enter Elnor, rrith fr John Hum, 'Roger 'Bulle'nb'rooke a Coniurer, 
andUElargerjt JcurU’dihea Witch. ' 

Elnor. Here fir Iohatake this fcrole of paper here, 
Wherein isvvrit the quefhons you fhall aske, 

And 1 will Hand vpon this T ower here. 

And heare the fpir it what it faxes to you. 

And to my qucltions, write the anfweres downe. 

She goes vp to the Tower. 
fir Iohn. Now firs begin and call your fpels about, 

Ar.d charme thefiends for to obey your wills. 

And tell Dame Elnor ofthe thing fheaskes. 

Witch. T hen Roger Bullinbrooke , about thy taskc, 

And frame a circle here vpon the earth, 

Whilfl: 1 thereon all proffrateon my face. 

Do talke and whifper with the diuells below, • 

And coniure them for to obey my will. 

She lies downevpon her face. 
Btillenhrooke makes a circle. 

Bullen Darke night, dread night, the filence of the night, 
Wherein the Furies maske in hellifh troupes. 

Send vp I ebargevou from Sofetuslake, 

The fpii it tsfskalon to come to me, 

T o pierce the bowells of this centricke earth, 

Aud hither come in twinckling of an eie, 

Askalon,ACcenda, Ajcenda. 

It thunders and lightens, and then thefpirit 
rifethyp. 

fpirit. Now 'Bullenbrooke , what would fl thou haue me do! 
Sullen* Fxrfl,of theKing.what fhall become of him? 
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houfes, of Yorke and Lancrfer. 
frirh. The Duke yet lines that Henry fhall depofe. 

Yet him outlme,and die a violent death , 

Bullen. What fate awaits the Duke of Suftoll c. 

(birite. Bv water lie Ihall die, and take his end. 
duller What (hall betide the Duke of Somcifet. 

Sf L« ‘itoncaftks.fafelUheUvpon.hc&nJy 

plaines, where caftles mounted ' 

Now queftion me no more/or I mud hence a e a . 

1 He Gnkes downe agamc. 

2 Men. Then downe I fay, vnto the damned poole, 

Where Pluto m his firie waggon fits. 

Riding ainidfi the fmgde and parched finoakes, 

TheRodeofDytasbytheriuerStyx, 

There howle and burne for euer in thofe flames, 

Rife Iordane, life, and flay thy charmingfpells: 

Sonnes, we are betraide. 

Enter the Duke of York* and the duke of Buckingham 
and ethers. 

Yorke Come firs, lay hands on them, an d bind them lure, 
This time was well watchtiwhat Madame, are you there. 

This will be great credit for your husband, 

That you arc plotting treasons thus with ConiurerSj, 

'The 1 , 

exit E Inor aboue . 

. •Buck, See here my Lord what the diuell hath writ. 

Yorke Giueitmcmy Lord, ilefhewitto the King: 

Go firs, fee them fafHockt in prifon. 

exit wtth them. 

Buck, My Lord, I pray you let me go pofte vnto the King, 

Vnto Saint'Albones, to tell this newes. 

Yorke Content.awav then, about it ftraight. 

. Buck Farewell mv Lord. 

exit 'Buckingham. 

Yorke Who’s within there? 

Enter one. 

One. My Lord. 

C Yorke. 







Thefrfl part of the contention of the two famotu 



Tcrke Sirra go will the Earle of Salsburyand Warwide, 
* '* exitTorl^ 



to fop with me to night. 
One 1 will mv lord. 



exit. 



Enter the King and Queene with her hawke on herfif}, Mt f 
L*kt Humphrey and Sufo/ke,andthe Cardina//’ 
m if they came from hawking. 



Queene My lord, how did yotir grace like this laft fli&ht* 
But as I cart her off the wind did rife, ° 

And twas ten to one old lone had not gone out. 

King How wonderfull the Lords workes are on earth, 
Euen in thefc feely creatures of his hands! 

Vnckle G letter, how hie your hawke didfoare. 

And on a fodainfowft the partridge downe. 

Stef No marael, if it pleafe your maieftie. 

My lord Protestors hawke doe towre fo well, 

He knowes his matter loues to be aloft. 

Hum. Faith my Lord it is but a bafe mind, 

That can foare no higher then a Faulcons pitch. 

Card. I thought your grace would be abouc the dowdc* 

Hum* Yea my lord Cardinall, were it not good 
Your grace could flie to heauen. 

C ar ^' Thy heauen is on earth ,thy words and thoughts beat 
©na crowne,prowd Proteftor^dangcrousPeerc^ofnioothit 
thus with King and common-wealth. 

Hum. How now my lord , why this is more then ncedcs, 
church-men fo hotc!good vnckle can you dote? 

Stsjf. Why not?hauing Co good a quarrehand fo bad a caufc 

H urn. As how, my lord? 

S# As you, my lord, and it like your Lordly 
lords Prote&orfihip. 

Hum. Why Suffolkc, England knowes thy infolencc. 

Queen And thy ambition Gloftcr. 

King. Ceafe gentle Queene, and whet not on thefe furious 
Lords to wnuh , fbrblefTed are the peace-makers oo 
earth* 
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houfis, of Yorkf And Laucafer x 

Card. Let me be bleffed for the peace I make, 

Ao-aintt this prowd Protestor with my fword. 

%m. Faith holy vnckle,I would it were come to that. 

Card. Euen when thou ctareft. 

Hum. Dare ! 1 tell thcePricft , Plantagencts could note* 

^Card! I am Plantaganet as well as thou, and fon to Iohn of 
Gaunt. 

Uhw. InBaftardie* 

Card. I fcomethv WOfds. 

Hum. Make vp no faftious’iiumbersM euemn thine ow* 
perfon meete me at the Eaft end of the grouc. 

Card. Heres my hand.I will. 

King Why how now Lords? 

Card. Faith cofinGlofter, had notyour man cart offfo 
foon, we had had more fport to day,come with thy fword and 
buckler. 

Hum. Faith prieft ile ffi aue your crowne. 

Card. Protestor, proteft thv felfe well. ... 

King The wind growes high,fo doth your color, lords. 
Enter one crying, a mjracle » 

How now! now firra,what miracle is it? 

One And it pleafe your grace, there is a man that came blind 
to faint Albons,and hath receiucd his fight at his fhrine. 

King Go fetch him hither, that we may gloiifiethe Lord 
With him. 

Enter the Major of faint Albovs, and. his brethren with mujlckg, 
bearing the man that had beene blind fetweene 
two in a chair e. 

Kin * Thou happy mnngiue God eternal! praife, 

For he it is that thus hath helped thee. 

J umvhrej Where waft thou borne? 
poore m^ n At Barwtcke fir, in the North, 

Hum At ^arwicke.and come thus far for help? 
po«re. Yea fir, it was told me in my fieepe, 

Thatfweet faint Albons,fhould giue me my fight againe. 
Hum. What art thou lame too? 

C 2 poor*' 

■ 



The firSt part of the contention of the two famous 
Poore man Yea indeed fir,God help me. 

Humphrey H ow cam ft thou lame? 

Toore man With falling off on a.plum-tree. 

Humphrey Wart thou blind, and would clime plum-trees? 
Poore man Neuer but once fir in all my life, 

JVIy wife did long for plums. 

Humphrey But tell me, wart thou borne blind?' 

Poore man Yea truly fir. 

Woman. Y ea indeed firjie was borne blind 
, Humphrey W hat art thoujhis mother? 

Woman His wife fir. 

Humphrey Hadft thoubeenc his mother, 

Thou couldil haue better told: 

Why let me fee, I thinkc thou canft not fee yet. 

Tooreman Yes truly m?fter,as cleereas day. 

Humphrey Saifl thou fo! what cplour s his cloake! 
Pooreman Whyrcd tnailler,asredasb!oud. 

Humphrey And his cloake? 

‘ Toore man W hy tjnats greene. 

Humphrey And what colour's hi* hofe? 

Pooreman Yellow maiflei, Yellow as gold. 

Humphrey And what colours my gowne? 

Pooreman Blacke fir, as blacke as ieat. 

King 1 hen belike he knovves what colour ieatis on. 
Sufolke And I think ieat did he neuer fee. 

Humph* But cl oakes and govvnes ere this day many a ones 
But tell me firra,w hat s ray name? 

Toore man A las matter I know not 
Humphrey W hats his name? 

Toore man I know not. 

Humphrey Nor his? 
foore. No truly fir. 

Plum. Nor his name? 
poore* Noindeedtnafter. 

Hum. What s thine ownename? 
poor:*. Sander , and it pleafe you maifter. 

Hum* T hen S ander fit thtre * the lyiogefl knaue in Chri- 

jttendome> 
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ftcndome.Ifthou hadfl been borne bhndfoou migbtft afwell 
haue knowneall our names , as thus to name the feuerall co- 
lours we do weare. Sight may diflinguilli of colours, but fo- 
dainly to nominate them all it is impoflib!c.My Jords,faim Al- 
bons here hath done a miracle, and would you not thinkc his 
cunning to be great , that could reflore this cripple to his kgs 
againe? 

poore man Ohmaiflcr T would you could. 

Humphrey My maiRers of Saint Albcns, 

Hauevou not Beadles in your Xovvne, 

And tilings called whips? 

Major Yes my lord ,if it pleafe your grace. 

Hum. Then lend for one prcfently 

Major Sirra,go fetch the Beadle hither Araight, 

exit one* 

Hum. Now fetch me a Roole hither by and by. 

Now firra,ifvou meane to faue yourfelfe from whipping, 
Leape me ouer this Roole, and runne away; 

Enter Beadle. 

poore. Alas mafler I am not able to Rand alone. 

You go about to torture me in vaine. 

Hum. W ell fir,wc mud haue you find your legs, 
SirraBeadle.whip him til he leape ouer that fame Roole. 

Beadle .1 will my Lord, come on firra,off withyour doublet 
quickly. 

poore. A las mafler, what dial! I do ?I am not able to Rand. 

tAfter the beadle hath hit him ottegirkf , he leapes ouer the 
Jl cole and runwreay, and they run after h>m } crjing y 
a miracle, a miracle. 

Hum. A miracle, a miracle, let him be taken againe, and 
whipt through euery market T owne till he comes at Barwicke 
where he was borne. 

Maior It foal be done my Lord. . exit Major. 

Suff. My lord Proteftor hath done wonders to day, 
fie hath made the Hind to fee. and the halt to go. 

Hum. Yea but you did greater wonders, when you made 
wholeDukedomesflieina dav. • : . ’ . 

C i Witneite 
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The firjf part ofthectHttKtion of the twt famous 
Witnefl'e France. 

Ksng Hauc done I fay,nnd let me heare no more of that 
Enter the T)uke cf Buckingham. 

What n ewes brings Duke Humphrey of Buckingham* 

‘Buck-, HI newes for fomc my lord, and this it is. 

That prowd dame Elnor our Protestors wife, 

Hath plotted Treafbns gainft the King and PecrcSj 
By witchcrafts forceries, and coniurings, 

W ho by fuch mcanes did raife a fpirit vp, 

T o tell her what hap fhould betide the ftate, 

But ere they had ftnifht their diuclhih drift. 

By Yorke and my felfe they were all furprizde, 

And heres the anfvver the diucll did make to them. 

King Firft of the King, what ("hall become of him? 

Reads T he Duke yet hues, that Henry fhall depofc, 
k Yet him out liue,atid die a violent death, 

Gods wil be done in all: 

What fate awaits the Duke of Suflfolke? 

By water (hall he die and take his end. 

Suff. By water muft the duke of Suflfolke die? 

It muft be fo,or els the diucll doth lie. 

King Let Somerfet fhun caftles. 

For fafer fhall he be vpon the fandy plaincs, 

Then where caftles mounted ftand. 

Car. Heres good ftuflfc:.ho»v now my lord proteftoi 
This newes I tiainke hath tumde your weapons point, ^ 
I am indoubt voule fcarcelv keepe your promife. 

Humph. F.orbeare ambitious prelate to vrge my griefs 
And pardon me my gracious foueraigne. 

For here l fvveare vnto vouv maiefty, 

That I am guiltlefle of thefe hainous crimes, 

Which my ambitious wife hath falfly done: 

And for Are w'ould bet ay her foueraigne lord, 

! here renounce her from mv bed and boord, 

\nd leaue her open for the law to iudge, i 
tfhlefle (lie cleereherifelfe of this foul -deed* 

King Come my lords this night week lodge in S. Albo«, 




hottfes f o* Yorke and Lanvajie-K, 

And to morrow we will ride to London, 

And trie the vtmoft of thefe treafons forth* 

Come vnkle Glofter along with vs, 

My m<nd doth tellmc thou art innocent 
1 exeunt comet. 

Enter the Duke of Yorke, and the Earles of 
Satjburj and Warmche. 

Yorke My lords, our fimple fupper ended, thus 
Let me reuealc vnto your honors here. 

The right and title of the houfe of Yorke, 

To Englands Crownc by lineall defeent. 

War. Then Yorke begin, and if thy claime be good, 
TheNeuillsare thy fubiefts to commaund. 

Yorke Then thus my lords. 

Edward the third had feuen fonnes. 

The firft was Edward the blacke Prince, 

Prince of Wales. 

Thefecond was Edmund of Langley, 

Duke of Yorke. 

The third was Lyonell Duke of Clarence. 

The fourth was Iohn of Gaunt, 

The Dukeof Lancafter. 

The fifth was Roger Mortemer, Earle of March. 

Thefixt was fir Thomas of Woodftocke. 

William of Winfbrcwasthefeucnth and laft. 

Now, Edward the black prince he died before his father, 5c left 
behinde him Richard, that afterwards was King, crowned by 
die name of Richard the fccond,and he died without an heirc. 
Edmund of Langlv duke of Yorke died, and left behind hint 
two daughters, Anne and Elinor. 

Lyonel duke of Clarence died, and left behind, A lice, Anne, 
and Elinor , that was after married to mv father, and by her I 
daime the Crowne , as the true heyre to I yonell Duke 
of Clarence. the third fonneto Edward the third. Now fir. In 
the time of Richards raigne, Henry of Cullcnbiooke, fonne 

and 
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The firfiptrt of the contention of the two f mom 

sr.d heire to Iohn of Gaunt.tlle Duke of Lancafter, fourth fcft 
to Edward thetiiirdjiedainldethecrbwnjdepofdc thctniith- 
ful King, and as you both know, in Pomphret Caflle harnilcs 
Richard was ihamefullyiriurthered^andlo by Richards death 
casTiethehoufeofLancaftervnto the Crowne. 

Saif- Sauingvour talc my lord, as I liaue heard,in theraio-ne 



but for Owen Glendor,had bin King. 

Torks T rue, but fo it fortuned then, by tneanes of that mon- 
ftrous rebell G lender* the noble Duke of Y'orke was done to 
death, arid fo euer fince the heires of John of Gaunt hauepof- 
fefted the Crowne. But it the iftue of the elder ihouldfucceed 
before the iflTue of the yonger^hen am ] lawfull heire vnto the 
kingdoroe. 

War. Whatplaine proceedings can be more pJaine? he 
claimes it from Lyonel duke of Clarence, the third fon to Ed- 
ward thethird,and Henry from lohnofG aunt the fourth fon. 
So that til Lyonels iftue fades, his fhould not raigrre.lt fails not 
yet,but flourillieth in thee and in thy fbns,braue flips offuch a 
ftocke. Then noble father ,kneele we both togither,andin this 
priuate place be we the fit ft to honor him with birth-right to 
the Crowne. 

Both: Longliue Richard Englandsroyall King. 

Torkc I thank you both:but Iords,I am not your kiniyfritu 
this fword be .(hcathed cueri in the heart bloud ofthehoufeof 
Lancaftcr. 

War. Then Yorkeaduife thy felfc, and take thy time, 
'Claifne thou the CYownc,and fet thv ftandard vp. 

And in the fame aduance the rnilke?- white Rofe, v 

And then to guard it I *wil roufe the Beare, 

Inuirond with ten thousand ragged-ftaues 
T o aide and help thee for to win thy right* 

Maitgrc the* pfoudeft lords of Henries bloud, 

That dares deny the rightjabd claime of Yorke, 

For. why^nymind prefage.th J /bill liue 

fee thenobleDuk^' of Ybrkejto be ,1 King- 

Torke. T haitk$ boble Warwick, and York doth hope to kt 
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TIi? F arlc of Warwicke liue, to be the greateft man in Eng- 
1 nenaric v ^ w <mr exeunt omnes . 

land, but t e *V ^ ^ 6U,£, ne fDuke Humphrey y t he Duke of 

£nt rJ 0 f e Id/be Duke Buckingham, the Cardinal, and dame 

S ^orCobham t /ed with the Officers, and then enter to them the 

Dukeofrcrke,andthe£arlesc f^yand^cke. 

K'm Stand forth dame Elnor C obham dutches of Gloftcr, 

Pc hcarc the fentencc pronounced agamft thee foi thefe trea- 
Tons that thou haft committed gainft vs, our States.and Peers. 
Sforthyhaynous crimes, thou (halt two dales m London 
do ocnance barefoot in the ftreetes, with a white iheete about 
l ^ Rr n vvik taper burning in thy hand:that done, thou 

wretched daic. and to is oat faience irtcaoable. Away 

"""'Eamto my dead, .for I 

Kino Grieue not noble vnckle,but be thou glad, 

Inthatthefetreafons thus are come to light. 

Left God had pourde his vengeance on thy head, 

For her offences that thou heldft fo deare. 

Humph. Oh gracious Henry, giue meleaue awhile, 

To lcaue your grace, and to depart away, , 

For forrowes teares hath griptc my aged heart. 

And makes the fountaines of mine cies to iwcll. 

And therefore good my Lord let me depart. 

Kmo With all mv heart good vnckle,whcn \ ou plealc. 

Yet ere thou goeft, Humphrey refigne thy Italic. 

For Henrv will be no more protected, 

The Lord (hal be mv guide, both for my land and me. 

Humph. My ftaffe,yea noble Henry, my life and all, 

Aserft thy noble father made it mine , 

And euen as willing at thy feet I leaue it. 

As others would ambitioufly receiuc it, 

And long hereafter when I am dead and gone, 

May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

Kino Vnkle Glofter,ftand vp and go in peace, 

s D No 









The firepan of the contention of the two famous 
Noleffebeloued of vs, then when- 
Thou wert Prote&or ouer my land'. ev : t ninff 

Where fhould it be hut inKing Henries hand? 

Torkc P leafe it your maieftie, this is the day 
That was appointed for the combating, 

Between e the h rmourer and. his man, my Lord, 

And they are ready when your grace doth pleafe. 

King Then call them forth, that they may try their rights. 

Jinterat one doore the Armourer and his neighbours , drinhinp to 
himfo much that he is drunken, and he enters with a drum be 
fore him , and hisflafe with a fund, bagge fafienedto it : and at 
the other doore, his man with a drum and (and- bag$nd Pren- 
tifes drinking to him. 

I Neighbor^ Here neighbor Horner, T drink to you in a cup 
And rearc not neighbor, you lhall do well enough, (offaclc. 
2 Neigh. And here neighbor,heres a ctipoft harncco. 

3 ' heigh. Hercsapot ot good double beerc, neighbour 
dnnke and be m cry, and feare not your man. 

Armonrer Let it come,yfaith J 3e pledge vou all, 
AndafigfbrPetcr. 

1 Prentife Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and be not affearcl 

2 ‘Tren. Here Peter, hercs a pint of Claret wine for thee* 

5 ^ reYli heres a quart for me, and be mery Peter, 

And feare not thy maifter,fight for credit of the prentifes. 

Peter I thanke you all, but He drinke no more,. 

Hei e Robin, and if I die, here I giue thee my hammer, 

And \\ ill, thou /halt haue my aperne and here T oni,. 

Take all my mony that I haue. 

O Lord blelle me,I pray God, for I am neuer able to deale 
with iny matter, he hath learndfo much fencealready. 

Salfb. Come leaue your drinking, and fill to bJo’vva: 
Sirra.whats thy name? 

. Peter Peter for/both. 

Salfb. Peter, what more?' 

Teter. Thump. 



bottfeSyofYorhe andLancdfier . 

Salsb. Thump, then fee that thou thump thy matter. 

Arm. Here to thee neighbor, fil al the pots againe, for be- 
fore we fight, look you, I will tell you my mind, for l am come 
hither,as h were of mans inftigation, to proue my felfe an ho- 
ned man,8c Peter a knaue.Sc (b haue at you Peter, with down 
ri<dit blowes,as Beuis of Southampton fell vpon Askapart. 

°Teter Law you no w,X told you hees in his fence already. 

Alarmc: and Peter hits him on the head and fels him 
Arm. Hold Peter, I confette,treafon,treafon. he dies, 
Teter O God I giue thee praife. he kneelcs downe. 

Pren. Ho well done Peter: God fauc the King. 

King Go take hencethat triatorfrom our fight, 

For by his death we do perceiue his guilt, 

And God in iuftice hath reueald to vs, 

The truth and innocence ofthis poore fellow, 

Which he had thought to hauemurthered wrongfully: 

Come fellow' follow vs for thy reward. exeunt omnes c 

Enter 'Nuke Humphrey and his men, in 
mourning cloakes . 

Humph. Sirra, wbat s a clocks 
firming . Almoft ten my Lord. 

Humph. Then is that wofull houre hard at hand. 

That my poore lady fhould come by this way. 

In fliamefull penance wandringin the ftreetes, 

Sweete Nell,iU can thy noble mind abrooke, 

The abie& people gazing on thy face, 

With enuious lookes laughing at thy fihame, 

That earft did follow thy proud Chariot wheeles, 

When thou didft ride in triumph through the ftreetes. 

Enter ‘Dame Elnor Cobh am barefoot ? , and a white Jheete abcpC 
her 3 with a waxe candle in her hand , and verfes writer on her 
bac^and pind on, and accompanied with the Shiriffes of London^ 
and fir lohn Standi], and officers y with bilks and halbards. 

Serving. My gracious Lord, fee where my lady comes, 
Pleafeityour grace,wcele take her from the>Shinffes? 

D 2 Hum si 
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The ftrjl fart of the contention oft he two famous 

Humph. I charge you for your hues ft'ir not a foote. 
Nor offer once to draw a weapon here, 

But let them do their office as they Ihould, 

- Sinor Come you my Lord to fee my open fhatne! 

Ah Glofter,now thou doefl penance too. 

See how the giddie people lookeat thee. 

Shaking theirhcads.and pointing at thee here, 

Go get thee gone,and hide thee From their fights. 

And in thy pent vp fhidie rue my fhatne. 

And ban thine enemies: Ah tnineand thine. 

Hum. Ah N elffweet Nell, forget this extreame gricfc. 
And beare it patiently to cafe thy heart. 

E Inor Ah Glcfter,teach me to forget my felfe, 

For whilft I thinkc T am thy wedded wife, 

Then thought of this,doth kill my vvofuil hearty 
The ruthlcilc flints do cut my tender feetc, 

And when ! fl»rt,the ci uelf people laugh. 

And bids me be aduifed how I tread. 

And thus with burning T apor in my hand, 

Malde vpin fhame with papers on my backe. 

Ah Glofter.can I endure this and hue? 

Sometime lie fay I am Duke Humphreys wife. 

And he a Prince, Prote£lor of the land, 

Butfo he rulde,and fuch a Prince he was, 

A s he flood by,whilft I his forlorne Dutches, 

Was led with fhame, and madea laughing ftocke. 

To euery idle rafcall follower. 

Hum. My louely Nell, what wouldft thou hauc tne do? 
Should I attempt to refeue thee from hence, 

I fhould incurre the danger of the law. 

And thy difgrace would notbefhadowedfo. 

Elnor Be thou milde,and ftir not at my difgrace, 
Vntill theaxe of death hangouer thv head. 

As fhortly fureit wilhFor Suffolke he, 

The new r made Duke,that may do al in all 
With her that loues him fo,and hates vs all. 

And impious Yorkc and Bcwford that falfe prieft, 
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houfesfifTorke and Lancafter. 

Haueaftlymdebuflresto betray thy wings, 

Andfliethouhow thou can they will intangle thee. 

E nter a Herald 0 f 9/frmes. ' 

Herald. I fummon your grace, vnto his highnesl arlament 
holden at faint Edmunds bury, the firft of the next month. 

Humph. A P arlament and our confentneuer craude 
Th creiHbefcrc-Thisis { bdei ne - — 

^Maifter Shinffc, I pray proceede no further againft my 
ladv.then the courfe of law extends. 

S hinffe Pleafe it your grace, my office here doth end, 

And I muft deliuev her to fir Iohn Standly, 

To be conduced into the He of Man. 

Humph. Muft you fir John conduft my lady? 

Standly Yea my gracious lord.for fo it is decreede. 

And I am fo commaunded by the King. 

Humph. I pray you fir Iohn,vfe her nerc the worfe, 

I11 that I intreat you to yfc her w ell, 

The world may finite againe,and I may liue. 

To do you fauor if you do it her. 

And fofir Iohn farewell 

E inor What? gone my lord,and bid not me farewell? 

Hum. WitnefTe roy bleeding heart, I cannot flay to fpcake. 

exit Humphrey and his men. 

E/nor Then is he gone, is noble Glofter gone. 

And doth duke Humphrey now forfakc me too? 

Then letmehafte from out faire Englands boundcs. 

Come Standlcy,come,andlet vs hafte away. 

Standly Madartie,lets go vnto fome houfe here by. 

Where you may fhift your felfe before we goe. 

E/nor Ah good fir Iohn,my fhame cannot be hid. 

Nor put away, with calling off my fheete: 

But come, let vs go, mailer Shiriffe farewell, 

Thou haft but done thy office as thou ftvouldft. exeunt tmnes 

Enter to the T arlament. 

Enter two Heralds before, then the ‘Duke ofUtickineham, and the 

\ D? Dak* 



The first part of the contention of the two famous 

Duke of Suffolk* y and then the Duke ofTorke, and the fir*, 
trail ofVVmchefler, and then the King and Qaeene,, and then the 
Earle ofSaiijbttry,and the Earle of IV ttrwicbe. 

King 1 wonder our vncklc Gloftcr ftaies fo long. 
Queene Can you not fee.or will you not peroeiuc, 

How that ambitious duke doth vie himfelfe? 

The time hath beene,but now that time is part, 

That aone fo humble as Duke Humphrey was: 

But now let one meetehim eucninthcmorne, 

When cueiy one will giue the time of day, 

And h e will neither moue nor fpeake to vs. 

See vou not the Commons follow him 

In troupes, crying, God fauc the good Duke Humphrey, 

And with long life Iefus preferue his grace, 

H onoring him as if he were a King; 

G lo(ler is no little man in England, 

And if he lift to ftir commotions, 

Tis likely that the people will follow him? 

My lord, if you imagine,there is no fuch thing. 

Then let it parte, and callit a womans feare, 

My lord of SuffoIke,Buckingham,and Y orke, 

Difproue my allegations ifyou can. 

And by your fpeeches,if you can reproue me, 

I will fubferibe and fay, 1 wrong’de the D uke. 

Suffolke Well hath your grace forefeene into that Duke, 
And if I had beenelicenft fort to fpeake, 

I thinke I fliould haue told your graces tale. 

Smooth runs the brooke whereas the ftreame is deepert, 
No, no my fouerai gne.Glofter is a man 
Vnfoundcd yet, and full of deepe deceit. 

Enter the Duke ofSomcrfet. 

King Welcome Lord Somcrfet, what newes from France? 
Corner. Cold newes my lord,andthisitis, 

That all your holds and T ownes within thofe T erritories, 

Is ouercomemv Lord,and all is loft. 

Kino Cold newes indeede Lord Somerfet, 
u t Gods will be done. v . 



-/ere*, 



houfes^fTorke And Luncujlen. 

fork Cold newes for me,foi* I had hope of France* 

EucnasI haue of femll England. 

Enter Duke Humphrey. 

Humph. Pardon my liege, that I haue (laid fo long. 

S „jf 0 ike Nay Gloftcr, know, that thou art come too loon, 
Vnlcfte thou proue more loyall then thou ai t. 

We do arreft thee on high treafon here. 

Humph. Why Suffolkes duke thou (halt not fee me blufti 

Nor change my countenance for thine arreft. 

Whereof ami gudtie,who are my accufers? 

York Tis thought my lord, your grace tooke bribes from 
And ftopt the fouUliers oftheir payv (trance, 

By which his maieftiehath loft alt France. . 

Humph. Is it but thought fo,and who are they that think fo- 
So God help me, as I haue watcht the night, 

Euer intending good for England ftill, 

That pennie that euer I tooke from France, 

Bcbrought againft me at the Judgement day, 

I ncuer robd the foulcliers oftheir pay, 

Many a- pound of mine owne proper coft 
rlaue I fent ouerforthefouldiers wants, 

Becaufe I would not racke theneedie Commons* 

Cur. In your Proteftorfhip you did deuife. 

Strange torments for offendors, by which mcanes 
England hath beene defamdebv tyrannie. 

Hum . Whv tis well knowne that whilft I was prote&or, 
Pittie was all the fault that was in me: 

A iTiurtherer,or foul e felonious theefe, 

Thatrobs and murthers feely padengers, 

I torturd aboue the rate of common law. 

Suffolke. Tufh my lord,thefe be things of no account. 

But greater matters are laid vnto your charge, 

I do arreft thee on high treafon here, 

And commit thee to my good Lord Cardinal!, 

V ntill fuch time as thou canft cleere thy felfe. 

King G ood vnckl e obey to his arre ft, 

Ihaueno doubt butthouihalt cleere thy felfe,s 
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The firjt part eftbe contention of the two fanout 
My confcience tels me thou art innocent. 

’Humph. Ah gracious Henry thefe daics are dangerous, 
And would my death might end thefe milenes, .. 

And ftay their moodes for good King Henries fake. 

Hut I am made the Prologue to their play. 

And thoufands more mull follow after me, , 

T hat dreads not yet their liues deflru&ion, 

Suffolkes hateful! tongue blabs his hearts malice, 

Bewfords firic eies Ihewes his cnuious mind, 

Buckinghams prowd lookes bewraieshis cruel thoughts, 

And dogged Yorke that leuells at the Moone, 
Whofeouerweeningarmel haue heldbacke: 

AH you haue ioynd to betray me thus: 

And you my gracious lady, and Soueraigne miftris, 
CaufelelTehaue laid complaints vpon my head, 

] (hall not want falfe witnefles inow. 

That fo amongft you, you may haue my life. 

T he prouerb no doubt will be well perfbrmde, ' 

A ftaffe is quickly found to beate a dog. 

Sufo/ke Doth he not twit our Soueraigne lady heir, 

As if that (hee with ignominious wrong, 

Had fubornd or hyred fome to fweare againft his life? 
jghteene Y ea but I can giue the lofer leaue to fpeake. 
"Humph. Far truer (poke then ment,I loofe indeed, 
Befhrew the winners hearts,they play me falfe. 

Tucki Heele wreft the fence, and keep vs here al day, 

My Lord of Winchefter,fee him fent away. 

(fiord. Who’s within thereitake in Duke Humphrey, 
And fee him garded fure within my houfe. 

Humph, O ! thus king H enry carts away his crouch, 
Before his legs can beare his body vp, 

And puts his watchfull Ihepheard from his fide, 

Whilft wolues ftand fnarring who fhal bite him firft. 
Farewel my foueraignejong maift thou enioy. 

Thy fathers happie daies free from annoy. 

Exit Humphrey , with the (fiardinals men. 

King My lords, what to your wifedomes (hall feemebe , 
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hottfes,ofTorhe And Lancafier. 

Doand vndo,as if our felfe were here. 

Queene What wil your highnerte leaue the Parlament? 

King Yea Margaret.my heart is killed with gviefe. 

Where I may fit and figh in endlert'e monc. 

For who s a traitor?Glofter heis none. 

exit King, Salt bury , and PKarwicke. 

Queene Then fit we downe againeYnv lord Cardinal!, 
Suffolke, Buckingham, Yorke and Somcrfct, 

Letvs confult of prowd duke Humphries fall. 

In mine opinion it were good he dide, 

Forfafetie ofour King and common wealth. 

S uffolkc And fo thinke I madame,for as you know. 

If our King Henry had fliooke hands with death, 

Duke Humphrey then would looke to be our King, 

And it may be, by pollicie he wotkes. 

To bring to paffe the thing which now we doubt. 

The foxe barkes not when he would fteale the lamb, 

But if we take him ere he do the deede, 

We fhould not quertiori,ifthathe fhouldliuc. 

No, let him die, iq that heis a foxe, 

Leftthat in liuinghe offend vs more. 

Car. Then let him die before the Commons know. 

For feare that they do rife in Armes for him, 

Tork^ ThendoitfodainlymyLords. 

Sufi Let that be my lord Cardinals charge and mine. 

Car. Agreed, for hee’s already kept withinmy houfe. 

Enter a (J^/effenger. 

Queene Hownowfirra,whatnewes? 

Mcfien , Madame, I bring you newes from Ireland, 

The wilde Onele my lord.is vp in Armes, 

With troupes of Irifh Kernes that vncontrold, 

Do plant themfelues within the Englifh pale. 

And burne and fpoile the Country as they go. 

Queen W hat redrefle (hall we haue for this my Lords? 

Tor he T were very good, that my Lord of Sonierfet 
That fortunate champion were fent ouer, 

To keepe in awe the ftubborne Irifhmen, 

E He 
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The firfl part of the contention of the two f amour 

He did Co much good when he was in France. 

Somer. H ad Y orke beenc there with all his far fetcht 
Pollicies he might haue loft as much as I. 

Yorke Y ea , for Y orke would haue loft his ltfe^before 
That fhould haue reuoltedfrom Englands rule. (then I. 
Somer. Yea, Co thou might’ft, and yet haue gouernd worfe 
Yorke W hat worfe then nought, then a flaame take alL 
Somer. Shame on thy felfe,that wifheth fhame. 

Q ueene Somerfctforbeare,good Yorke be patient. 

And do thou takein hand to croflethe fcas, 

With troupes of armed men to quell the pride, 

Ofthofe ambitious Irifh that rebel!. 

Yorke,. Well Madame, fith your grace is fo content, 

Let me haue Lome bands ofehofen fouldiers, 

And Y orke (hall trie his fortune gainft thofe Kernes. 

Queene _ Yorke thou fhalt,my lord ofBuckingham, 

Let it be your charge to mufter vp fuch fouldiers. 

As (hallfuffice him in thefeneedfull warres. 

Buck Madame I vvil,and leuie fuch a band 
As foone fhal oucrcome thofe Irifh rebells: 

But Yorke, where fhal thofe fouldiers ftay for thee? 

Yorke At Briftow, I will expert them ten daies hence. 
'Buck. Then thither fhall they come,and fo farewell. 

exit Buckingham* 

Yorke, Adiew my Lord ofBuckingham. 

Queene SufFolke remember what you haue to do, 

And you Lord Cardinal concerning Duke Humphrey. 

T were good that you did fee to it in time. 

Come let vs go,thatitmay beperformde. 

exeunt omnes,manet Yorke. 
Yorke Now Y orke bethinke thy felfe and roufe thee vp, 
Take time whilft it is offered thee fo fairc. 

Left when thou wouldft, thou canft notit attaine, 

T was men I lackt,and now theygiue them me. 

And now' whilft I am bufiein Ireland, 

I haue feduede a head ftrong KentiCh man, 

John Cade of Afhfcrd, , 

Vndes 
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hottfes, of Yorke and Laucaffer. 

Vndcr the title of fir John Mortimer, 

' To raife commotion, and by that meancs, 

I /hall perceiuc how the common people, 

Po aflfert the claime and houfe of Yorke, 

Then if he haue fucceffe in his affaires. 

From Ireland then comes Yorke againc. 

To reape the harueft which that coyftnl fowed, 

Now if he fliould be taken and condemnd, 

Neele nere confeffc that I did fet him on. 

And therefore crel go, ile fend him word. 

To put in prartife and to gather head, 

That fo foone as I am gone,he may begin 
To rife in Arnics with troupcsof country fwainess 
To help him to performe this enterprize. 

And then Duke Humprhey ,he well made away, 

None then can flop the light to Englands crowne. 

But York can tame and headlong pul diem down, exit Yor^ 

Yhenthe cur tames being drawne , Duke Humphr ej is difeouered 
in his bed, and two men lying on his brefi and [mothering him in 
his bed: and then enter the ‘ Duke of Suffolk e to them. 

Stiff. How now firs,what haue you difpatcht him? 

One. Yea my Lord, he is dead I warrant you. 

Suff. T hen fee the clothes laid fmocth about him ftil, 

That when the King comes, he may perceiuc 
No other, but that he dide of his ownc accord. 

2 All things is hanfomc now' my Lord. 

Suff. Then draw the curtaines againe,and getyou gone, 
And you fhal haue your firm reward anon exeunt murderers. 

Then enter the King and Queene , the Duke of Buckingham^, and 
the ‘ Duke ofSomerfetytndjhe (fardmall. 

King My lord of SufFolke go call our vnckle Gloftcr, 

Tell him, this day wc willthathe do dcare himfelfc. 

Suff. I will my Lord. exit S uffolke. 

King. And good my lords,prpceed no further againft our vn- 
Thenby juft proofc you can affirmc, ; (klc Gloftcr, 

E s For 
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Thefirftfitrtof the contention of the two famoM 
y or as the fucking child or harmleffe lamb. 

So is he innocent of treafon to our flate. 

Enter Suffoike. 

How now Suffoike, where s our vnckle? 

Sufi Dead in his bed, my Lord,Glofter is dead. 

T he King falls in a frpoone. 

Queene Ayme,theKing is deadrhelp, help, my lords. 
Sufi Comfort my Lord, gracious Henrv,comfort. 

Kmg What doth my Lord of Suffoike bid me comforts • 
Came he euen now to fing a Rauens note, 

And thinkeshe that the cherpingofa Wren, 

By crying comfort through a hollow voice, * 

Can fatiffie my griefes,or eafe my heart? 

Thou balefull meflengep, out of my fi aht, 

For euen in thy de-balls murther fits, ° 

Yet do notgo:comcBa{ahske 
And kill the feelygazer with thv lookes-. 

Quaere Why do you rate my lord of Suffoike thus. 

As it that he had caufde Duke Humphreys death? 

The Duke and I too, you know were enemies. 

And you had befHay that I did murther him. - 

King. Ah woe is me,for wretched Glofters death . " 

Queene B e woe for me, more wretched then he was, 

W hat dolt thou turnc away and hide thy face? 

I am no loathfome ]eapcr,looke on me, 

W as I for this nie wrackt vpon the fea? 

And thrice by aukward winds driuen backefrofti Englands 
What might it bode.but that well foretelling (£>ouncf$* 

Winds faid,feeke not a fcorpiom neaft. 

Enter the Earles of JVarvoicke andXalfbury. 

_ War. My lord 3 the Commonslike an angry hiuc of bees, 
Run vp and downe, Caring not whom they Ring, 

For good Humphreys death,whom they report 
‘ 0 y e furthered by Suffoike and the Cardinal here. 

Kmg That he is dead (good Warwicke)is too true, 

^ut how hbdiechGod know es,not Henry. 

Warj Enter his pnuy chamb,er mv lord,and vic\Y the bodw 

Goo'4 



S JfU-hjL. ~ . 



william Shakespeare Hen ry VI. Pa rts 2 & 3 (stc 2 6100 ) loni 



houfeSyofTorke and Lancajler. 

Good father flay you with the rude multitude, til I retume. 

Usb. I willfonnc. 'xit Satsburj. 

JVarwicke drmes the curtaines and p?ewes Duke 
: Humphrey in his bed, 

lino Ah vnckle Glofter,heauen receiue thy foule. 

Farewell poore Henries ioy,now thou art gone. 

War. Now by his foule, that tooke ourfhape vpon him. 

To free vs from liis fathers dreadful curfe, 

I am refolu'd that violent hands were laid, 

Vpon the life ofthis famous Duke. 

Suf. Adreadfulloathfwornewithafolemne tongue, 
Whatinftance giues Lord Warwicke for thefe wordes? 

War. Oft hauc 1 feene a timely parted ghoft, 

Ofafhie feinblance,pale and bloudlefle: 

Butloe,the bloud is fetled in the face. 

More better coloured, then when he liude, 

His well proportioned beard made rough and fferne, 

His fingers fpread abroad as one that grafpt for life. 

Yet was by (Length furprifdc,the lcaft of thefe are probable, 

It cannot chufe but he w r as murthered. 

Queene Suffoike and the CardinaU had him in charge. 

And they I tnifffir,are no murtheres6. 

War. Yea, but twas well knownethey were not his friends. 
And tis well feenc,he found fome enemies. 

Card. But haue you no greater proofes then thefe? 

War. Who fees a heifer dead and bleeding freff. 

And fees hard by a butcher with an axe, 

But wil fufpeft tw r as he that made the flaughter? 

W ho finds the partrige in the puttockes neaft. 

But will imagine how the bird came there, 

Although the Kite (bare with vnbloudy beake? 

Euen fo fufpitious is this T ragedie. 

fiueene A re you the Kite Bcwford,where s your talants? 

Is Suffoike the butcher, where’s his Knife ? 

Sufi. I weare no Knife to flaughter fleepingmen. 

But heres a vengefull fword ruffed with eafe. 

That fliall he fcoured in his rancarous heart, 

E l That 



-.-.t 



*3- J t 



/S~ tv* 














iiw 






' ii 

















The fir ft fart of the contention of the two famous 

That Handers me with numbers crimfon badge, 

Say ifthou dare prowd Lord ofWarwickfhire, 

That I am guilty in Duke Humphreys death. 

exit Cardtna.il, 

War. What dares not Warwick, if falfc Suffolk dare him? 

Queene He dares not caline his contumelious fpirit, 
Norceafeto bean arrogant controwlcr. 

Though Suffolke dare him twentie hundreth times. 

War. Madame be ye dill, with reuercncemay I fay it, 
That cuery word you fpeakein his defence, 

Isflaunderto your royall maieftie. 

Sufi, Blunt witted lord,ignoble in thy words. 

If euer Lady wrongd her lord fo much, 

Thy mother tookc vnto her blamcfull bed. 

Some fternc vntutred churlc^and noble ftocke, 

Was graft with crab-tree Hip, whole fruitc thou art. 

And neuer ofthe Ncuils noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murther bucklers thee, 

And I fhould rob the deaths man of his fee. 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand fhames, 

And that my foueraignes prcfcnce makes me mute, 

I would falfe murtherous coward on thy knees, 

Make thee craue pardon for thy paffed fpeech, 

And fay it was thy mother that thou meantft, 

That thou thy felfc waft: borne in baftardy. 

And after all this fearefull homage (Jone, 

Giue thee thy hyre,and fend thy fbule to hell, 

Pcrnitious bloud- fucker offleeping men. 

Stiff. Thou fhouldft be waking whiKl I fliead thy bloud, 
Iffrom this prefence thou dare go with me. 

War. Away euen now, or I will drag thee hence. 

Warwick? fulls hint out. 

Exit Warwick? and Suffolk ? , and then all the Commons 
within, cries , downe with Suffolk ?> downe with Suffolk (• 
lAnd then enter agdine the duke of Suffolk? and War- 
wick? jvith their weapons dr awne. 

King Whv how now lords? - 

54 
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honfes,ofYorke and Laneajler. 

Mr The traiterous Warwicke with the men oTfkrry , 

with Suffolke. zsfnd enter fromthem the Earle of bst- 

ulb Mv^Lord.the Commons (ends you word by me. 
That viilelTe falfe Suffolk here be done to death. 

Orbamihed faire England* territories. 

That they will erre from your bghnefle perlon. 

They fav bv him the good Duke Humphrey died, 

They fay ,by him they feare the mine ofthe Rcalme: 

And therefore, if you loue your fubic&s weale, 

Thev wilh you to bailiff him from forth the land. 

Suf Indeed tis like the Commons rude vnpohff t hinds. 
Would fend fuch meffage to their foucraigne, 

Butvou my lord were glad to be imployd. 

Totriehow quaint an Orator you were. 

But all the honor Salsbury hath got, 

Is,that he was the Lord EmbafTadour, 

Sent from a fort oftinkars to the King. 

The (fommons cries y an an/were from the King* 
wy Lord of Saljbury. 

Khte Good Salsbury go back e againe to them. 

Tell them wethankc them for alhheir loumg care, 

Andhadnot Ibeenc cited tlms by their meanes. 

My felfc had done itrthcrefore here I Iweare, 

IfSuffolkebe found to breathe in any place. 

Where I haue mle,but three dales more,he dies. 

exit Saljbury. 

Queine. Oh H enrv ; reuerfe the doome of gentle Suffolkcs 

banilhment. — t . 

Img Vngentle Queene, to cal him gentle Suffolke, 

Speake not for himfor in Englandhcfhall not reft. 

If I fav,I may relent,but if I fweareit is irreuocable s 
Come Warwkkc,and go thou in with me, 
for I haue great matters to impart to thee. 

exit King and Warwicke, mhet Queene and Suffolke. 
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Thefrfl part of the contention of the two famous 
Q tteer.e Hell fire and vengeance go along with you, 

Thercs two ofyou,thediuellmake the third, * 

Fie vvomanifh man,canft thou not curfe thy enemies? 

Stiff. A plague vpon thcmiwherefore fiiould I curfe them? 
Could curies kill as do the Mandrakes groanes, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice (o many fignes of deadly hate, 

As leane faede Enuy in her loathfome caue, 

My tongue fhouldflumble in mine earned words. 

Mine eies fhouldfparkle like the beaten flint, 

My haire be fixt on end, as one diftraught, 

And euery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban, 

And now me thinkes iny burthened heart would breake. 
Should T not curfe them:poifon be their drinke, 

Gall, worfe then gall.the daintieft thing they tafle, 

Their fweeteft fliade,a groue offypris trees. 

Their foftcfl touch,as fmart as lyzards flings. 

Their mufiejue frightfull, like the ferpents hide. 

And boding fcrike-owles make the confort full, 

All the foulc terrors in darke feated hell. 

Queene. Enough fweeteSufFolke,thoutormentflthyfelf. 
Suffolk? You bade me ban, and will vou bid meceafe? 
Now by this ground that I am banifht from, 

W ell could 1 curfe away a winters night. 

And Handing naked on a mountainc top, 

W here biting cold would neuer let grade grow. 

And thinkeit but a minute {pent in {port. 

Queene No more, fweete Suffotlfftixc thee hence to France, 
Or liue where thou wilt within this worldcs globe, 
lie hauc an Iriflr that (hall find thee out, 

And long thou (halt not flay, but tie haue thee repcald, 
Orventuretobebamfhedmyfelfe, v 

Oil let this kille be printed in thy hand. 

That when thou feed: it, thou maift thinke on me: 

A way, I fey,that I mayfeelemy griefe. 

For it is nothing whilft thou ftandefl here. 
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houfes } ofYorke and Lane after. 

$ujf. Thus is poore Srffotke ten times banifhed, 

Once by the King, but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter ZJawfc. 

Queene How now, whither goes Vawfe fo fad? 

Vawfe. T o fignifie vnto his inaieftv, 

That Cardinal! Bcwford is at point of death, 

Somtimes he rauesand cries as he ' . ere mad, 

Sometimes he calls vpon Duke Humphreys gbofl. 

And whifpers to his pillow as to him. 

And fometime he calls to fpeake vnto the King, 

And I am going to ccrtifie vnto his grace,' 

That euen now he cald alowd for him. 

Queene Go then good V awfe,and certifie the King. 

exitVarrfe. 

Oh what is worldly pompelall men mud die. 

And woe am I for B ewfords licauy end. 

But why mourne I for him,whilftthou art here? 

Sweete Sw^v/^ hic thce hence to France, 

For if the King do come, thou fiire mud die. 

‘Stiff. Andif I go,l cannot liuc:but hereto die, 
What were it elfe,but like a pleafant flumber 
In thy lap? u " 

Here could T,cotrld I,breeatli my foulc into the ayre, 

As niilde and gentl e as the new borne babe. 

That dies with mothers dug between his lips, 

Where from thy fight I fliould be raging mad, 

And call for thee to clofe mine eies. 

Or with thy lips to flop mV dvihg foule, 

That I might breath it fe> into thy body, 

And then it hude in fweete Elyziattt, 

By thee to die, were but to die in ieafl, 

From thee to die, were torment more then death, 

0 let nre flay, befell what may befall. 

Queene Oh mightfl thou flay with fafcticofthylife. 
Then (houldfl thou flay, but heauens deny it. 

And therefore go, but hope ere long to be repeald. 

Stiff. Igoc. 
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Thefirfpart of the contention of the two famous 

gueene And take my heart with thee. 

She htffeth him. . 

Stiff. A iewell loekt intothewofulft caske. 

That euer yet comaind a- thing of worth, 

T hus like a fplitted barkelb funder we: 

T hi sway fall I to death. exit Sufi % 

fhteene This way forme. extt Queene' 

Sttter Kino and Saljhurj , and then the curtaines be dratm. > and 
the Car dimil it dife ottered in his bed, rating andflaringatifhe 
mere mad. 

Car. O deathjifthou wilt let me liue hut one whole yeare 
He giue thee as much gold as wil purchafefuch another Ilaa/. 

King Oh fee my lord ofSalsbury how he is troubled, ' 
Lord Cardinal!, remember Chri ft mull hauc thy foule. * 

Car. Why died lie not in his bed? 

What wouldyou haue me to do then? 

Can I make men liue whether they will or no? 

Sirra, go fetchme the ftrong poifon vvhichthe Pothicatyfent 
Oh fee where Duke Humphreys ghoft doth ftand, (me: 
And flares me Ui the facedooke’, look, combe dowfchishaite] 
Sonow heesgoneagdme:Oh,oh,oh. ■ ,r . id 7 
Saif . Sec ho sv the pangs of death doth gripe his heart,!.' . . I 
Kino Lord Cardinal, iftljou dieft afliireddfbehknly blifle, 
Hold vp thy hand,arld make fome figne touts, hnn . 

The Cardinal/ die/. 

Oh fee, he difspnd makes no figue at all. 

Oh Godforgiae his toule. 

Sals. So bad an end did ncucr none behold, 

But as his death, fb was his life mall. ir ' 

King Forbeare to iudge.good Salsbury forbeare, 

For Godwill iudge vs all: . • -ji > 

Go take him hence, and fee his funeralls beperformdeia 

exeunt times. 

i’i ;• ,.i fl'f.v V .A >*C' 

tAtltirmes wit kin, and the chamfers be dif charged, like at it 
were it fight at feet. And then enter the captaine of the fhippt 
andthe Majfer } and the Mafcrs mate /aid the dukeofSnf 

.. , ' 3 , fk 
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houfei,of Torkp and Lancafer. 

folfe thfguifed , andothehwiih hint , and Walter Which*- 

■ .’ . ’ i. 

more. 

fan. Bring forward thefeprifoners that fcornd to ye eld, 
Vnlade-thcir goods with fpeed.and frncke their (hip, 

Here mafler, this prifoner I giue to you: 

This other, the Maflcrs Matt fliall liaue, 

And Walter Whickmore,thou fhalt haue this man, 

And let them pay their ranfomes ere theypafle. 

Sufi Walter! 11 he filar teth. 

Walter How now, what doeft thoufeare me? 

Thou Ihalt hauc better cauftarion. 

Sufi. It is thy name affrights me, not thy felfe: : 

I do remember weli,a cunning wifard told me. 

That by Walter I fliould die: 

Yet letnof that make thee bloudie minded. 

Thy name being rightly founded. 

Is Guakcr.not Walter.^ , 

Waiter Gualter or Walter, all’s on to me, 

I am the man mu A bring thee to thy death. 

Sufi. I am a Gentleman looke on my King, 

Ranfome me at what thou wilt, it fliall be paid, 
i Walter 1 loft mine eye in boording ofthe /hip. 

And therefore ere t marchant-like fell bloud for gold, 

Then caft me headlong downc into the fea. 

1 Trifo. But what fliallour ranfomes be? 

Mafler A hundreth pounds a pecce, either pay that, or die* 

1 'Pn "n. Then faue our hues, it fliall be paid. 

Walter Gome firra, thy life fliall be the ranfome 
Iwilhaue. i. 

Sufi. Stay villainc, thy prifoneris n prince, 

The Duke of SufFplkc, William dela Poole. 

Cop. The Duke of Suffolke folded vp in rags? 

Sufi. Y ca fir, but thefe rags are no part of the duke, 

Ioue fometime went difguifde,aiid why riot I? 0 ^ 

Cap. YeabutJouewasneuerflaineasthpuflialtbe. If> ! 

Sufi. Bafe lady grqomc.King Henries bloud, 

Fpe horforablc bloud of Lancafter, i. ^ . A 

F2 Cannot 
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The fir ft fart of the content ten of the ttoofamom 

Cannot be (head by fuch a lowly fwainc, 

I am fent Ambaffadorfor the Queene to France, 

1 charge thee waffc me erode the channellfafc. 

Cap. lie waflfc thee to thy death, go Walter take him hence. 
And oh our long boates fide,chop off his head. 

S/if, Thoudarftc not for thine ovvnc. • j . 

Cap. Yes Poole. ^ 

Stiff. Poole? 

Cap. Yca,PoQle ; puddIe,kcnnelI,finckcanddurt, 
lie ftop thatyavvning mouth of thine, 

Thofe iips of thine that fooft haue kiff the Queene, 

Shall {weep the greund.nnd thou that 
Smildft at good duke Humphreys death, 

Shalt liue no longer to infect the earth. 

Sufi. This villain being but Captain cfa Pinnais, 
Threatens more plagues then mighty Abradas, 

T he great Macedonian Pyrate, 

Thy words addes fury and not remorfe in me. 
fap. Y ea but my deedes fhall ftay thy fury foon. 

Stiff Haft not thou waited at my trencher, 

When we haue feafted with Queene Margaret? 

Haft nof thou kift thine hand and held my ftirrop? 

And barehead plodded by my footclotlvMule, 

And thought tliee happy when I fmild on thee? 
Thishancfhath writ in thy defence. 

Then fhall I charmc thee, hold thy lauifh tongue. 

Cap, Away with him VValter,I lay, and off with his head 
1 Trtf Good my lord, intreat him mildly.for your life* 
Snff. Firft let this neck ftoope to the axes edge. 

Before this knee do bow to any, 

Saue to the God of heauen,and to my King, 

S'uffolkes imperiall tongue cannot plcadc 
Toluchaiadygroomc-. 

Walter Come, come, why do We let him fpeake? ■ 

1 long to hauchis head,for ranfome of mine eie. 

Stiff. A fworder and bande to fiaue, 

Murthered fweete T u%: , .v • ' i • 






hottfeSyofYorke and Lane after, 

Bratus baftard-hand ftabde Iultus Caffar, 

And Suffolke dies bv Pyrates on the feas 
. ’ exit Suffo/^e ytmd Walter. 

Cm. Off with his headwind fend it to the Queene, 

And ranfomeleffe this pnfoner fhall go free. 

To fee itfafe deliuered vnto her: 

Come lets go. , , , ^tomnet. 

Sitter two of the Rebels with longjtattes, 

George. Come away Nick, and put a long ftaffe in thy pike, 
andprouide thy felfe, for I can tell thee, they haue bin vp this 

two dales. , , 

fluke Then they had more need to go to bed now, 

ButfirraGeorge.whats the matter? 

George Why firra,Tack Cade the Diar of Afliford here, 
Hemeanesto turnc thisland,and let anew nap on it. 

Nicl^ Yea mary he had need fo, for tis growne threedbare, 
Twasneuer mery world with v$,fincethele gentlcme came vp 
george I warrant thee, thoulhaltneuerfeea lord wear* a 
leather aperne, now adaics. , 

AM*. Butfirra, who comes more bcGde Tacke Cade? 
georoe Why theres Dick the Butcher, & Robin the Sadler, 
and Wil that came a wooing to our Nan laft fiinday, & H arry 
and Tom,& Gregory that Ihould haue your Parnil,8t a great 
fort more is cohie from Rochcfter,& from Maidftone,Sc Can 
tetbury,& al the townes here abouts, and we muft al be lords 
orfquires,afloone as Iacke Cade is King. 
fluke Harke,harke,I hearethe Drum, they be com min g. 
Enter IackeffadefDicke Rut cher,Rohin, Will CT cttj, 

Harry and the reft with longjlauei. « 

Cade. Proclaime filencc. 
t M. Silence. ; ■ ‘ 

Cade. Hahn Cade fo named for my valiande. 

Dtcke Or rather for ftealingofaCadeoflprats. 

Cade. My fatherwas a Mortimer. 

Yirfe Hewasanhoncftman,andagoodBritk-Iaier. 

Cade My mother came of the Brafes. 

*S“he was a Pedlers daughter indeed>and fold many laces, 

F g Robin. 













ThefirFipart of the contention ofthetveofatttotti 

Robin And now being not able to occupy herfurd'packei 
She vvafoeth buckes vp and downe the countrey. . 

Cade. T herefore I am honorable borne. 

//.;rry< Yea,for the field is honorable, for he was borne 
Vnderahedge,for his father had no houfe but the Cage. ' ’ 
Cade I am able to endure much. . . 

(ffeorge Thnts true, I know he can enduieany thingyn - 
For I haue feene him whipttwo market daics togither, 

('ode ' I feare neither fword nor fire.yi .;c;,r ; - , 

'ml. - He need not feare the fword, for his coate isofproofe. 
<DickY>*t methinkes he fhould feare the fire, being fo often 
burnt i n the hand, for ftcaling offheepc. ! ' . 

(~ade Therforebe braue,for your captain is brauc and vows 
reformation : you fhalhauc feuen half-peny loaucs fora peny, 
and the three hoopt pot.foal haue ten hoops, and it fhalbefe- 
Jfony to di ink final beere,and if I be the King,as King I veil be. 
q; ^. -God faue yourmaieftie^ • > , . 

6 • t.Cade I thank you.good people r vou foal al eatse & drink of 
my fcorc,and go al in my liuery.antLweel haue no writing, biit 
the fcore andthetallyh and there foall.be no lawcs,but fuch as 
comes from my mouth. 

‘Bide Wc'foall haue fore laws then, for he. was thrulVinto 
the mouth the other day.' 1 ; ; iiy * h _ 

(jeirge Yea and flanking law too, for his bfoatli ftinkcsfn, 
that'one cannotabideit. ; 

Enter mil with the clarhe ofChattadi, 

■ Will OhCaptaine,apryze. 5 ! •■! ' ,x 

*■ C«fc<-VV hofcthat,VVill? 

ml. The Qarke ofChattam,he can write-rind reade & cait 
account,! tooke him letting of boies copies,andhe has a bock 
in his pocket with red letters. ■ ' : 1 . ’ 

Cade Sonnes,' hcesra toniurcr, bring himfoither, 

Now fir jWhats yout mine? ' | • 

Clarke Emanuell fif, audit foalpleafe you- 
Dicke ItVvilbgo hard with you, I can tel you, 

For they vfe to write that oth top of letters. 

Cade And what do you vfe to write your name? 



iff/dd/fj— St*/*****'. 
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honfes, of Yorke andLanceftr. 

0, Joyoo a, ancicntfbrc&thers haue done, 

’S praffi God I haue bin fo wel trough. 

Oh hc'hascoiffefbgo han^him witbhi, pennylnyk- 
Urc about his nccke. ‘ h ’ 

7d»;.Captain:news, newes, fir Humphrey Stafforct and his 
bother arFcomming with the Kin^s powcr:& me to kil vs al. 
Ztde Let them come,hces but a Knight is he. 
r«jB. : No,no,hees but alvmght. rtftlfowfet 

Cittkl ViVhy then to equal him,ile.raake my fclre km 0 nf 

Kncele downe Iohn Mortimer, 

Rifcvpfirlohn Mortimer. . 

Is there any more of them that be knights? 
fern. Yea his brother. 

HeknghtsYtckcYiUcher. 

.Cade Then kncele down&Dickc Butcher, - 

Rife vp fir DickeButcher. 

Plow found vp the drumme. 

’ : • \ir ‘ i if> aifi r«>tfuba *4 ^ : v ^ > 

;.! n$nter£r Hmpbtex Stafford mdbv brhhdrpnM- ■ w In \ 
drumme and fottldters. ^ : ■ * 

Code As for thefe filken coated flaueqlpnfoenet-apinne,. 

Tistoyou gtiod people that Ifpeakek 7 

-SfcdhVVhy country-men, whatraearieyou thus m tr oups, 

Tofollow this rebellious traitor Cade? ^ ' 

Whriihisfjtlwrvla'si'butaiErick'-laieriuI i )b : l.y.-.. 
tCaiu Wdl/AdamwasaGardner^habthe^ir: i 

But I come of the Mortimers. • 

Stafford.. Yca,theDukcof Yorkehath taught you that. 

Cade The Duke of Yorke,nay,l learnt it my felfe; 
f or lookeyou, Roger Mortimer the Earle ofMarch, 
WarricdtbeD'uke of Clarence daughter. 

Staff. V Yel,diats.tmefout what then? 

Cade And by herhebad two children at.a birth. 

Staff, Thatsfiilfec, . 3 
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The frjf part oflhe contention of the twofmotu 
fale Yea,butlfay,tis true. I 

All. Why then tistme. 

Cade. And one ofthem was ftoln away by a beggarwotuao, 
And was my fatherland 1 am his Tonne, v 

I>eny it and yqu ean. 

Nuhe Nay lopkeyou,! know twas true, 

For his father built : a chimney in mv fathers houfc, 

And thebi'ickes are aliueatthis day to teflifie. 

(fade Bot doftthou heare Stafford: tel the King, that for hij 
fathers fakc,in whole time boxes plaid at fpannc-counter with 
French croyvnes. I am content that he fhallbcKingaslongas 
he liuesnnary alwaies'prouided, He be Prote&orouei him, 
Staff. O monftrous fiinplicitie! . ; /• ! ; 

Cade And tell him,wee!c haue the Lord Sayes head, & the 
dukeof3omerfcrs,fordeliuerihgvp thcdukcdomesofAnioy 
andMayt}c,and felling the tow ns in France, by which meancj 
England hath bin nraimdcucr fince,and gone as it were with a 
crouch, but that the puifTance held it vp.And bcfides, they can 
fpeakeFrench,and therefore they are traitors. 

Staff". Ashowlprethee? 

Cade Why the French men are our enemies, be they not? 
And then can he that fpeakes with the tongue ofanenemy be 
a good fubieft? ■. 

Anfweremetothat. \ 

Staff. W ell firra , wilt thou yeeld thy fclfe vnto the Kings 
mercy, a'nd hewH pardon thee and thefe, their outrages and re- 
bellious deedes? id .V •' • '• 

Cade Nay, bid tbc King conieto roeabd hewih,andthenile 

pardon him, or otherwaies ile haue liis'crowflcdcl him, ereit b< 

long. ■ mi! . - 'ad 

Staff. Go Herald, proclaime in all the Kings towncs, 
That thofe that wilforfake the RebeLCade, 

Shall haue free pardon from his maieftie. 

exit Stafford and his mini 

(fade Come Grs,faintGeorgeforvsand Kent. 

exeunt omnes. 

Alarums to battaile > and fir Humphrey Stafford and hit 
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houfeSjofYorkcandLaHeaJter . 

JUtne.Then Iache Cade a Mine, and the rejf. 

Cade Sir Dicke Butcher , thou haft fought to day mod va- 
liantly, and knockt them downc as if thou hadft bin in thy 
(laughter houfc, and thus 1 will reward thee : the Lent fhall be 
asloiWawtiu as it was : thou (halt haue licence to kil for foure 
frore and onea wcekeidrum ftrilcc vp, for now weele inarch 
to London, for to morrow I rneanc to fit in the Kings fcate at 
Weftminfter. exeunt omnes. 

Enter the King readme of a Letter, and the ffpueenemth 
the Duke of Suffoihes head, and the Lord Say , 
with others. 

King Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is flame. 

And the rebels march amaine tfc> London, 

Go backc to them, and tell them thus from me, 

He come and parly with their general!. 

%eak. Y ct ftay.ile reade the letter once agairic: 

Lord Say.Iacke Cade hath folemnlv vo wd to haue thy head. 

Say Yea, but I hope, your highnefle fh all haue his. 

Kmg How now Ma<fepj,fi:iH lamenting and mourning for 
. Suffolks dcath,I fearc my lottc.ifl had bin dead, thou wouldft 
nothaue mournd fo much for me. 

gueene No my loue,I fhould not mourn, but die for thee. 
Enter ameffenger. 

Mefien. Oh-flie my Lord, the rebels are entered 
Southwarke, and hauealmoft wonnethe bridge. 

Calling your grace an vfurper, 

And that monftrous rebel Cade, bathfworne 
To crowne himfclfe King in Weftmiiifter, 

Therefore flic my Lord, and pofte to Killingworth. 

King Go bid Buckingham and Clifford gather 
An Army vp,and mcetc with the rebclls: 

Come Madam let vs hafte to Killingworth, 

Come on Lord Say,go thou along with vs. 

For feare the rebell Cade do find thee out. 

Say My innocence my Lord (ball pleade for me: 

And therefore with your highnesleaue, He ftay behind. 

King Eucn as thou wilt my Lord Say: 

G 



Come 
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Thefirfi fart of the contention of the tWofamom 

Come Macfamejct vs goe. exeunt ernet, 

Enter the Lord Scales vfon the Tower 

walls walking. V 

E ntcr three or fo nr editions below. 

L Scayles How now, is ] acke Cade flaine? 

I fatten No my Lor^nor likely to be flame* 

For they haue wonne the brings. 

Killing all, thofe {hat withffand them. 

The LordMaior eraueth aid of your honor from the Towtr 
T o defendtbe cittie from the rebclls. 

L.Scayles Such aide as l ean fparc, you /hall command 
But I am troubled here with them my fclfe. 

The Rtbefs haue attempted ta win the Tower f 

But get you to Smithficld and gather head, v 

And thither I will fend you Mathew Goffer 

Fight for your King, your country, and your Iiucs* 

And fa fare wellfor I muft hence againc* 

exeunt owner. 

Enter Iacke Cade and the refi^nd fir ikes his [word 
vfon London flone* 

Cade Now is Mortimer Lord of this cittie. 

And now' fitting vpon London ftone*wc commaund, 

That the firft yeate of our raigne, 

Thepiffingconduitrunnothingbutredwinc, • . ‘ ' 

And now henceforth.Kfhallbetreafon 
For anv that calls me otherwife then 
Lord Moi timer. Enter a fculdser* 

fonti. Iacke Cadejacke Cade. 

Cade Zounes.knocke him down c. they kdl him* 

*Dicke My Lord,theres an Army gathered togithcr 
IiitoSmithfield. 

Cade Come then Jets go figh t with them, 

But firft go on and fet London bridge on firet 
And if you can ,burne downc die Tower too, 

Come lets away. exeunt cmm. 

J8*rm$s 7 and thenLfttathew Goffe is fiain y and a/ the refhvithhwi: 
then enter lacks fade again, and his compwy* 

Cm* 
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hstifeSjofTorheandLaucafler. 

Cede So firs,now go foineand pull dowhe the Sauoy, 

Others to the limes of the court, downe with them all. 

<J)icke I haue a fute vnto vour LordChip. 

C<tde. Be it a lordlhip Dicke,aud thou lhalt haue it 

^j)tk That wc may go buvneall the Records, 

And that all writing may be put downc, 

And nothing vide but the fcore and the tally. 

Qade Dick it (hall be fo,and henceforward al thing (balbe 
in common, and in Cheapfide (hall my palphrev go to grade. 
Why ill not a miferable thing, that of the skin of an innocent 
lamhjfliould parchment be made,and then wiih alitle blotting 
ouerwithinke,aman(hould vndo himfelfe? 

Some faies tis the bees that ding, but I (ay,tis their wax, tor 1 
am furc I neucr feald to any thing but once , and I was neuer 
mine ovvne man fince. . 

Nicks But when (hall we take vp thofe commodities 
Which you told vs of? 

C^/Mary he that vvil lufttly (land to it. 

Shall go with me,and take vp thefe commodities followings 
Item, a gowne,a kirtle,a pcticote and a fmockc. 

Enter George. 

George My Lord, a prize, a piize,hcres the Lord Say, 

Which fold the townes in France. 

Cade. Come hither thou Say, thou George, thou buckrurrt 
What anfwer cand thoumake vnto my mightines, (lord, 
For deliuering vp the townes in France toMoniicr bude mine 
cue the Dolphin of France? 

And more the fo , thou had mod traiteroufly erefted a gram- 
tnerfchool.to infect the youth of the realm, & againd die kings 
Crowne and dignitiethou had built vp a paper-mil, nav it wil 
Icfiidtothy face, that thou kcepd men in thy houfe that daily 
readcs ofbookes with red letters, and talkes ofa Nowne and a 
Verb, and fuch abominable words , as no chridian care is able 
toindure it:and befides al that, thou had appointed certain iu- 
dices of peace in euery (hire to hang honed men that deal for 
their liuing, and becaule they etailcl not reade, thou had hung 

G 1 them 
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The frf part of the contention of the two famous 

them vptonely for which caufe they were moft worthy to Iiuc; 
ihou riclclt on a foothdoth,doft thou not? 

Say. Yes, what of that? 

Cade Mary I fay thou oughteft not to let thy horfe ware 
a cloake, when an honefter man then th v felfe <*oes in his hofe 
and dublet. * ° 5 

Say. YoumcnofKent. 

All Kent, what of Kent? 

Say Nothing hut terra bona. 

Cade 'Bomtm terutn$o\m&i whats that? 
t Dn\ He fpeakes French. 

Will. No.tis Dutch. 

Nicb^ No,tis Outtalian,! know it well inough. 

Say. Kentjin the Commentaries Caefar wrote, 

T en-nd it the ciuil ft p'ace ofal this land, 

Then noble country-men, hearc me but fpeake, 

I fold not France, I loftnot Normandie. 

Cade But wherefore doeft thou fhakethy head fo? 

Say Itisthcpalfie,andnotfearethatmakesme. 
C<fc/<?.Nay thounodft thy head,aswho fay, thou wilt be eueii 
with me, if thou getft away , but ile make thee furc enough, now 
I haue thee:go take him to the ftandard in Cheapfide Sc chop 
off his head,& then go to Milend-green,to fir lames Cromei 
his fon in law, and cut off his head too, and bring them to me 
vpon two poles prefently. Away with him. 

exit one or two with the Lord Say . 

There fhall not a nobleman wcare a head on his fhoulders, 
But he fhall pay me tribute for it: 

Nor there foal nota maid be maricd,but he fhalfee to me foi 
Maiden head er elfe,ile haue it my felfe, (her: 

Mary I wdfthat maried men foal hold of me in capite, 

And drat their wiues foal be as free as hart can think, or tongue 
Enter%obin. (can tell; 

Robin O captainelLondon bridge is afire. 

Cade Runne to Billingfgatc,ancl fetch pitch andflaxe and 
(quench it. 

Enter THckeandafergeanh 
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htufesrfTork* and Lancajfer. 
fer. Tufhcc 4 iuflice,Ipray you fir, let me haue iuftice ofthrs 

^ Why, what has he done? 
fir. Alas fir, he has rauilht my wife. 

Dick Why my lord, he woud haue retted mp. 

And I went and entred iny Aftion in his wiues paper houfe. 

Cade Dicke follow thy fute in her common place, 

You horfon villaine,you arc a fergeant,youle N 

Take any man by the throte for twelue pence. 

And reft a man when hees at dinner, 

And hauehim to prifon ere the meate be out of his mouth. 

Go Dicke, take him hence, cut out his tong ror cogging, 
Houdihim for running, and to conclude, 
Brauchimwithhisownemace. __ 

exit with the fergeant. 

Enter two with the Lord Sates headyindf.r lames 
Cromers, vpon two poles. 

So,comecary them before me,andat euery lanes end,let them 

krfle together. _ . 

Enter the duke of Buckingham, and Lord Chffordjhe 
Earle of Comberland. 

C/tfc Why country men and warlike frends ofKent, 
What meanes this mutinous rebellion , 

That youin troupes do mufter thus your felues, 

Vnder the conduft of this traitor Cade? 

To rife again ft vour foueraigne lord and King, 

Who mildly hath his pardon font to you, 

Ifyou forfake this monftrousrebell here? 

If honour be the marke whereat you ayme, 

Then hafte to France, that our forefathers wonne. 

And winne againe that thing which now is loft. 

And lcaue to feeke your countries ouerthrow. 

All. A Clifford,? Clifford. They forfake Cade. 

Cade Why how hovv,will you forfake your general^. 
And ancient freedome which you haue pofleft* 

Tohend yourneckesvnto their feruileyokes, 
Whoifyouftir,wiUftraightwaieshangyouvp? 

O £ 




^ A cifjuj AgtOaW 
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The firflpart oft the corfentm cf, the ftpofmtm 

Bat follow me, and you fliall pul! them downe, 

And make them yceld their Uuings to. your, hands. 
zAll. A Cade, a Cade. 

^FEej runne to Cade doable 

Clif. Braue warlike friends hezire me but fpeake a W6rd, 
Refufe not good, whilftit is offered you, 

The King is merciful!, then yceld to him, 

And I my fclfc wiH go along with you, 

T o Winforc caftle whereas the King abides. 

And on mine honor you fliall hnue no hurt. 

All. A Clifford, a Clifford, God faue the King. 
fade. How like a feather is this rafcall company 
Blowne cuery way. 

But that they may (ec there wants no valiancy in'me, 
Myflaffc fliall make way through the midftofyou, 

And fo a poxe take you all. 

He runs Arugh themrvith his Jtajfe,andflics awaf. 

Bucf Go fome and makeafter him, and prodaime. 

That thofe that can bring the head of Cade, 

Shall Jiauea thoufand crownes for his labor. 

Come march way. 

Enter King Henry, and the J^ueene^ind S omerfet, . 
KingX.oxA Somerfct, what news heare youofthe rebet Cade? 
Som. T his my gracious lord, that the lord Say is don to detb, 
And the cittie is almoft fackt. 

King.G ods wit be done, for as he hath decreed, fo it tnuft bet 
And be it as he p!cafc,to flop the pride of thofe rebellious me, 
Q ueene Had the noble ’Duke of Suffolke bin aliuc, 

The rebell Cade had binfupprcfl: ere this, 

And all the reft that do take part with him. 

Enter the ‘Duke of'Buckwghamj andClijford y with the 
. rebellsyvith halters about their nexkcs. 

("/iff. Long hue King Henry, Englands law full King. 
Loe here my Lord,thefe rebclls are fuhdude. 

And offer their hues before your highnefle feete. 

Kinz But tell me Clifford, is their captaine here? 

Qff. No,tny gracious lord, he is fled away, hut proelamat^ 
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%oHfesyofTorke and Lane eft er. 
are Tent fortli > that he that ca but bring his head, foal hauc a 
thoufand crownes. But may it pleafcyourmaiefly,to pardon 
thefe their faults, that by that traitor&meanes were thus miflecL 
King Stand vp you fimplc men, and giuc God praife, 

For you did take in hand you know not what, 

And go in peace obedient to your King, 

And hue ns fubicft$,and you Hiatt not want, 

Whiilt Hem it* Iiues, and weares the Englifh crownc. 

All Godfaue the King,God faue the King. 

King Come let vs haflc to London now with fpeed. 

That folemne proceflions may be fung. 

In laud and honor of the God of hcauen. 

And triumphsof this happy victory. exeunt onsnes* 

inter lac he Cade at one docre y andat the other , ntafler Alexander 
Ejdenandhts men x and lache Cade lies downe picking of hearts 
and eat inn them. 

E jdtn Good Lordhow pleafant is this country life! 

This little land my father lef t me here. 

With my contented mind, femes me as well. 

As all the pleafiircs in the court can yceld. 

Nor would I change this pleafurc for the court. 

Cade Souties ; hcrestbc Lord of the foile. (land viliairr,thoii 
wilt betray me to the King, and get a thoufand crowns for my 
head, but ere thou goefl:,ile make thee eat yron like an eftridge, 
and fwallow my fwordTikc a great pin. 

Er^a Why frwey companion, why fhould I betray thee? 

Ill not enough that thou haft broke my hedges, 

And entred into the ground without the leaitc offne die cw- 
But thou wilt braue me too* (ner* 

Cade. Brauethceand beard thee too ,bythc befl: bloud of the 
realmejook on me well, I hauc eate no meat this fine daics,y et 
and I do notleaue thee and thy fiue men as dead as a door nail,, 

I pray God I may neuer cate grafletmore*. 

Ey^Nayfit ueuer fhalbe fold whtlft the worlid doth Hand, 
that Alexander Eidcrvan EfquireofKcnt,took ods to combat 
ftithafamifht man, look on me, my lirasareequallrnto thiae* ' 
andeuery way as big,thcnhand to hand ile combat diec.Sirra 

fetek 






The ftrft fart of the contention of the two famous 

fetch me weapons, and ftandyou allafide. 

Cad e.Now fword,ifthou hewft not this burly-boned cliurfe 1 
into chines of beefe, 1 befeech God thou maift fall into forac 
fmithshand and be turndinto hobnailcs. 

£yden Come on thy way. They fight, and Cade fait dovrtie. 

Cade Oh villain, thou haftflaine the floure of Kent for chi- 
ualry , but it is famine & not thee that has done it for corcc ten 
thoufand diuels,& giue roe but the ten meals that I wanted this 
hue daies,and lie fight with you ail,, and fo a pox rot thee, for 
Iackc Cade muft die. he diet. 

£yd.\zck Cade,& was it thatmonftrous rebcll which I haue 
flainroh fword I honor thee for this, and in my chamber (halt 
thou hang as a monumet to after age, for this great femicc thou 
haft done to me,ile drag him hence, and with my fword cut off 
his head and beare it with me. exit 

Enter the Duke of Yorke with drum and (ouldierh. 

Yorke In Armes from Ireland comes Yorke amaine, 

Ring bells alowd, bonfires perfume the ayre, 

T o entertaine faire Englands royall Kina;: 

Ah fanEla Maiefla , who would not buy thee dearef 

'Enter the duke of "Buckingham. 

But fo ft, who comes here? Buckingham, what news with him! 

' BueJc Yorke, ifthoumeape wel,I grectthecfo. 

York, Humphrey ofBuckinghatn, welcome I fweare, 
What comeft thou in louc,or as a mcflcngcr? 

Bu. I come as a meflenger from our dread lord & foucraign 
Henry, to know the reafon of thefe Armes in peace? 

Or that thou being a fubicrt as lam, 

Shouldft thus approach fo neare with colours fpread, 
Whereas the perfon ofthe King doth kcepe? 

York, A fubicrt as he is! 

O how I hate thefe fpightfull abiert termes, 

But Y orkc,diflcmb!e till thou meete thy fonncs, 

Who now in Armes expert their fathers fight, 

A nd farrc hence I know they cannot be: 

Humphrey Duke of Buckingham, pardon me. 






houfes,of Yorke and Lanca.fi cr. 

fhat T anfwcrd not at firft,my mind was troubled, 

I caine to remoue that monftrons rebeil Cade, 

And heaue prowd Somerfet from out the Court, 

That bafely yeelded vp the tow nes in France. 

Buc. Why that was prefumption on thy benalfe, 

But if it be no otherwile but fo. 

The Kin ff doth pardon thee, and grants to thy requeft. 

And Soinerfet 1 s lent vnto the T ower. 

Yorke Vpon thine honour is it fo? 

Buc. Yorke, heisvpon mine honor. 

Yorke Then before thy faced here difinifTemy troupes, 
Sirs.mcetc me to morrow in faint Georges fields. 

And there you ihall reeeiue your pay of me. 

exeunt fotddiers . 

Buc. Come Yorke, thou (halt gofpeake vnto the King, 

But fee, his grace is comming to meete with vs. 

enter King Henry. 

Kwg How now Buckingham, is Yorke friends with vs 
That thus thou bringft him hand in hand with thee? 

Bat. He is my lord, and hath difehargde his troopes 
Which came with him. but as your Grace did fay. 

To heauethe dukeofSomerfetfrom hence. 

And to fubdue the rebells that were vp: 

King Then Welcome coofin Yorke, giue me thy hand, 

And thankes forthy great leruice done to vs, 

Againft thofe traitrous Irifh that rebeld. 

enter matter Eyden with I ache (fades heiidi 

Ey ken Long liue Henry in triumphant peaces 
Lo here(iny Lord) vpon my bended knees, 

1 here prefent the traitorous head of Cade, 

That hand tohand in finglefight’I flew. 

King Ftrft.thankes to heauen, and nexti to thee my friend), 
That haft fubdude that wicked traitor thus. 

Oh let me fee that head that in his life 

D:d worke me and my land foch cruell fpight! 

A vifage fterne.cole biacke his curled lockes, 

Deepe trenched furroyves in his frowning brow, 

H - ‘ H Frefar 
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Thefrtf part ofthe contention of thetwofamcut 

Frefageth warlike humors in his life, 

H ere take it hence, and thou for thy reward, 

Shalt be immediately created Knight: 

Kncele downcmv frienffand tell me whatsthyname. 

Ejden Alexander Eyden,if it pleafeyout "race 
A poore Fic.uirc of Kent. , . • ° ’ 

King Then rife vp fir Alexander Eyden Knight, 

And for thy maintenance, I freely giue " 

A t’noufaud markes a yeere for to maintaine thee, 

Befide the finite reward that was proclaimde, 

For thefe that could performe this worthy aft, 

And thou (halt waite vpon the petfon of the King. 

.Eyden I humbly thanke your grace, and I no longer liue, 
Then I prooue iuff and loyall vnto my King. exit. 

Enter the Qucene with the Duke of Scryerfet. 

Ktng O Buckingham, fee where Somerfct comes. 

Bid him go hide himfelfe till Yorkebe gone. 

Queens He (hall not hide himfelfe for feare of Yorke, 
But beard aud braue him prowdly to his face. 

Yorke Who’s thatrprowd Somerfet at liberty? 

Bafe fearcful Henry that thus difhonor’ft roe. 

By Iieauen, thou (halt not gouerne ouer me, 

I cannot brooke that traitors prefence here, 

Nor will I fubie^l be to fuch a King, 

T hat knowes dot how to gouerne, nor to rule, 

Refigne thy crovvne prowdLancafferto me, 

That thou yfurped haft fb long by force. 

For now is Yqrkc refolu deto claime his owne, 

And rife aloft into faire Englands Throne. 

Sotner. Provvd traitor,! arreft thee on high treafon, 
Againft thv Soueraigne Lord,yeeld thee falfe Yorke, 

For here I fweare d]ou ft)altvtrto the Tow er, 

For thefe prowd words, w high thou haft giuen the King. 

Yorke Thou art dccciued,iny fonnes fhall be my baile, 
And fend thee therein fpight of him. 

Ho, where are you boyes? 

Queene Call Clifford h.thcr prefcntly. 

Svter 



4 f-i ft 






houfes, of Yorke and Lartcafter. 

enter ike Duke ofYorkcs former , Edward the Earle of March, and 
y (roo J^.backc Riche.rd,at the one door e- with drum and fouldters , 
,indat the other doore, enter Cl ford and his forme, with drumme 
fouldters /md (fltfford krteeles to Wenrj.audfpeakos. 

Cliff. Longliue my noble Lord and foucraigne King. 

Yorke We thank thee Clifford; 

Nay, do not affright vs with thy lookes, 

Ifthou.didfl ir,ifiake,we pardon thee,kneele againe. 

C/ift Why, I did no way miftake^his is my King: 

Whfitis he mad? to Bedlam with him. 

Ktng Yea, a bedlam frantike humor driues him thus. 

To leauy Armes againft'his tawfull King. 

Ctift Why do not your grace fend him to the T ower? 
Qneene He is arreiled,but will not obey. 

His fon nes he faith ill all be his fuertie. 

Torke Howfayyouboyesjwillyounot? 

Edward Y es noble father, if our words wil ferue- 
Richard A nd if our words will not, our fvvords flialL 
Torke Call hitherto the flake, my two rough beares. 

King Call Buckingham, and bid him arme himfelfe. 

Yorke Call Buckingham, and all the frends thou haft. 

Both thou and they fhall eurfe this fatall houre. 

Sitter at one doore the Earle ofSa/Jbury and W. arwickr,with drum 
and fouldters : andat the other , the duke of Buckingham , with 
drum and fouldters. 

Cliff. Arc thefe thy bcares?wcel bay te them foone, 

Difpight of thee and all the friends thou haft. 

War. You had beft go dreame againe, 

To keepe you from the temped of the field. 

Cltf: I am refolu’d to beare a greater ftorme. 

Then any thou canft coniure vp to day. 

And that ile write vpon thy Burgonet, 

Might I but know thee by thy hou (hold badge. 

War. Now by mv fathers age.old Neuells ere ft, 

The Rampant beare chaind to the ragged ftaffe. 

This day ile weave aloftroy burgonet, 

H 2 As 
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As on aroountaine top the Caedar fliowes, 

TThat keepes his lcaues in fpight ofany florme, 

Euen to aflright thee with the view thereof. 

C/if, And from thy hurgonet will I rend the bearc, 

And tread him vnderfoote with all contempt, 

Difpight the Bearc- ward that prote&s himfo. 

Tong Clif And fo renowned foueraigne to armes, 

To quel thefe traitors^nd their complifes. 

Rich, Fie, charity for Biame, fpeake it not in fpight, 

For you (hall fup with Iefus Chrifl to night. 

Tong (fhf Foule Stigmatike,thou canft not tell. 

Rich . No, for if not in heauen,you Ic furely fup in hel. 

exeunt omnes . 

Al armes to the battaile , and then enter the duke of Somerfet and 
%tchardfighting>Rickard kills him vndcr the fgne of the Ciifllt 
in faint Albovs, 

%ich . So, lie ihou therc.aud breathe thy laft. 

Whats here, the figne of the CaBle? 

Then the prophelie is come to pafl e, 

For Somerfet was forew arned of C allies, 

The which he alwaies did obferue, 

And now behold, vnder a paltry ale houfe figne, 

The Cafllein S. Albons, 

Somerfet hath made the Willard famous by his deaths ext, 
AUrme again e^and t hen enter the Earle of 
Wanvuke alone . 

War, Clifford of Comber!and,tis warwicke calls, 

And if thou doB not hide thee from the B care, 

Now whilft the angry Trumpets found Alarmes, 

And dead rqens cries dafil the empty avre: 

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me, 

Prowd Northerne Lord, Clifford of Comberland, 
Warwicke is hoaifc with calling thee to armes. 

{fhfford Jpeak ? 5 tvihin, 

Wawickcfland Bill , and view the way that Clifford hewes 
with his murtheringcurtelaxe,through the fainting troupes to 

find thee out. 

War* 



hotifesjf York* and Lvtcaften , 

Warwicke (land ftilUnd ftirre not nil I come. 

\ ^ Enter Torke* 

War. How now my Lord, what a foote ? 

Who laid your l>or fo 

Torke The deadly hand of Chfford,nobIe lord, 
Fiuehorfcthis day.flaine vnderme, 

And vet brauc Warwicke I remainc aliuc, 

But I did ktl his horfc he lou’de fo wcl, 

The bonieft gray that ere was bred in North. 

Enter Clifford, and IVarwicke offers to 
fight with him. 

Hold War wicke, and feeke thee out Tome other chafe 
My felfe will hunt this Deare to death. 

War, Eraue lord,tis for a crowne thou fight B, 

Clifford farewell, as I entend to profper welto day, 

It qrieues my foule to leaue thee vnaitaild exit Warwicke 

Torke Now Clifford, fince we are fmgled here alone, 

Pcthb the day of Doome to oneofvs. 

For now my heart hath fworne iimnortall hate 
To thee.and allthe houfe of Lancafter. 

Qtf. And here l (land, and pitch my foote to thine. 
Vowin’ neuer to ftir.til thou or 1 be flaine. 

For neuer (hall my heart be fafe at reft. 

Till 1 hauefpoild the hatefull houfe of Yorkc. ^ 

Alarmes,ar,d they fight , and Y orhe kids Clifford. 

Yorke Now Lancafter fit fure. tlay finewes fhrinke, 

Come fearefull Henry grouelingmi thyface, 

Yeeld vp thy Crowne vnto the Prince of Yorke. 

exit Yorke . 

Alarmes, then entgryono Clifford alone. 
yonoClif. Father of Comberland, 

Where may I (eeke my aged father forth? 

O difmall fight '.fee where he breathlefle lies, 

All fmeard and weltred in his luke-warme bloud, 

Ah,aged pillar of all Comberlands true houfe, 

Sweete father,to thy rourihcrcd Ghoft I fwearc, 

H 5 "Imrnor- 






The frfl part of the cent mien of the two fantm 
Immortal! hate vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

Nor neuer fhall I fleepc fecureone night, 

Till 1 hauefuiioufiyreuengde thv death, 

• And left not one of them to breathe on earth. 

He takes him vp on bis backe . 

And thus as olde Ankjfesfonnedidbeare 
His aged father on his manly backe, 

And fought with him again ft the bloudy Greekcs: 

Huen fo will I : but flay, heres one of them, 

T o whom my foule hath fworne immortal! hate. 

Enter %ichard,and then Clifford lajes downe his father f. ft s with 
him, and Tfic hard flies away amine. 

Out croorktbacke viMaine, get thee from my fi^ht, 

But I will after thee, and onceagaine, 

When I hauc borne my father to his tent, 
lie trie my fortune better w ith thee. 

exit yong Clifford with his father. 
ALtrmes againe } 4nd t hen enter three or foure , bearing the duke of 
B m kipgham wounded to his Tent. 

AfartKes fiUFjddtd then enter the Kino and JQueene. 
gueene Away my Lord, and fiie to LondotTftraight, 
Make ha fie, for vengeance comes along with them, 

Come, (land not to e>,po(lulate,Iets ^o. 

King Come then faircQueene, to London let vs hade* 
And fumrnon a parlamenf with fpeede, 

To flop the fury of thefe dyre euents. 

exeunt King and. Queene, 
A.ar mes, and then a fo/trifh,and enter the duke of 
- • Terke and%jchard. ' •' 

Torke How now boves, fortunate this fight hath beenc* 

I hope to vs and Ours for Englands good, 

A nd our great honor, that fo long we loft, 

W fill If faint-heart Henry,did vfurpe our rights.* 

But did you fee old Salsburv fince w*e 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe, 

J would not for the Ioffe of this right hand, 

T hat ought but well betidediat goodoldman. 

Rick. 
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hottfcsgif Torke and Lancafier. 

%ich. My Lord,! few him in the thickeft throng. 
Charging his lance with his old weary* armes, 

And thnce I few him beaten from his horfe, 

And thrice this hand did fet hint vp againe, 

And (fill hefought with courage gainft his foes, 

The boldeft fprited man that ere mine cies beheld. 

Enter Satfbury and PKarwicke. 

Sdw. See noble father where they both do come, 

The onclv props vnto thchoufeof Yorke. 

Self. Well haft thou fought this day, thou valiant Duke, 
And thoubraue bud of Yorkes increafing houfe. 

The final! -remainder of mv weary life, 

] hold for thee, for with thy wailikearme. 

Three times this day thou haft preferude my life. 

Torke What fey you Lords, the King is fled to London? 
There (as I hcare) to hold a Parlamcnt. 

What faies Lord VVarwicke,fhall we after them? 

War. After them, nay before them if we can: 

Now bv my Faith Lords twas a glorious day. 

Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Y orke, 

Shal be eternizd in all age to come, 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, and to London all. 

And more fuch daics as thefe to vs befall. exeunt. 



FINIS. 
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THE TR.VE TRAGED1E 

OF. RICHARD DVK.E OF YORKE, 

AND THEGOODKING 

HE-NRIE THE SIXT. 

’•■’•ii.ojv ...I ■' i '• 

EnterRichaxdc^uke of Torke,The Earle of Warwicke, The 
Duke ef Norffolkc, Marquis Montague, Edward Earle of 
March, Crookebzck Richard tfftheyoung Earle of R inland, 

With Drum we and Souldiersjwith white K*sej in their hattes. 

Warwicke. 

1 Wonder how the King efcapc our handcs.' 1 ' 

Torke. Whilft we purfude the Horfcmcn of the North, 
Heflily Role away,andleft his men: 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 

Whofe warlike eares could neuer brooke retrait, 

Chargde our maine Battels front,and therewith him 

Lord Stafford and Lord Clifford, all abreft 

Brake in, & were by the hands of common Soutdiers flame. 

Edw. Lord Stujfords father,Duke of ‘Buckingham, 

Is either flaine,or wounded danrjeroully; 

1 cleft his Bcuer with a downe fight blow? 

Father that this is true, behold his bloud. 

. And brother, heeres the Earle of Wiltflnres blood. 

Whom I incouncred as the Battailes ioynd. 

Rich. Speakc thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

"Cork. Whar,is your grace dead my L. of Smmerfit } 

"Y? r f' Such hope hake-all the line o fhhn of Cjamt. 

Rich. Thus doe I hope to (Rape King Henries head* 

War. And fo do I vi&orious Prince of Y orke. 

Before I fee thee feated in that throne. 

Which now the houfe of Lane after yfurpes. 




Z1ZIPIEL 
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T he T rdgcdle of- Richard D:of 

1 vow by he aliens chefc e-cs iliail ncuerclofe. 

T his is ihe Pall ace of chat fc 2 rfuli king, 

And that the regal) chaire; Pofltflc it Yorke: 

For this is thine, and not king Henrie r heircs* 

Toik Alift-rae then fvveet KKarmc^e, and 1 will: 

For hither are we broken in by force. 

Norjf. Weele all afllft thee.and he that flics fhall die. 
Thanks gentle Tforfoik*. Staie by me my Lords: 
and fouldicrs ftaie youheerc and lodge this night: 

War * And when the king comes, offer him no violenre, 
V nlefle he feeke to put vs out by force. 

Tffeh. Armde as vcc be, lets ftaie. within this houfe? 
TtV. The bloudie parlement fliall this becaldet 
V nleffe Plantagenet Duke ofYorke be king, 

And bafhfull Henrie be depofde, whole cowardife 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Tor « Then leaueme not my Lords,for now I mcanc 
To takepofleflion 9 fmy right. 

War. Neither the king.norhim thatloueshimbcft, 
Thcproudeft bird that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dares flirre a wing, ill Varfrickg fhakc hisbels. 

He plant Riant ageneuz and roote him out who dares? 
.^efolue thee Richard : Claimc thcEnglifh erowne. 



Enter King Henrie the fixt, 'frith the Duke of Excefter, The 
Earle of Tforth umber land, T he Earle of Weft mer land, and 
Clifford, the Earle of Cumber Landjxith red Rofes in their hats « 
King, Looke Lordings yyhere the fturdy rebel lies, 
men in the chaire of Rate : belike he tneanes 
>ackt by the power o{ War fricke. that falle peerc, 

To afpirevnro thecrowre^and raigne as king. 

:arie 0 ! Tforthutnberlandfte: fleiv thy Father: 

\nd thine Clifford: and you both haue vow 3 d reuenge, 

)n himffiis 1o inesjus fauoritcs,and his friends. 

Tforthu. A nd if I be nor, heauens be rcuengd on me. 
Chf T he hope thereof makes [Tijford mourne in llcek. 
Weft . Whatffhall we ftffer thisPlcts pull him downe, 
Viy 1 jcai t for anger brcakcs> 5 I cannot Ipcake. 



ji.,: 

•V 



King* 



2k‘ iftxYtt** 
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Torke^nd H enric the fixt . 

0 * Be patient gentle Earle of Weft inirlmd. 

Chf Patience is for pulcrouns fuch as lie, 

Hedurfl not fit there, had your father lin’d? 

Mvoratious Lord : hecrc in the Parlement, 

Letvsarfailc the familie ofYorke. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken coufen.be u fo. 

Kim. O know you not the Cittie fauours them, 

And tliey haue troopes of fouldiers at their bccke. 

Bxa.m when the D- is flaine, theiie quickly flie. 

King. Farrc be it from the thoughtes of Henries heart. 

To make a (hambles of the parlement houfe. 

Cofen of £^er>words,frow nes; and threats, 

Shall be the warifes that Henrie tneanes to vie. 

Thoufa&ious duke of Yorke, defeend my throne, 
lamthySoueraigne. 

Tor. Thou art dcceiu’d 1 1 am thme. _ 

Brrt.Forfhame come downe.hc made thee L). ot s one. 
Tw.Twas mine inheritance as the kingdom is. 

Exet. Thy father was a traitour to the erowne. 
War.ExeurthQM art a traitour to the erowne. 

In following this vfurping Henrie. 

Qjf. Whom fhould he followe but his naturall Kmg> 

War. True C/t^and that is Rickard duke ofYorke. 

King. And fhall I Hand while thou fitft in my throne? 

Tor. Content thy felfe,itmuft,and fhall^be lo. 

VVtir . Be duke of Lancafter^zi him be King. 

. m^.Why ’he is both King and D. ofLuncaften 
And that the Earle ofW#»» W fhall maintain* 

War. And VVarV»'e\t (hall dilpreue it. Y ou tor get 
That we are thofe that chafte you from the field. 

And flow your father.and with colours fpred 
Alarcht through the Cittie to the pa llacc gates. 

Nor. No Warycickg 1 remember it to my gfeife, 

And'bv his foulc, thou and thy houfefnall rue it. 

Wek.Plantagenet, of thee and of thy formes, 

Thy k ini men, and thy friends, lie haue more lines, 

Then drops of bloud w ere in my fathers vaineS. 
f"/-Vrgc i t ro more^caft in reuenge thereof, 

A 3. I 

• » 





I fend thee Warwicke fuch a mefienger. 

As fhall reuenge his death before I ftiJ re . 

War. Poore Clifford how I fcorne thy worchleffe threats 
Tor. Will ye weflaewe our title to the Crownc ■ i ...* 
Orels our fwordes fiiall pleaditin the fields * 

What title haft thou traitourto the Crowned 
Thy father was as thou art DukciofT^e,. .7 in • 

Thy grandfather Roger oJMortimer Ezrhof March, 

I am the fonne offienrie the fift,who.tamde th e French 
And made the Dolphin ftoupe,andfeazdvpon their 
Townes and prouinces. . ■ r u \r, - * . 

War. Talke not oiEramce fin cethou haftloftk all, 
A/»7.The Lord proteftour loft it and not f. 

When I was crownd, I was but nine months olde. 

Rich. You are old enough now & yet me thinkes you lofe, 
Father teare the Crowne from the Vforpcrs bead. 

Ed'X.Do fo fwect father,fer jc on your head. 

Mon\ Gaodbrother, as thou lourt and honourft armes. 
Lets fight it out and not ftand cauilling thus< 

Rico. Sound drums and trumpets, & the King will flic* 
2V. Peace fonnes, 



Peace thou, and giue King Henrie leaue to fpeafce. 
King. hh’TUntagenet, why feekeft. thou to depofe me? 
Are vve not both C P latitagencts by birth. 

And from two brothers lineally difeent? 

Suppofe by right and. equitie thou be King, 

7 bint: ft tn^u that I .will leaue my Kingly feate 
Wherin my rather and my grandfire fate? 

No,firft Inall warre vnpeoplethis my realme, 

Land our colours often borne in Frauncc , 

And now in England to our hcartes great forrovv 
Shall be my winding fh.eete: why faint you Lords? 

My title’s better farre then his. 

W ar - P roue it Henrie, and thou ftialc be I£ing» 

King. Why, Henrie the fourth by conqueft got the crownt 
Tr.Twas by rebellion gainft his Soueraigne. 
ffing. I know not what to fay, my title’s weak?. 

T eil mc*inay not a King adopt an heire? 

VVm 



York?, and Henrie the fixt. 

Jfdr.^hatthen.? 

King. Then am 1 Iawfuli King, for Richard 
The fecond,in the view ofmany Lords, 

RefPnde the Crowne to Henerie the fourth, 

\Vhofe heire my father was, and I am his. 

tor. I tell thee he rofe againft him, being his Soreraigne, 
Andmadehimtorefignethe Crowne perforce. 

War. Suppofe my Lord he did it vneonftrainde, 

Thinke you that were preiudiciall to the Crownc? 

Exet. No, for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, 

But that the next heire muft fucceed and raigne. 

King. Art thou againft vs,Duke ofTwettr? 

Exit. His is the right.and therfore pardon me. 

King. All will reuolt from me and turne to him. 

7\or. Pkntagenet, for all the claim* thou layeft, 

Thinke not king HenrieihiM be thus dcpofde. 

War. Depofde he fhall be in defpight of thee, 

2 \(or. Tufh Warwicfathou art deceiued? tis not thy 
Southcrne powers of £fiex > Suffolk: 1 Norffolb$,tcR& oiKent s 
That makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud. 

Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me. 

Clif. King Henrie be thy title right orwrong. 

Lord Clifford vowe s ro fight in thy defence. 

May that ground gape andfwallowme aliuc, 

Where 1 do kneele to him that flew my father. 

King. O Cliff ord,how thy words reuiue my foulc. 

Tor. Henrie otLancafter refigne thy crowne. 

What mutter you, or what confpire you Lords? 

■War. Doright vnto this princely Duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fill the houfe with armed men, 

Enter Souldicrs. 

Andouerthe Chaire of ftate where now he fits. 

Write vp his title with tliy vfurping bloud, 

King.Q Warriicke,hezte me fpeake. 

Let me but raigne in quiet whilft I liuc. 

Tor. Confirnie the Crowne to me and to mine heires. 

And thou (halt raigne ih quiet whilft thou lilt’d:. 

K'ng- Conuaic the Souldiers hence, and ; then I will. 

A 4 . W .re, 
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TheT rcigtdk of Richard D. of 

Captaincjcondua them into Tuthtti fields. 

Cf What wrong js this ynto the Prince your Sonne? 
What good is this for England and bimfclfe? 
BnlKfearefM!l,and : dcJpairing Henry, 

C t,. How hall thou wronged both thy leife and vs?. 
i^V 1 <13nnpt (taytplieare thefe Articles. ; ■ r*i 
Chf. N or I : Come y cofen lets go tell the Queene. 

thopa praie vmo the houfeof Yorks, 

And die in bands for chjsynkifigly deed. £ x j ti 

Cltf. In dreadfull W'arreiP'iihhon beouerepme, 

Or hue in pe?ge : abando.tid and defpifde.; £xk 

<-m. 1 hey fecke reueoge,&chetfore willnot yecld my L 
King, Ah Exceter? 1 

VVar.Why flrould j'Qti figh jtpy Lord? 

«»l Nokfor-mydelfe Lord ^OWntfd^jbut my Sonne, 
Whom I vnnaturalJy-fiaalld.sinhctift. 

cut be it as ittMy jj heere incaile-the Crowne 
J o thee and to thine heires, conditionally, 

J hatheerothorHake thine oath,totfeafe thpfe eiuill broiles, 
And whilft l liu^to honour me as thy’King &,Soueraigoe. 
Jw. That oath I willingly .take and will perforate. 
^^'••Lo.vg Jiuc Kjng td-eriryi Plaotagenet embrace him. 
A^.And longliue thou and ail thy for ward founes. 
?V-Now YorkcmA-Laneafler'a.tQ reconcilde. !; 
Exet, Accurft be he that feekcs.to make them foes, 
Souud Trumpets. 

1 or. My Lord He take njy Icaueftor ile to Wakefield 
i o my ca he 1-1. Exit Yorke, and his Tonnes. 

H ar. And he keepe London with my Souldiers. Exit. 

ESJorf. And lie to Norfolkc with my followers. Exit. 
oKlfont , And 1 to fea from whence I came. Exit . 

_ Enter the Qmene and the Ermce . 

Exet. My Lord, heere comes the Q^ecncftle ftcaleaway. 
King. And fo will I. 

•X^bww.Nay ftaie,or elfe IfoUowthce. 

King. Be patient gentle Queene, and then Ileftaie. 
^«ewe.VVhat patience' can there be? ah timorous man, 
Thou haft vndoone thy felfeghy fonnc,and me, 

And 
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r orke^md Heme thefixt. 

And giuen ouer rightes vnto the houfc of York?. 

Art thou a King, and wilt be forft to yeeldc? 

Had I been there,the Souldiers fhould haue toft 
Me on their Launccs poyntes, before I would hauc 
Graunted to their willes. The Duke is made 
Protc&or of chc Land : Sterne Emlconhndge 
Commaundes the narrow Seas. And chinkft thou then 
To fleepe fecure? 1 heere diuorce mee Henry 
From diy bed, vntill that A<ft of Parlement 
Be recalde, wherein thou yeeldeft to the houle of Torkf. 

The Northen Lordes that haue forlworne thy colours. 

Will follow mine,if once they fee them lprcd, 

And fpread they lhall,vnto thy deepe difgrace. 

Come Sonne,Ietsaway,and leaue them heere alone. 

King. Stay gentle Margaret, and heare me fpeake. 
^««».Tliou haft fpoke too much already, therfore be ftill. 
King. Gentle forine Edward, wilt thou ftay wich me? 

£hee. r,to be murdred by his enemies. Exit, 

Trin. When I rcturne with victorie from the fteldc, 

Ile fee your Grace: till then, Ile follow her, , Exit, 
King. Poore Queene, her loue to me,& to the Prince her 
Makes her in furic thus forget her felfe. (fonne, 

Reuenged may (he be on that accurfedDuke. 

Come cofen o (Exeter, ftay thou heere, ■ 

For Cliffbrdind thofc Northen Lordes be gone 
I feare towardes Walyfielde, to difturbe the Duke. 

Enter Edvtard,and c R}chard,and cJMontague. 
T^w.Brother^nd cofen Montague , giue me leaue to fpeake. 
^fft’.Nay, I can better play the Orator. 

Mont, But I hauc reafons ftrong and forccable. 

£ nter the Duke ofY or fie. 

3V.How now fonnes? what at a iarre amongft your fellies? 
Kick. No father, but a fweete contenrioi^about that which 
concemes your felfe and vs;The Crownc of England father. 

A j i Crowne boy?' Why Henries yet aliue, 

And 1 hauefworne that he Ihal raigne in quiet till his death. 

B. £dw. 
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fbeT ydgedkofRkhardD.of 

£&W.But I would break e an hundred cathes to raigneonc 
Rich. And if it pleaie your grace to giue meleaue } (yeare. 
He ihevv your grace the way to faue your oath. 

And difpoflefie king Henry. kom the Crowne. 

TorA prechee c Dic!\ let me heare thy deuife. 

Rich, f hen thus my Lord. An oath is of no moment 
Being not fvvorne before a lawfull Magistrate: 

Herme is none,but doth vfurpe your right, 

And yee your grace ftands bound to him by oath* 

Then noble father rciolue your felfe* 

And once more claimethe Crowne, 

Tor. I/aicfl thou lb boyfwhv riien it fhall be 
I am refolued to win the crowne or die, 

Edwardjthou (halt to Edmond Brook? Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kentijhnen Will willingly rile: 

Thou colen Montague y Qtei\t to A^orfolke ftraighc. 

And bid the Duke to mutter vp his fouldiers, 

And come to me to Wakefield prefently . 

And Richardson to London liraight fhalt poaft, 

And bid R^hard Neiufl Harle of Warwick? 

To leaue the Citse : and with his men of war, 

Tomeecme at faint rlihons, ten daies hence. 

My fdfe he ere in Sandall cattle will-prouide 
Both m eft and money to furder our attempts. 

Now what newes? Enter a Mejfengert 

AdefiM y Lord,the Qneene with thirtie thowfand men, 

A ccompapied with the Harlcs of Cumberland, 

North urn her land, and Wefimerland, and others of the 
Houfe of Lancafter,MQ marching towards Wakefield* 
Tobelicdgeyou in your Cattle heere. 

Enter Sir fohn and Sir Hugh AEr timer, 

Torhc. A Gods name let them come. Coufene^^* 
gut poatt you hence X andboies,ftay you with me. 

Sir Ichn and Sir fdttgb (JATort'mers mine vndes, 

Y'are welcome ro Sandallm an happy house. 

The armie of the Queenc means to befiedge vs* 
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7 orhe^md Heme the fixt. 

Sirlohn . She fhai not need my Lord,wceIe meet her in the 
Tor . What with fiue thoufand fouldiers vnelej (field. 
Rich A father, with fiue hundred fora need, 

A woman's general!, what flhould you fc3re. ? 

’ ZV.Indecd many braue battaileshaue I won 
In Normandy, when as the enemie 
Hath bin ten to one: and why fhould I now doubt 
Otthe like fucccflfePIam refolu'd : Come lets go. 

£«iv.Lets martch away, I hearc their drums. Exeunt 

aAUrmes.and then enter the young Earle of 
RutUnd 3 and his T utor. 

Tutor, Oh flie my Lord, lets leaue the Cattle, 

And flie to Wakefield ftraighr, 

* . Enter Clifford . 

Rut.O Tutor looke where bloody Clifford comes. 

Qifi Chaplin awaic,thy priefthoodfaues thy life. 

As for the brat of diat accurfed Duke 
Whole father flew my father, he fhail die. 

Tutor. Oh Clifford fpare this tender Lord,leatt hcauen 
Reuenge it oil thy head : Oh faue his life. 

C//£Souldiers awaie,and drag him hence perforce: 

Awaie with die villaine. Exit the Chaplin. 

How now, what dead already for is it feare that 
Makes him clofe his cies/Ile open them. 

Rut. So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Iambe, 

And fo he walkes inflating ouer his praie. 

And fo he turncs againe to rend his Jimbcs in funder: 

I”' 1 Qfflwd, kill me with thy (word, ami 
Notwithfucha cruell threatningloolte. 

1am to mean, a fubiett for thy wrath, 
hcthoureucngd on men and let me Iiue. 

H ,S n va ' nc t * 1 ® u fpeakeft poore boy : my fathers blood. 

* th ® P a lTage where thy words fiiould enter, 

Ajtf- 1 hen let my fathers blood ope it againe 
r/r u Jn!anc * Cltford.cope with him. ° 

vdin 1 thy lines and thine 

< ere not reuenge fufficient for me. 

£ 3 ; Or 
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T he T ragedie of Richard D.of 

Or fhould I dig vp thy forefathers graues. 

And hang their rotten coffins vp inchaines. 

It could not (lake min|ire,nor eafe my heart. 

Thefight ofany ofthe houfe of Torke, 

Isas a f'urie to torment my foule. 

Therforc till I roote out that curfed line. 

And leaue not one on earth,Ue liuc in hell therforc. 

Rut. O let me pray, before I take my death. 

To thee I praie, fweet (Afford pittie me . 

Chj. I fuch pittie as my rapiers point affoardes. 

Rut, I neuer did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me? 
C/if. T hy father hath. 

Rut. But twas ere I was borne: 

Thou haft one foanc.for his fake pittie me. 

Leaf! in renenge thereof, fith God isiuff. 

He be as miferablie flaine as I. 

Ohftet me liue in prifon all my daies, 

And when [ giue occafion of offence, 

Then let me die, for now thou haft no caufe. 

Cltf. Nocaufe?Thy Father flew my father, therefore die. 
Tlantagenet , I come Plantagenet, 

And this thy Sonnes blood cleauing to my blade, 

Shall ruft vpoii my weapon,till thy blood 

Congeald with his, do make me wipe offboth; Suit, 

vSllirmes. Enter the ’Duke of York# folus • 

Tor. Ah lV%poaft to thy Caftle,fauc thy life, 
Thegoale is loft i thou houfe of Lancafter, 

Thrice happie chauncc it is for thee and thine, 
Thatheauen abridgdc my daies,and calls me hence 
But God knowes what chaunce hath betide my fonnes: 
But this l k:'>ow 3 chey haue demeand themfelucs. 

Like men borne to renowneby life or death: 

Three times this daie came Richard to my fighr, 

And cried.courrage Father : Vi< 5 torie,or death. 

And twice fo oft came Edward to my view, 

With purple Faulchen painted to the hilts, 

In blood efthofe whom he had flaughtered. 
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0 hatke,I heare the Drummes : No way to flic? 

Hoc way to fauc my life? And heere I ftay: 

And here my life muft end. .* 

Enter the Queene, Cbfford,Northumberland, 
andfoldiers. 

Come bloody Cliff or trough Northumberland, 

1 dare your quenchleffe furie to more bloud: 
ThisisthcBut,and this abides your fhor. 

North. Yecld to our mercies proud Plantagenet. 

Clf. I to fuch mercic as his ruthfull arme 
With downe right payment, lent vnto my father, 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre, 

And made an cueningat the noonetidepricke. 

Tor, My aihes like the Rhcenix, may bring fooith 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all. 

And in that hope I calf mine eies to heauen. 

Scorning what ere you can afflift me with: 

Why flay you Lord*': what, multitudes and feare? 

Of So cowards fight when they can flic no longer: 
So Doues do peeks die Rauens pierfing tallencsj 
So defperate thieues all hopclefle of their hues. 

Breath out inuettiues gainft the officers. 

Torke. Oh Clifford, yet bethinke dice onceagainc. 

And in thy mindc orerun myformcr time: * 

And bite thy tongue thatflaundreft him with cowardifc 
Whole verie looke hath made thee quake ere this. 

Clf l will not bandic With thee word for word, " 

^ut buckle with thee blowes twife two for one’ 
%e»f.Holde valient Clifford for a thouiand caufes. 
•would prolong the traitours life a while. 

Wtadi makes him, deafc,fpeake thou Northumberland. 
ever Hold Cliford,do not honour him fo much, 

0 pricke thy finger, though to wound his heart: 
wnac valour were it when a curredoth o r i n 
one to thruft his hand betwene his feeth, 

T . en he might fputne him with his %otcawav? 
warresprifeto take all aduantac.es. 
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The Tr Age die of Richard D . of 

And cento one,is no impeach in Warres. 

Fight, and take him, 

Clif. I, I,fo urines the Woodcockc with the gin. 

Tforth.Si) doth the Connie ftruggle with die net. 

Yorks So trinmphes Theeues vpon their conquered booty. 
So true men yceld by robbers. oucr-matcht. 

No>th, What will your gr3fe hauc done with him? 

Queen. Braue warriours^jWand FforthimberM. 
Come make him Band vpon this Moulchill here, 

That aymde at Mountaines with ouciirctched arme. 

And parte d but the fhaddow with his hand. 

Was it you diat reuelde in our Varnamenc, 

And nude a preachment ofyour high deicent? 

Where are your mefTe of Sonnes to nacke you now? 

The wanton £d\\W,andthe lujlie George! 

Or where is that valiant Crookebackt prodegie? 

“Dickey your Boy ,that with his grumbling voyce, 

Was wont to cheare lus Dad in mutenics? • 

Or amongft the reft,whcre is your darling Jutland! 

Lookc Yorkei I dipt this Napkin in the blood 
That valiant Clifford with his Rapier poynt. 

Made iflfue from the boofome of thy Boy; 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

3 giuc thee chis,to dry thy cheekes vvithall. 

Alas poorc Twfee, But that I hate thee much, 

3 fhould lament thy miferable Bate: 

I prethce gricue,to make me merry, Yorke\ 
Stampe,raue,andfret,that 1 may fing and daunce. 
What?hath thy fieriehare fo partcht thine entrailes, 

That r.ot a teare can fall for Rut lands death? 

Thou wouldft be feede I fee to make me fport. 

Yorke cannot fpcake.vnletfc he weare a Crowne- 
A Crowne for Yorkei and Lords bow low to him. 

So : hold you his hands while I do fet it on, 

I, now lookeshehkealving. 

This is he that tooke King Henries Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted heire. 

But how is it that great P Utntagenet^ j s 






1$ crownd fo foone,and broke his holy oath? 

Asl bctbinkeinc,youfliould not be King, 

T ill our Henrte had fhooke hands with deatn. 

And will you impale your head with Henries glorie. 

And robbe his temples of the Diadem 
Now in his hfe,againft your holy oath? 

Olgtis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the Crowne,and with the Crowne his head. 

And whilfi we brcath,take time to doe him dead. 

Cltf. T hats my office, for my fathers death. 

Queen. Yet Ray, and lets heare the Orifons he makes. 

York. She wolfe of France, but worfe than wolucs of France, 
Whofe tongue more poy foil’d than the Adders tooth; 

How ill belecming is it in thy fexe, 

To triumph likean Hmazonian trull 
Vpon his woesjWhom Fortune captiuates? 

But that thy face is vizard like, vnehanging, 

A] ade impudent by vfcofeuilldecdes: ° 

I would aflay, proud Queenc to make thee blufli: 

To tell thee of when-; e thou art.from whom deriu’de, 

Tvvcre lhame enough to fhame thee, were thou not fhamlcs, 
I hy father beares the ripe of King ofTTap/es, 

Oibotli the Sifsdcs and lerufalem, 

let not fo weaJthieas an Englifli Yeoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult? 
t needes tiot.or it bodes thee not proude Queen e, 

Vnlefle the Adage mufi be verefide, 

1 hatBeggers mountedjrunnc their horfe to death. 

is beautie,chat oft makes women proud, 

Cut God he wots, thy (bare tliereof is fmall. 
is gouerneinent,that makes them moft admirde 
e contrarie doth make thee won died at, 

Js vertuc makes tliem feeme deuine, 
i , want c!lercof ’ makes thee abhominable. 

J aou art asoppo/itc to eucry good* 

if C lc adnttpod.es arc vneo. vs ; 

Gr as the Soutluo the Scptcntrion. ■ 

iygers-har^vvrapt in a womans hide! 

How 








The Tragedie of Richard D.of 

How couldft thou draine the life bloud of the childe. 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withall. 

And yet be feene to bcare a womans face* 

Women are milde.pictifull, and flexible. 

Thou indurate, fterne, rough, remorceleflc. 

Bids thou me rage? why now thou haft thy will; 
Would’fthaue me weepe?why fo thou haft thy wilh, 

For rageing windes blowes vp a (lor me ofteares, 

And when the rage alayes,the raine begins, 

Thefe teares are my fweete Rutlands obfequics. 

And euery drop, begges vengeance as itfalles, 

Qn thee fell Clifford, and die falfe French woman. 

Tfortb. Befhrew me,but his pasfious mooue me lo. 

As hardly can 1 checke mine eyes from teares. 

Yo*ke. That face of his,the hungry Cannibals . 

Could not haue touche, would not haue ftaind with blood: 
But you are more inhumaine,tnore inexorable, 

O ten times more then l ygers o {Arcadia. • 

Sec rudileffe Queene a haplcffc fathers teares, 

This cloth diou dipts in bloud of my fweete Boy, 

And Ipe^ with teares I wafla the bloud away- 
Kcepe thou the Napkin.and goe boaft of that: 

And ifthou teh the heauie ftorie well, 

Vpon my foule,the hearers will fliead teares, 

I,euen my foes will flied faft falling teares, 

And fay;Alas,it vyas a pirteous deed. < ' 

Here, take the Crownc; and widv the Crownemy curlie. 
And in thy nced>fuch comfort come to thee. 

As now I reape at thy two cruell hands. 

Hard-ha rted C/#W,t.\ke me from the worldc. 

My foule to heauen,my bloud vpon your heads. 

North . Had he bin fl mghterman to all my kin, 

I could not chufe but weepe with him to fee, 

How inlie anger gripes his hart. t ,, 

^ee.What weeping ripe,my Lord Nortbmbmnd. 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly dric your melting teares. 

Off . Thears for mine oach,thears for my fathers deate^ 
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T orkfitttd Henrie the fixt. 

guee. And chears to right our gentle harted kind. 

Tor. Open thy gates ofmcrcie gratious God, 

My foule flies foorth to meet with thee. 

guee. Off with hi* head and fet it on Yorke Gates, 

Soterkg may ouerlooke the towne of Yorke. Exeunt omnet> 
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EM After this dangerous fight and haplcffc warre, 
Howdoth my noble brother Xghtrd fare? 

Rich. I cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d. 

Where our right valient father is become. 

How often did I fee him beare himfclfe. 

As doth a Lion midft a hearde of neate, 

^ofled his Enemies our valient father. 

Me thinkes tis pride enough to be his Sonne. 

T bre Sunnes appeare m the acre. 

l do I fee three Sunnes? 

Butfcue^l"? g !°T SS r’ QOcfc P Crac ed by a racking 

£ I ™' 1 ™ ,n a P a,c c,ce « flaming skie. (c Jou«fr 

Seefcf,the y iQyHe.embracc.andfecme to kiffe, 

Asifthey vowde fome league inuiolate; 

BES* but T ! a ?P e ‘ one hht,onc Sunne, 

pr T . ca J ien$ d Qt h %ure fome euenr. 

Th« werh”? 6 11 CIte r L VS br ° thcr to thc field, 
i hat we the Sonnes ofbraue TUmmmtt, 

ft ‘? ch0neft j nin Sbyhismeid 

*‘CSfcl'"7" orc ; for hear.no more. 
^/Whcn a^rh ** *{?* L w ‘J l heare it all. 

/ Wftcnas the noble Duke was put toflight, 

• * And 
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And then pitrfuclc by CfifferU and - ' • 

And many fouldiers moe,who sii ae dnee ". r ’ ■ 

Lee driuc at him,and forlt the Duke to yeeld: 

And then they let him on a raoulhill tfretfej 
And crowndcthc gratious Duke in high’ chFpig^tJ 
Who dien with teares began to waile his fall. 
Thc'ruddeffedgwrwpetteiuing h'e did vvdepc s 
G aue him a handkercher to wipe his eves. 

Dipt ijiihe b'oiid of lwcctc young ‘Rtitland 
By rough Clifford ([tine {'who weeping tooke it vp, 

Then through his br ell they thruft theirbiouddic fV,-orc!s ? 
Who like a Lambc fell at the butchers feete. 

Then on the gates ofA^^theyte&bis head. 

And there it doth remaineithe' piteous fpe&ade 

That ere mine cies beheld;* —. i ; , ' 



Now thou art goiiCjllvere is no hope tor vs: 

Now myfoules pallace isbecomc a prifon, * 

Oh would Hie breake from compallcof my breafr, 

lor ncuer flrall itiaue mor&ioy; r; - .. L • 

licanpot wccpc>for , aM<my oreads nioi urc 

.Scarleferues to quench my furnace burning heart. 

■ I cannot ioy tifl this white rofe be didc, 

Eucn in the heart bloud of the*houlc ot Lwca[u or. 

‘EjchardJ beare thy name.and lie reuenge thy death, 

Ordie my lode in feckingofreuenge. 

1 Edvt. His name, that valient Duke hath left with thee, 

His ch^irc and Dukedome,that remaincs lorme. . , 

" J?«6.Naydf thou be that princely 'Eagle* bird, 

Shew thy difent by gazeing gainft the Sunne. ^ - 

For Chaire,andDukedome;Throne,and kingdotue fa o. 

For either that is thinc 3 or elie thou wert net his. 

Enter t be Earle ofWamitki<^ fma £ tiei 

With drum ,>.ncte?:t ,<tnd Soiildms . -^jratad? 

War. Flow now- fakeXords: what farei vt ha 

'0. Ah gentle ^n^jlhould w.e but reporte, ^ 

\ • ■ ' 
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The balefiill tetotkgri «;i U& ^2 

Scab poniardes in all were joaldt: r v .i .. . / 

The words would adds more anguifH then the wpundest. 

Ah valient Lordotic Dulce of torkc Ts (laine. . 

Edw. A h V (^arwic^e^^arWickfi that ‘Thntagenet* 

Which held thee deafe : eueg-^S his foulcs redemption^ 

Is by the fterne Lord CfM^S°£ c C P d^th. 

FVdr* T cn daies agoe,I drown’d thole newes in tcares. 

And now to adde more meafure to your woes, 

I come to tall you things finc^thea betaine* 

After the bjpuddie fraie at W*hficlQ [ fought. 

Where your Brauefath?rhreath\f his lateft gafpe. 

Tidings as I wiftlie as v the poatf.could run, ; • 

Was brought me .oFyour lofTejaud his departure. 

I, then in London, keeper ofthe King, 

Mufired my foiildiers^acheredflockcs offiiends* 

And verie well appointed as ftheught, 

Marchtto faint ikiboris o’enccrccpi: the Q^qcne, | ( 

Bearing the King in my^ehalfe along, 

Forby my fcouces I \vas aduertifed. 

That (he was comm jng, with a full inteqt 
Todafh your late decree in. parliament. 

Touching King Henries heires,and your fuc.cc fsioii* . 

Short tale toniafce,vye at Saint Jtlbons met,. 
Oarbactailesioyndc,ahd both Tides fiercelic fought* 
but whether twas the eoldneflfe oF the King 5 
^ ho lookc fuli genclie on his warlike Queene, 
i bac robde my/pqldjers qf tlieirl>pated ipfeene 
Or whether twas report ofbis fucceiTe, 

Or more then common feare of CfyFordf. rigour. 

Who thunders to his Gapram^ 

I cannot tell : But to conclude with truths 
Their vvcaponshlw to lightnings wemaml'camc:, 

9 u f Sonidiers Rke the njghtpvvlcs la?ie flight, 

■ Or like an idle thrcOi^vjth a Haile, : * * ' 

{*} 8'nciydowne, as i^tkey fmotc their friends, 

Itnecrd them vp with iuffice of the c&fe. 
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But all in vainc,they had no beam to fight, > 

Nor wc in them no hope to win the day , 

So thac wc fled. The King vnto the Qijeenc, 

Lord Georgs your brother, Notjfolk?,aod my iclfe. 

In haft, poll haft, are come to loync with you. 

For in che marches heere wc heard you were. 

Making an ocher head, to fight againe. 

Edw. rhankes gentle Warwick?, 

How farre hence is the Duke with his power/ 

And when came (jtorge from "Burgundie to Ettglandf 
War. Some fiue miles off the Duke is with his power: 
But as lor your brother, he was lately fent 
From your kind Aunt,Dutches of ‘Burgundie, 

With aide ot foufdiers gainft this needfull warre. 

Rich. T was ods belike when valient Warwick? fled. 
Ore haue I heard thy praifes in purfutc, 

But nei e till now, thy fcandall ofretire. 

War, Nor now, my fcandall Richard, do(\ tbouheare? 
For chou fhalt knowe that this right hand of mine, 

Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henries head. 

And wring the awfull feepterfrom his fill: 

Were he as famous and as bold in warre, 

As he isfamde lor mildnclle,peace,and praier, 

Rick. 1 know it well Lord Warwick?, b lame me not, 
T was loue 1 bate thy glories, made me fpeake.. 

But in this troublous time,whats to be done/ 

Shall wegoe throw away our coates offteele? 

And clad our bodies in bla«.k mourning gowncs? 
Numbring our nsfucmaries with our beadcs/ 

Or fhall we on the helmets of our foes, 

T ell our deuotion,widhreuengfull armes/ 

If for the lall,faie band to it Lords, 

War.W i.y cherfore Warwick? came to find you out. 
And therfoie comes my brother Montague. 

Attend me Lords, the proud infultiug Qucene, 

With Clifford and the haught Northumberland , 

And of their feather many mo proud buries, 

Hauc wrought the eafic mcltivg King like Wttfc 
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Torke, and Heme theffxtl 

He fware confcnt to your fuccefsion. 

His oath mrollcd in the Parliament, 

Butnow to London all the crew are gone* 

T o irufterate his oath,oc what befidcs 
May make againft the houfe of Lancaster. 

Their power 1 gefle them fiftic thoufand ftrong 
Now it the heipc ot 7^orfolk?,and my felt e, 

Can but amount to ^.thoufand. 

With all the friends that thou brauc Earle of March, 

Among the louing W elcchmcn canft procure. 

Why via, To London will wc march amaine. 

And once againe bcftride our foaming ftcedes, 

And once againe crie charge vpon the F oe, 

But neuer once againe turne back and flie. 

R}cn. i,now me thtnkes 1 hearc great Warwick? fpeaket 
Nere may he liue to fee a funfhinc day. 

That cries retire, when Warwick? bids himftay, 

Edw. Lord Warwicfaon thy thouldcr will I leant. 

And when thou faint’ft.muft Edward fall; 

Which perill heauen forefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March .but Duke of To? k?. 

The next degree is Englands royall King: 

And King of England fhalt thou be proclaitnde. 

In euerie Burrough as we paffe along: 

And he that cafts not vp his cappe lor ioy. 

Shall for th’otfence make forfeit ofhis head. 

King 8 dward, valient Richard^eJM ontague. 

Stay wc no longer dreaming of renow ne. 

But forward to effedt thefcrefolutions. 

Enter a MeJ&nger* 

T^TheDuke of 7'{or\olk? lends you word by me, 

^ *i>gene is comming with a puiftant power. 

And craues your company for Ipcedy councell. 

Why then it forts braue Lords, Lets march away. 

Exeunt Omnes. 

C §» Enter 
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r&res Earles^ithfprimme and Spuldicrr , 

Queen. Welcome mf Lorcf/to this braue towne oiTorke^ 
Yonder’s the head of that ambitious enernie 
That fought^o be imp^ed with your Crowne. .. 

Doth not dierobiefl pje^lpyour cie my Lord? • V . 

King. Euen as therocb^tetde thcffl^hatfeare their \vraclc& 
Withhold retieoge deaic Godjtis not my fault, 

Nor wittingly Tunic 1 mfringde my vow. 

C4f.Mygr«iou$ Lo^'^|j 59 ^nwc|i l'cnitie, • 

tide ailde, * **. ' •“ . 
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Who & hand i s that' th c fauVgc Beare.^oth licke/ 
Not liis^hat fpdyles fits young before his face. 




The fmatleft Woo rrn c vv i I I turn c > being t rod e n oft? 

And Doueii will pcclce 3 m refeue of their broods. 

AtnbiciqtiS Torks t d\4 leuell at thy *Cro\vhe, ' * u j'"\ 

Thoufe) ri n y # Vi i !e 1i ^ "k a i t H i s a n g r y bro we s. ‘ 

Hce but a Duk-,vvqli!d haue'te a King, 

And raife his'ifKic hkc -i loinhg fire. • 

Thou being a King, bk ft with a go belly fonnc 3 
Didft giue content to disinherite him> ' 

Which arguJe thee anioij vHri ’ , ' , 

Vnrcaronablecrearilies>Pecdthcit you-iVgy‘' >J t ' e . 

And though mans farc Se ftatefuil tb their c H$ } ' \ ; « 

Yet in proteftion of their tender on<fs, : 

Who hath not fccne them euen with thofeJamc wings 
Winch they haue fo tn e t i m ef vfd e i n f ea r c full flight* - 

JVlake warre with Hinij that climes vn-to'thefr neil', 

Offring their owne Kots,‘?h thefryounges di^tc? . 

For fhame.my Lord,mVke'thHM yoUrpreilHbhx'; ’ 

Wefeir not piccie that this goodly Boy, 

Should fofc his bird 1 , -right through his fathers fault? 

And long hereafter fay ynto hi^hilde, ^ 
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Yorfe, add mtfnethe 

Wfettriygreat-Graiidfather and Grandllregbt,' 

My carc.ellc Farher,fon dly gaue away? 

Locke on the Boy.ind let hft manly face, v ' 

Which promiicth iUcceitcfull fortune id vs all, 

Steele thy melting thoughts, 

Tokccpe thine ownc, and leaue thine owns with hira. c 
Kmg. f ull well hath Clifford playde the Orator, 

Inferring arguments of mightie force*' 

But tell me,tiidh thou newer yet heare tell, ' f 

That ihmges euilf got,had cuer bad iuccdfej 
And happje cuer'was it for that lonne. 

Whole lather for his hoordittg, went to hell? 

I leaue my fonne my vertuous"deedcs behind, -; r 

And would my father had left me no more; 

For all the reit is hclde at fuch a rate, 

Asaskes a thouland times more care to kcepe, 

Then may the prefent profitc counteruaile. 

Ah cofcn Torke.w ould thy bdt lncndcs did know. 

How it doth grieUe mc,thac thy head rtandes there. 

Quee. My Lord, this harmeful.pittie makes your followers 
You promitd knighthood to your princely fonne, (faint. 
Vnlheath your tword,and liraight do bub him Knight. 
Kneele dtnvnc Edward. 

King. Eaward P lat/tagenet, ziiic a Knight, 

Andlcarne this leflon i>oy,Draw thy iword in right. 

Time. My gratiGUs£ather,by your kingly leaue, 
llediaw'it as apparant to the Cfowne, 

And in that quarrell vfe it to the death. 

No’ih.W’ hy thac is fpoken like a toward Pri nca.( 

Enter a Mefenget. 

<eMef. Roy ail Gomniaanders,be in rcadinefle. 

For with a band oifiltie thonfand men. 

Comes WarWickc backing of the Duke o fTor\e; 

And in the Townes whereas they pafle along, 

Ptoclaytncs him Ki ng,an d manyfliesco him; 

Prepare your Battailcs,for they be at hand, 

~Cif . 1 would your Highnefle would depart the field. 

The Qu.ee ue hath beft fucceflc when you are ablenc. 

Queer., 
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Queen. Do good my Lord, arid leauc vs to our fowunes. 

King. Why thats my fortune,thercfore lie (lay AiU, 

Clifford. Be it wich refolutioti*thcn to fight. 

Prince. Good father checre thefc noble Lordcs, 

V nfheath your fword, fweete father cry Saint George, 

Ctif. Pitch we our Battell here,for hence we wil notmoue 

\ 

Enter the houfe of T orkp. 

Edw. Now periurd Henry , wilt thou yecld thy Crowne, 
And kncclc for mercy at thy Soueraignes feetc? 

Quee. Goe rate thy minions proud tnfulting boy. 
Becomes it thee to be thus malepert. 

Before thy King and lawfull Souenigne? 

Ed\\>. I am his King, and he fhould bend his knee, 

I was adopted heirc by his confent. 

Cfeor^.. Since when, he hath broke his oath. 

For as we heare.you that are King, 

Though he do vveare the Crowne, 

Haue caufde him by new aft of Parliament 
To blot our brother out.and put his owne fonne in. 

C/f. And reafon Cjeorgc.Who fhould fucceedthe father, 
butthefonne. ? 

Kick. A re you their butcher? (fort. 

(If I Croffkpacf here I Band to anfwere thee,or any of your 

Rich. T was you that kild young Rutland, was it not? 

Clif. Yes,and olde Y orke too.and yet not fatisfide. 

Rich. For Gods fake Lorder, giue fynald to the fight. 

War. What fayft thou Henry? wilt thou yeeld thy crowne= 

Queen. What,long tongde War. dare you fpeake/ 

When you and I met at Saint Albones laid. 

Your legges did better feriiice then your handes. 

KVar. I, then twas my turnc to flee, but now tis thine. 

Clif. Y ou fayd fo much before,, and yet you fled. 

V/ar.T was not your vallo'ur Clifford , that droue me thence. 

Northum,Ho } notyom manhood Wamicl{ t that could make 
you flay. *•- 

Rich. Northumberland, Tfor thumb ey- land, we holde thee 1 ?' 
iiercntly. Breakc off the parlic, for fearfe l can refiaine the 

exe* 
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execution of my big fwolne heattj againft that C/iff rchhtie > 
that crucll child-killer. 

Af.Why, I kild thy Father,calfl thou him a chude? 

%l‘b. 1 like a villaine,and a treeherous coward, 

Asthoudidfl kill our tender brother Rutland, 

But ere Sunne fet lie make thee curfle the deed. (fpeake, 
Haue done with wordes great Lords, and heare ma 
Queen . Defie diem tliemor els hold clofe thy lips. 

King . I prethee giue no limits to my tongue, 
lama King and preuiledgde to fpeake. . _ 

' Clif. My Lord 3 the wound that bred this meeting neere. 
Cannot be cur’d with wordes,thercfore be flill . 

Rich. Then Executioner vnlheath diy fword. 

By him that made vs all I am refolu’de, 

That Cliffords manhood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Ed®. What faift thou Henrtef (hall I haue my right or no? 

A thoufand men haue broke their fall to d ay. 

That nerc (hall dine, vnlefTe thou yeeld the crowne. 

War. If thou denie,their blouds be on thy head, 
for Torke in iuftice puts his armour on. 

Trin. If all be right that Warm h? faies is right, 

There is no wrong, but all things mull be right. 

Rich. Whofoeiier got thee, there thy mother Hands* 

For well I wot, thou Hall thy Mothers tongue. 

Quee. But thou art neither like thy fire nor dam. 

But like a foule mifliapen Stygmatickc, 

Markc by thedcftinies.to be auoided 
As venome Toades,or Lizards fainting lookes. 

Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Englilli gilc. 

Thy Father beares the title ofa King, 

As if a channell fhould be calde the Sea; 

Sham’ft not, knowing from whence thou art deriu’de, 

T o parlie thus with Englands lawfull heires? 

Ed\\\ A wifpe offtrawe were worth a thoufand crowncs, . 
To make that fhameleflfe Callct know her felfe, 

Thy husbands Father reueld in the heart of Fr Mince, 

And tamde the French,and rna.de the Dolphin floope: 

And had hcmatcht according to hisftatc., 

D. He- 
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He might haue kept that glorie till this day. 

But when he tookc a begger to his bed. 

And grac’d thy poore fire with his bridall day; 

1 lien that fun-inine bred a fhowre for him, 

Which wafiit his fathers fortunes out of Framice^ 

And heapt feditions on his crowne at home, 
ror what iiach mou’d thefe tumults but thy pride? 

Hzdft thou bin meeke^our title yet had flepr. 

And we in pic tie of the gentle King, 

Had fljpt our elaime vntill an other age* 

But when we faw our Sommer brought the ^aine 
And that the harueft brought vs no encrcale, 

We ftt the axe to thy vfurping roote: 

And though the edge haue fomthing hit our fchte$ s 
Yet know thou, we will neuer ceafe to ftrike, 
fill we haue he wen thee downe. 

Or bath'd thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Ed\\\ And in this resolution I defie thee, 

Not willing any longer conference, 
oince thou' denied the gentle King to fpeake* 

Sound trufnpets,lct our blouddic collours waue. 

And either Vi&orjCjor elle a graue, 

Queens. S t a i e EdVmrd, ft a i e . 

Ed\v. Hence wrangling.womaUjIle no longer ftaie, 
i hy words will coff ten thoufand liues to day. 

Exeunt Omncs . asdkrmcs. 

Enter FT r ar>toicke. 

T r f r ar< Sorcfpent with toilers runners with the race, 

I lay me downe a Ijtle while to breath, 
for Jtrokes receiu’d,and many blowes repaide. 

Hath robde my ftrong knit fine wes ofeheir ftrength. 

And force per force needes mud I yeeld my felfe. 

€ mcr Edward. 

EA\>, Smile gentle heauens,or ftrike vngentle death, 

I hat we may die.vnkrte we gaine the daie. 

What fatal! ftarre malignant frownes from heauen, 

Vpon the harmlerte line of Takes true houfe/ 

Enter Cjeorgc. 

George. 



York?! and Benrie the Jixt. 

Geor. Come brother, come, lets to the field againe, 

For yet theres hope enough to win the daie: 

Then le t vs backe to cheere our fainting troopes, 

J,e(l they retire now we haue left the field. 

War . How now my Lordsr’what hap,what hope of good? 

Enter Richard running. 

Rich . Ah Warwick , why hall thou withdravvne thy fftfej 
Thy noble father in the thick eft throngs, 

Crideftill for Warwick * his thriccvalient fonne, 

Vntill with thoufand fwords he was beicc. 

And manie wouudes made in his aged breft: 

And as he totcring fate vpon his fteede. 

He waft his hand to me and cried aloud: 

Richard, commend me to my valient fonne. 

And ftill he cricd.Wanvtcke reuenge my death. 

And with thofe words he tumbled ofhis horfe. 

And fo the noble Salsburie gauc vp the Ghoft. ’ 

War. T hen let the earth be drunken with his bloud, 

He kill my horfe becaufe I will not Hie: 

Andheere to God of heauen 1 make a vow, 

Neuer to parte from forth this bloody field. 

Till I am full reuenged for his death, 

£dw. Lord Warwick, 1 doe bende my knees with thine, 

And in that vow, now ioyne my foule to thee, 

Ihou fetter vp and puller downe of King.es, 

Vouchfafe a gentle vi&orie to vs. 

Or let vs die before wcloofc the day. 

Georg. Then let vs hafte to cheare the Souldicrs harts, 

And call them pillers that will ftandto vs. 

And highly gromife to remunerate 

Their trurtie feruice, in thefe dangerous warres. 

Rich, Come,comcaway 3 and ftand not to debate, 
f°ryet is hope of fortune good enough, 
brothers, giuc me your handes, and let vs part, i 

U ^ e °^ r ^ eailcs ' vnti! l meete againe. 

Where ere it be, in heauen or inearth. 

h 0v t * neuer wept,now melt in woe, 

io kc thefe dvemiftiaps centinuefo. Warwick farewell. 

Pa. Wm 

f <3 o — 
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ypar. A way, away, once more fweet Lords farewell. 

Exeunt Omnes. 

Alarmes ,andthen enter Richard at one dore, 

. and Clifford at an other . 

Rich. A Clifford a Qfford. 

Chf.A R icbard a Richard. 

Rich, Now Clifford, for Tor\e and young Ryt lands death, 
This thirifie fword that longs to drinkediy bloud, 

Shall loppe thy limbes,and flice thy curfed heart, 

For to reuengc the numbers thou haft made. 

Clif. Now Richard^ I am with thee here alone. 

This is thehand that ftabd thy facherlW^, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland: 

And hecr’s che heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And cheeres thefe hands that flew thy fire and brother, 
To execute the like vpon thy t'elfe. 

And fo baue at thee. 

<£/fktrmes,tbey fight, and then enters Warwick? andrejeues 

Richard, and then Exeunt omnes. Alarm cs 
Jlill, and then enter Henne film. 

Hen. Oh gracious God of heauen looke downe on vs. 
And let fome endes to thefe mediant griefes, 
flow Hke a maftlefle fhip vpon the Seas, 

This wofull battaile dodi coutiriue ftillt 
Now leaning this way, now to that fidedriuc, 

And none doth know to whome the day will fall. 

.O would my dcatlfmightftay thefe crucll iarres* 
Would 1 had nciier raignde.nor were bin king. 
zAdargret and Clifford, chide me from the field. 
Swearing they had befl: fuccefle when 1 was thence: 
Wouid God that I weredcadjfo all were well, 

Or would my crowne fuflficej were content. 

To yeeld it diem and liue a priuate life. 

Enter a Souldier with a dead man in his arnes. 

Seal . Ill blowcs the wind that profits no bodie, 

This man that I haue flaine in fight to day 
May be polk- fled of fome fiore of Crovvnes, 
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Yorke, and tfenrie the fixt. 

And I will feareh t° find e them ifl can, 

Butftay? methinkes it is my fathers face. 

Oh l,tishe;whotn I haue flaine in fight, 
from London was I preft out by the King, 

JVly father he came on the part of York?-. 

Andinthis conflia I haue flaine my father* 

Oh pardon God,Iknew not what 1'did, 

And pardon father for I knew thee nor 

Enter an other Souldier with a dead man. 
tSonl. Lie there, thou thatfoughtft with me fo floucly, 
Now let me fee what Acre of gold thou haft. 

But ftay,me thinkes this is no famous face;- 
Oh no, it is my Sonne that Lhaite flaine in fight, 

Omonflrous times, begetting fuch euents. 

How cruell 3 bloodie 3 and ironious. 

This deadly quarrcll daily doth beget, 

Poore boy dtiy lather gaue the life to lace, 

And hath bereauVi thee of thy life too loone. 

Kwg . Woe aboue woe,griefe more then common griefe* 
Whilft Li6ns warre,and battaile for their dens, 

Poore Lambs do feele the rigour of their wraths: 

The Redrofe and the Whight arc on his face. 

The fatall colours of our ftriuing houfes, 

Wyther one Rofe,and let the other floiiriflv 
For if you ftriuc>ten thoufand liues mull perifh. 

iJSohL How will my Mother for my lathers death. 

Take on with me,and nere be fatisfide? 

2 .Soul, How wijlmy wife for flaughter of her fonne, 

Take on with me,ana nere be fatisfide? 

King. How will the people now mifdeeme their King? 
Oh would my death their mindcscouid fatisfie. 
i.Soul. Was euer fonne lo rudejhis fathers blood to fpill? 
1'SghL Was euer father fo vnnaturall his fonne to kill? 

King. Was euer Kingthus greeiid arid vexed flill? 
i Soul. He beare thee hence from this accurled place; 

For woe is me to fee my. fathers face. 

Exit with hi* father. 

lie beare thee hence, and let them fight that will, 
D3. For 
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TheT ragedie of Richard D.of 

For I hauemurdred wherelfhould not kill. 

Exit 'frith his fount* 

VVeepc wretched man,IIc lay thee tearc for teare* 
Xlere fits a King, as woe begone as thee* 

*s4larmes,and enter the j Qjteene. 

Queens, Away my Lord,co Barwicke prefently. 

The day is loft, our friendes ‘are murdered^ 

No hope is left for vs; therefore away. 

Enter Prince Edward. 

fPrince. Oh father flie^ur men hauc left the Fields 
Take horfe fweete facher 5 lec vs faue our felues. 

Enter Exeter, 

Exet. Away my Lord, for vengance come along with him? 
Nay,ftand not to expoftulate; make haftc. 

Or clfe come after* lie away before* 

K.EItn. Nay ftay good Exeter, for He along with thee* 

Enter Clifford, wounded 'With an arrow in his nec\e 0 
Chf He ere burnes my candle out. 

That vvhilft it lafted,gauc king Henry lights 
AH L<t n caftcr>\ fearc thine ouerchrow* 

JVlor c then my bodyes parting from my foule. 

Aiy lone and fearc, glude many friendes to thce s 
And now I die, that tough commixture melts. 

Impairing Henry ftrengthened mifproud Torke, 

The common people fwarme like fommer Flies; 

And whither flies the Gnats, but to the Sunne? 

And who fhines now but Henries enemie? 

Oh Phoebus >hz<\[\ thon neuer giuen confent 
That Phaeton (h ould chcckethy fierieftcedes* 

Thy burning carre had neuerfcorcht the earth. 

And f/^yhadftthouIiuM as Kings fhoulddoe* 

And as thy fatherland his father did, 

Giuing no foote vnto the houfe of Torkf* 

I, and ten thoufand in this wofull land. 

Had left no mourning Widdowes for our deathess 
And thou this day hadft kept thy Throne in peace* 

Vot what doth cherifh Wecdes but gentle Aire.? 
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7orke> and Henrie the fixt. 

/nd what makes robbers bold, but lenctie? 

Bootelelfe are plaintes, and curelcflc are my woundes: 
Noway to flie,no ftrength to hold our flight} 

Thefoeis mercilefle,and will not pittie me. 

And at their handesl hauc defemde no pittie. 

Theaire is got into my bleeding wonndes, 

Andmuch effufe of blood doth make me faint? 

Come IH* and Richard, Warwick?, and thereft, 
lltabdeyour fathers,now come fplit my breft. 

Enter Edward,Richard, and Warwick?, 
and Souldiers. 

Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpwsrd courfe. 
And we are graft with wreathes of vidlorie: 

Some troupes purfuc the bloodie minded Queene, 

That now cowardes Barwick? doth poftc amaine, 

But thinke you that Clifford is fled away with them? 

Wat. No,tis imposiibiehe fhould efcape* 

Forthough before his face I fpeakc the Wordes, 
lourbrodier Richard markc him for the ^raue 
And where fo ere he be,I warrant him dead. 

c!l ff wd gr ona, and then dyes. 

rp 11 ; ™arke,what iouleis this that takes his heauie leauc? 
if ‘r deadly grone, like life and deaths departure, 
p ; , ' w j i ° f is, and now the battailes ended, 

H,ndotfoe,lct him be friendly vfed. 

W ? ho tiM UCrfe C ^ aC d° om e of mercie, for tis Clifford , 
Whoydour tender brother Rutland, M 

“ d Ila j? d our princely Duke of Torkf. ' 

FowfithT! Q ^Tl ofTo ^ fctch doWR c die head, 
LftS?W ^ »^placcd there, 

U r c tiat ’ ^ et fupply the roomc. 
l^fute for meafure mull be anfwered. 

That nothino tliat ^ ataI1 s kritch-Ow'lc to our houfe, 

.'low his cl 1 j Un ^ t0 VS ^ uc Uood and death, 

wX h A n °» t0n / U n no n,ore flia11 r P"ake. 

khmkehis vndcrftanding is berefu 

Say 









The T rage die of Richard D . of 

Say Clifford, doft thou know who fpeakes to thee f 
Darke cloudie death orefliades his beames oflife, 

And he nor fees nor hcares vs what we fay. 

Rick Oh would he did, and fo perhaps he doth, 

And tis his pollicie in the time of death. 

He might auoyde inch bitter ftormes as he 
In his houre of death did glue vnto our father. 

Gear. Richard, if thou thinkeft fo,vex him with eger words. 
Rich, fifford^ske mcrcic,and obtaine.no grace. 

Edw. Chford, repent in bootleffe penitence. 

War, Clifford, deuife excufesfor thy fault, 

Seorge. Whilft we deuife fell tortures for thy fault, 

Rich. Thou pi ttied ft Torly,znd I am fonne to Tor ke, 
Edw. Thou pittiedft Rntland,a.nd I will pittie thee. 
Georg. Where’s captainc Margaret to fence you now? 
War. They mocke tiiee Clifford-, fweare as thou waft wont 
Rich. Whatnot an oaih?Nay then, l know hee s dead.. 
Tis hard, when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. 

By this.l know hee’s dcad;and by my foule. 

Would this right hand buy but an bowers life, 

That I in all contempt might raile at him. 

]de cut it off, and with the ifluing blood. 

Stifle the villains, whofe inftanched thirft, 

T.o>ly and young Rutland could not fatisfie. 

War. I,but he is dead; off with the tray tors head. 

And rearc it in the place your fariicrs ftandes. ( 

And now to London with triumphant march. 

There to be crowned Enilands lawfull King. 

From thence fhall Warwick? crofle the Teas to Emm,. 
And aske the Ladie Rom for thy Queen c; 

So (halt thou Anew both thefe Landes togidier: 

And hauing Framce thy friend,thou needft not dreac, 
The flattered foe, that hopes to rife againe. 

And though they cannot greatly fling to hurt, 

Yet looke to haue them bufie, to offend thine eare » 

Firft He fee the coronation clone. 

And afterward He croffe the feas to Fraunce, 

To effe& this marriage, if it pleafe my Lord? 
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7 orkc-y and tie fine the fftxt. 




Edw. Euen as thou \vilt,good Warwicke let It Be: 

But firfl before we go,^eorgekncele doWne, (fword.. 

VVee here create thee Daly of Clarence-, and girt thee with the 
Our younger brother Richard/Duke of Cjlocefhr. 

Wartvify as my feife fliall do and vndo,as him pleafeth beft. 

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence-, George oUjloficr: 

F 01 Cjlofters Dukedome is too ominous, 

War. Tufti.thats a ehildifli obferuation. 

^.fWbeDuke o fgiofler Now to London, 

To fee thefe honors in poffesfion. Sxeuntomr.&s , 



Enter tWo Keepers with hoW andarroWcs, 

Keeper. Come,lets take our ftandes vpon this hill, 

And by and by the Deere will come this way: 

. But flay, here comes a martlets liftcnhitb awhile. 

Enter King Henrie dijguifde. 

Hen. From Scotland am I ilolne cuen of pure loue. 

And thus difguifde,to greet my natiue land. 

No, Henrie no. It is no land of thine. 

No bending knee will call thee Cafar now. 

No humble hirers (ties to thee for right : 

For how canft thou helpe them,and net thy feife? 

Keeper. I marry fir, here is a Deere, his skin is aKecpcrs fee. 
Sirra {land clofe; for as 1 thuike, this is the King, 

King Edwardluih depofde. 

■ Hen. My Queene & fonne;pcore fou!es,are gone to France, 
And(aS 1 hearejthe great commaunding Warwidy, 

To intreate a marriage with the Lady Rona: 

If this be true, poore Queene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpent in vaine: 

For Lewis i s a Prince foonc vvonne with wordcs, , 

And Warwick? is a fubtifl Orator : 

He laughes and faycs,his Edward is inftalde. • §• 

She weepes, and laves, her Henrie is depoide: 

Heonhis right hand, asking a wife for Edward; 

She on his left fide, craning ayde for Henrie . 

Heeper. What art thou that talfcesof Kings and Queehes? 
Hen. More then I feeme; for IclFe I fnould not be. 

E-. A 
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A mail at leaffand more I cannot be, 

And men may ta!kc'ofKings;and why not If 

Keep. I, but thou talked as if thou were a King thy 
He?i. Why fo I am in mindc,though not in fhcwc. 

Keep. And ifthou be a King,whereis thy Crowned 
Hen. My crovvne is in my hcart,not on myhead. 

My crowne is caid Contents crowne that Kings do feldome 
times cnioy. 

Keep. And if thou be a King,Crownd with Content 
Your crowne contenc.and you,mufl be content * 

Fo go with vs vnto the officer .* for as we thinke. 

You arc our quondam JGing^K. Edward hath depofde: 

And therefore we charge you in Gods name & the Kinos 
Togoalong with vs vnto the Offtccrs. 8 ’ 

Hen. Gods name be fuiflld,y 0 ur Kingcs name be obayde 
And be you Kinges : commaundc, and ileobay. 



r r , . Exeunt Omnes. 

Enter King Edvvard^larcncc.ar.dCjloceTter, Montague, 
Hajtings.and the Ladie (fray. 

R. Ed. Brothers of Clarence, usid of (fiocedicr , 

This Ladies husband heere,Sir Richard Gray* 

At the baccailc ofSaint Albones did lofchis life. 

His iandes then were feazed on by the Conqueror.* 

Her lute is now to rcpofleUcthofc lands, 1 
And fith in quarrel! of the houfeofror^. 

The noble gentleman did lofehts life: 

In honour we cannot denie her fute, 

< ylotfour Highnefle flaall do well to graunt it then, 

K.Ed. I,fo I will,but yet He make a paufe. 

<jlo.\js the winde in thacdore? 

Clarence ,\ fee the Ladie hath fomthinp- to graunt. 

Before the King will graunt her humble fute. 

k , n f wes the S ame Mv well he keepes the winde. 
.ft .£<d. WiddoWjCome fomc other time to know oiir mind. 
La . May it pleafe your Grace,I cannot brooke delayes, 

* ^ e ^j/ OU , r highnefle to difpatch me now. ("vvit. 

K.td. Lords giue ys leaue,we meanc to trie this widdows 
I^good leaue haue you. 



T orke , and Benrlc the ftxt. 

(jlo.Vox you will haue leaue,till youth take leaue, 

And leaue you to your crouch* 

JL.Sd. Come hither widdow:How many Children haft 
Ckl thinke he meanes to beg a Child on her. (thou? 
(7kNay whip me then^ec’l rather giuc her two, 
Li.Three my gracious Lord, 

Glo . You fliall haue foure and you will be rulde by him. 
K,£d. Were it not pittie they ftiould lofe their Fathers 
Z/4 .Bc pirtifull then dread L.and grant it them. (lands/ 
K.Sd-Uc tell thee how tbefe lands arc to be got* 

La. So fttall you binde me to your highnefle feruice, 

K.Sd, What feruice wilt thou do me a ifl graunt it them/ 
La. Euen what your HighncfTc fhal! cornniaunc!. 

Glo, Nay then YViddow lie warrant you all your husbands 
Ifyou graunt to do what he com naundcs. (Iandes, 

Fight clofe^or in good fay th you catch a dap, 

CU . Nay I fe arc her not,vn!eflc ftic fall . 

Cjlo. Marie gods-forbot man, for heclc take vantage then. 
La, Why flops my Lord.Mull I not know my tasked 
K.Sd, An eafie caske; tis but to loue a King. 

La* Thats fooneperformd,becaufc I am a fubied. 

K,Ed. Why than, thy husbands lands l freely giue thee. 

La. I take my leaue, with many thoufand thankes. 

Ck The match i$made,fkefcalesit with a curtefie. 
K.Ed.Suy Widdowdtay : What loue doft thou thinke 
I fue fo much to get/ 

La, My humble feruice,fuch as Subiedes owes, 
and the lawes commaundes. 

K.Ed* No by my troth, I-mcane no fuch loue, 

But to tell thee the troth, I aime to lie with thee. 

La, 1 o tell youplaine my Lord,I had rather lie in prifon. 
K,Ed. Why then thou canft not get thy husbands lands. 

La, Then mine honeftie fhall be my dower. 

For by that lofTcJ will not purebafe them, 

KSd, Herein thou wrongft thy children mightilie. 

U, Herein your HighnefTe wronges both them and me: 
^utmigheie Lord,thi5 merric inclination, 
grees not with the fadnefle of my fute, 

E a. Pleafe 
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The T rage die of Richard D.of 

Pleafe it your Highncs to ciifmifle me.cithcr with I or nof 
K. Ed. [,i f thou fay I, to my requetl: 

No* if thou lay -no,-to my demauud. 

•Lrf.Then no my Lord, my futc is at an end. 

Glo. The widdow likes him not,Chebeas.the brow, 

Qdk Why, he is the bluntcft woer in Chriftendorue* 

ICjEd. Her lookesare all repleace with Maieftie. 

One way or other fhc is for a King.i 
And (hall be my loue,or eife my Qucene y 
Sair a that king Ed^ardiooks thee for his Qneencl 
La. Tis better faid then done,my gratious L ord 9 
I am a lubieft fit to icaft vvithall. 

But farre vnfic to be a Soueraigne. 

K. Ed. Sweet widdow, by my Rate I fvyeare, 
l lpcake no more then what my heart intends: 
ftnd that is to enioy thee for myloue. 

L h And that is more then I will yeeld vneo, 

[know I am to.badco be your Quetnc: 

And yet to good to be your Concubine. 

,K>Ed. You cauill widdow, I did meanc my Qtieene. 

La . Y our grace would be.loth my fonnes fhouldxall you 
Father. 

K.Ed . No more then when my daughters cal thee mother 
Thou arc a widdow, and thou haft iornc Children, 

And (by Gods mother) I being bur aBatcbelcr, 

Haue ether fome : why tis a happie thing, . 

To be the father ofnianie Children: 

Argue no more, for thou (halt be my Queene. 

(jio . The ghoftly father now hath done his^fhnft. 
C/^.Whcn he was made a fhriuer twas for fhiifc. 

Brothers you mule what talks the widdow and I 
haue haefyou wold thinkeit ftrange if I fiiouidinarrieher e 
Cla. JVlarrie her my Lord, to whom/ 

\ K Ed. Why Clarence J o my felfe* 

(7/0. That would be ten daies wonder at theleafh- 
Cla. Why thacs a daie longer then a wonder lafts* 

And fo much more arfc the wonders in extreaines. 

J( Ed, WeU/reaft on Brothers,! can tell you. 

Her 




; York, Henrkthe fxt. 

y a fate is graunced, for her huf bands lauds* 

£nterd<iMepncer. 

Mef, And it plcaic your grac efletirie your foe is taken. 

And brought as prilonec co your pallace gates. 

K£d. Away with him,and lend lain to the T ower. - 
And lets go queltion with the man about his apprehcnfion. 

iordsalongjand vie this Ladic honourably. txemt. 

' 

. 

t Mmet Cj loiter >and jpeakes. 

Glo. I, SdvvMd will vie women honourably. 

Would lie were wafted, marrowbones and all, 

Thsnfromijs loynes no llluc might lucceed, 

To hinder me from die golden tune I looke tor. - 
for lam not yet looke on in the world. 

Mis there t‘dvvxrd 3 Clamict,md titnrie, 

Andhisfonne,and all they looke foriffue 
Of their loynes.erc 1 can plant my fclf e: 

Acoldc premeditation for my purpofe. 

What other plcafure is therein the world bolide? 

I will go clad my body in gay ornaments, 

Andlullmy felte within a Ladies lappe. 

And witch fweet Ladies with my wordes and lookes. 

Oh raonftrous man to harbour iuch a thought, 

Why, loue did fcorne me in my mothers wombe: 

And for I fhould not deale in her affaires. 

She did corrupt fiaijc nature in chcflcfh. 

And plait an enuious mountaine on my backc: 

Wherefits defornutie,to mocke my bodie, 

To dry mine arme vp like a withered Shrimpe, 

To make my legges of an vncquail fize. 

And am 1 then a man to be belou’d? 
tafierfor me to compafle ewentie crownes. 
i ut,I can lmile,and murder when I fniile. - 
icty content to that, that greeuesme moil, 
esnadde colours to the Came lion, 

And for a need, change Hi a pcs 'with JPrethw, 

*vndletthc afpyring Cm’tiii to ichooi'-. 

i •, <r 
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T he T rtgedie of Richard D.of 

Can I cfoe chis,andcan not get the Crownc? 

T ufli,werc ic ten times higher,IIe pull it downe. 



&Xft* 



Snttr King Lewis and the Lady Bona , and Queen* 
Margaret [Prince Edvvard,and Oxford, 
and others. 

Lew . Welcome Q^Mtrgaret to the Court of Fraum, 

Ic fits not Lewis to lie while thou doft Hand, 

Sit by my (i Je,and here I vow to thee, 

Thou (halt haue ayde to repotfefle thy right. 

And beate proud Edward from his vfurped feate. 

And placeking Henry in his former rule. 

Queen. 1 humbly thanke your royall Maieftic, 

And pray the God of hcauen, to blefic thy ftate. 

Great King ofFraunce,thzt thus regardes our wronges. 

Enter Warwick^. 

Lew. How now, Who is this? 

Queen. Our Earle F'^arwickf^E dwards chitfcft friend. 

Lew. Welcome brauef^mv/c/^what brings thee to France} 

War. From worthy Edward King of England, 

My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindnefie and vnfaigned lone, 

FirH to do greetinges to thy royall perfon, 

And then tocrauealeagucofamitic : 

And Ia(lly,to confirme that amide, 

With nuptiall knot, if thou vouchfafc to graunt. 

That vertuo.us Lady Bona thy faire fitter, 

T o Englands King in lawfull in irriagc. 

Queen. And if this goe forward, all our hope is dope. 

War. And gradous Madam,in our Kinges behatte, 

I am commaunded, with your loue and fauour. 

Humbly tokifle your hand, and with my tongue 
To tell the pasfions of my Souernignes hart : 

Where fame late entring at his heedfull cares, 

Hath plaft thy glorious image and thy vertue?* 

Queen . King Letyis and Lady Bona, heare me fpeake. 
Before you anfwere FFarwiche or his wordes, 

For he it is hath done vs all thefe vvr onges. 

* m 
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Yerke, and Hmrie the Jixt. 

If#, Iniurious eJti organ t. 
q, m ci SI And why not Quccne? 

W«r . Becaufe thy father Hemie did vfiirpe. 

And thou no more art Prince, then fhe isQueene. 

0x c . Then FVarmcke difanuls great John of Cjaant, 

That'did iubdue the greatert part of Spme, 

And after John of Gaunt, wile Heme the fourth, 

Wliofe wifedome was a mirrour to the worlde. 

Andafterthis wife Prince, Hemie the fife; 

Who with his prowefle conquered all France: 

Fromthefe,our Henries lineally difeent. 

War. Oxford, how haps that in this linooth dilcourie. 

You tolde not how Hmrie the fixt had loll 
All that Hemie the fift had gotten? 

Methinkesthele peercs o£ t rounce fhould fmilc at that*. 

But for the reft, you tell a pettigree 
Ofthreefcoreand twoveeresi a fillie time* 

Tomake preferiptiontor a Kingdoines worth. 

Oxf. Why Wartyiickf >c3u\(l thou denie thy King, 

Whom thou obeyedft thirtie and eight yeercs, 

And bewray thy treafons with a blufh? 

War. Can Oxford that did eucr fence the right. 

Now buckler fallihood with a pettigree? 

For fliame leaue Hemie, and call EdwardKing. 

Oxf. Call him my King, by whom mine elder brother 
The Lotd AsxbrayVtre was done to death: 

And more then fo,my father cuen in the 
Downefallofhis mellowed yeeres, 

When age did call him to the doore of death? 
NoW«rtrrc%no,whilft life vpholdsthisarme. 

This arme vpholdes the houfe of Lancafier. 

War. And I the houfe ail' one. 

K.Levv. Quecne eJ%fargaret,Ptincc Edward, and Oxford, 
Vouchfafe to forbeare a while, 

Till 1 do talke a word with Warwicltp. 

Now VVar'\Xicl\c,tucn vpon thy honour tell me true. 

Is Edward lawfull King or no? 

for I were loth to links with him, that as not lawfull heirc. 

War 



T be T rrtgedk of Richard D. of 

TV.tr . Thereon I pawne mine honour and my credit. 
Lew. What, is he gr&ioU'S in the peoples eyes? 

War . 1 he more,that Henry is vnfortiin.at^ 

L w\. Whatsis hisbue toour fiftet'Bena? tfeife 

TVar.Such icfecmc$,as may befeemc amonarkelikehim- 
My felfe haue often heard him fay and fweare. 

That this his loue was an eterriall plant, 

1 he roots whereof was fixe in vertues ground! 
Theleaues andfruitemaintainde with beauties fimne, 
Exempt from enuie,but not from difdaine, 

Vnleffe the Lady Bona quite his paine. 

Lew.T h en fi ; I cr 5 iet vs heare your firmc refoltie, 

"Bona, Your grauntor yourdeniall,fliallbe mine. 

But ere this day Imufl confeflc > when I 
Haue he ^rd your Kingcs defertes recounted. 

Mine eares haue tempted judgement to defire. 

LcvpoT hen draw nearc Qneene Margaret^ be a witnefie, 
That Bom (hall be wife to the EngJifh King. 
c Prince Edvv. To Edward , but not the Englifh King, 
Vf^arrHemie now lines in Scotland at his cafe, 

Where hauing nothing, nothing can helofe: 

And as for you your felfe, our cjm?jdam Qaecne 3 
fou haue a father ableto maintaineyour ftate : 

And better t were to trouble him then Frattnce . 

Sound for a Toft within* 

Lew. Here comes fome Pofl JFffyrWkfe to thee or v$«- 
Pojt. My Lord Ambafladour,thi$ Letter is for you, 

Sent from your brother Marquis Montague . 

1 his from our King vnto your Maieflic. 

And chefe to you Madarn,fiom whom I know nor. 

Oxf I like it well, that our faire Quecne and Miflrcffe 
Smiles at her newes/vvhen War v vkk^iici sat his, 

T.Sd. And marke how Lewes ft ampes ; as he were nctlcd. 
Lew. Now Margaret <Sc f^Varvvicke ,• W h a c- are your news? 
Queen. Mine, fuch as flies my hart full of ioy* 

Vrar.M ine,fullofforrowand harts dffcontent. 

Lcvv • What, hath your King married the Lady 
And now to excufe himftlfe, fenclcs v$ a Poll of pa P ^ 

1 How 



rorke,anAHenrkthefMt\ • v - * 

Howdarcslieprefumetovrevsthus? '* 

Queen. This prooueth Edwards loue,& Wdflwkf- Honctty. 
yyxt, King Lewes A here proteft in fighcof hcauen, 

And by the hope 1 haue of heauenly bliffe, 

That I am cieare from this mifdeeckof Edwards. 

Nomore my King, for he chfhpnours me. 

And mod himfelfe, if lie could fee his fhame. 

Did I forget that by the houfe of Torke, 

My father came yntimely to his death? 

Did I let pafle the abufe done to my Neecef 
Did I impale him with the regall Crowne, 

And thruft king Heme from his natiue home? 

And moft vngratefull doth he vfe me thus? 

My gratious Qucene, pardon what is part. 

And hencefoorth I am thy true feruitour: 

I will reuenge the wrongs 4<?QAt9 Lady ‘Bom, 

And replant Henrie in his former (late, 

Queen. YtsHHarWickel do quite forget thy former faults. 






That if King Lewes vouch fafe to fumifhvs 

Withfome few bandcs ot cho'en Soul.diers, . i 

lie vndertake to land them on our coaft, 

And force the Tyrant from his fcate by warre. 

Tisnot his new made Bride fhall Juccour him. 

Lew. Then at the laft,I firmely am refolu’d, 1 
You lhallhaueayde: 

And Englifh Mejfengerxetnrnc in pod. 

And tell falfe Edward, d'y fuppofed King > 

That Lewes of FraunccM fending ouer Maskers, 

Toreuellit with Jiim and his new Bride, 

Bona. T ell him,in hope heele be a Widower fhortly, 
lie weare the Willow Garland for his fake. 

-£Wtf.Tellhim,my mourning weedcsbelaydeafide. 
And I am readie to put Armour on . 

Wr.Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore lie vnerowne him er’c be long, 

Thefs thy reward; begone. 

F. U*\ 




v.Y ■ 
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TheTragedie ofRichardD.of 

Lew. 'but now tell me Watwickf, \yhzt aflunttcc 
I fell liauc of thy true loyaltie/ 

War, A maihail aiiui e my confidant loyaltie, 

If that ouiQueeneand this young Prince agree: 
licioyne m.ue cldert Daughter and nay ioy, 

I o him forthwith hvholy wcdiockes bands. 

Sduee.W ith ail my heart, that match I like full well, 
Lonelier Sonne Edward, the \s faire and young. 

And giue thy hand to F'Carwtcke tor thy loue. 

Aew.lt is enough, and now we will prepare. 

To leuie Soukhersior to go with you. 

And you Lordi6«rfoM,ourhjgh Admiral!, 

Shall wafc diem fafehe to die Engliflvcoaft, 

And chafe ptond^dwarditotn his flunibring traunce. 

For mocking marriage with the name of Frauncc. 

War. I caiife trorii Edward as J: mbafladour. 

But I returne his fwoorne andrWJftall foe. - 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me, 
but dreadful! warre ihall anlwife his demaunde, 

JHa i he none elie ro make a Hale but me? 

Then none but Lflvall turne his^'ert to forrow: 

] was the cliiefe diat raifde him to the crowne. 

And lie be chicle to bring him downeagaine. 

Not that I pittte Hemes miferie, 

But feeke rcuengeon Edwards mockerie. 

(1 Oh- ■ • --»?-£ '■'? ■ i ' 

£ aicr King Edward, the Cuecnejaftd fclarertci 
C lojleTj Ad on tag tk,H aft ings,and . . 

£Pcnbroeke,wit’o foldiers. 

Brothers oiftarencc^neS of Glvcefker , 

Wnat diinkc you of our marriage with the Ladie (jray? 

Gh . My Lord,we thinkc as VV mvickf and Lewis 
That arc fo flacke- in iudgmcnr,that theyle take no oftence at 
thus fuddaine marriage, . , , 

K.EdSupnofc they do; they are but Lewis, and WvWft 
And I am your Kin grand Warwick®, And will be obaied. 

Cjio. And fliali, becauieyou are our king, but yetluch 
chine marriages ieldome proueth well. ^ 



Exit. 
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York ? , And. Heme the fixt. , ' 

Ed. Yea brother Richard, axe you againft vstoo? 

Glo Not l hiy Lord ? no, God forfend that I Ihould 
Once cainefay your highnefle pleafurc: 

ISt cw«e a pittte to funder them that yoakcfowel togither. 

* Ed Setting your fcornes ancl your difiikesafide, 

She«v me fame realons why the Lady (j{*y 
jVJay not be my Loue, and England? Qncene? 

Speake freely Cl#erice>tyoftcr, 
frfo*ta?ue 3 zm\ HaiVnges. . . . 

/i /. jVly Lord, then this is my opinion, 

ThatWortyickf being difhonoredjn his cmba{Tage, 

Doth feeke reuenge^o quite his injuries* 

Glo, And Lewis ^ regard of his fillers wronges. 

Doth ioy ne with Warwicke, to fupplant your Hate. 

MSuppofethat Lewis and Warwick* beappeaid. 

By fuch tneanes as i can befl dcnileJ 
Ment-Hnt yet to haue ioyned with Frauncc in this 
Alliance, would more haue flrengthned this our 
Common wealch,gainft forraigae (formes; 

Then any home bred marriage . 

Haft. Let England be true within it fclfe. 

We need not Frauncc nor^any alliance with them. 

Ck For this oncfpeache the Lord H afimgs well deferue?, 
To haue the daughter and heire of the Lord Ilungerford. 

Ed. Andwhat then?It was our will itfhould be lo? 

Ck. I, and for fucli a thing too, the Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your handes,to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord B onfield, and left your 
Brothers to goe feeke elfe wheretbut in 
Your rnadnes, you burie brotherhood. 

Ed. Alaflfe poore Clarence, is it for a wife. 

That thou art mal-content? 

Why man be, of good checre.,1 will prouidc thee one. 

Cla. Nay.you plaide the broker io ill for your fclfe. 

That you fhall giue me leaue to make my 
Choyfe as Ithinke good : and to that intent, 

1 fliortly meane to leaue you. 

£d. Leaue me or tame, I am full refolu’d, 



TheT ragedie of Richard T>.of • 

Edward vyiH not be tied to his brothers wills. 

Qjiee My Lbrds.do me but right, and you mufl; confcflfc. 
Before it pleaf dc his highncfleto aduauce 
My hate to title bps Qufcfcnc, 

That I wasnotiguoble inmybirth. 

Edv, Forbeare my Loue,co fawne vpon their frownes, 
For thee they muff obay,nay fha II okay', 

Aiid il they lookc forfauour at iny hands. 

Mont. My Lord, heere is the melTcnger rcturnde from 

(Fraunce 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Edw. Now firra,What letters, or what newest 
MefNo letters my Lordjand fuch newcs.as without your 
Highndfefpetiall pardon,! dare not relate. 

Edvv. We pardon theejand as neere as thou can ft, tell me 
What faici Lewis to our letters? 

edMef. Ac my departurcthefe were his verie worcles* 

Go tell falle Edward , thy fuppofed King, 

1 hat Lewis of Frauiice is fending ouer Maskers , 

T oreucllit with him and his new bride. 

Eu.. IsLewis fo braue?belike lie thinkes me fienry. 

But what/aide Lady r Bona to the/e wrongs? (fliortly, 

Mtf Fell him(quoth ihe)in hope hee’l prouc a widdowet 
lie weare the willow garland for his iake 3 

Ed. She had the wrong indeedjfhe could fay Iitlc lcfTe: 
But what faid Hinriss Quecne ? for as I heare fhc was then in 
place. 

Mcf Tell him(qudth fhe)my mourning weedes be donet 
And J am rcadieto put armour on. 

Ed. Then belike fhc meanes to plaie the t/fmazjeit. 

But what laid Watyoitk? to thefe iniuries? 

Mcf, He more incenfed then the ref! my Lord, 

T til him(qtidih he)that he hath done me wrong. 

And therefore lie vnerowne him er’t be long. 

i*Ha,Durll the traitour breath out fuch proud words? 
But! w ill a*me me to preuent the worff. 
but w bar, is Warwick? friends with eJMargaret? 

Mef. 1 my good Lord,chey are fo linkt in fticndfhippc^ 



7 orke t and Henric the fixt. 

That young Prince £ dvvard marries Warvvickfs daughter. 

(Jla.1 he eider?belike Clarence fhall haue the younger? 

AH you that loue me,and Warwick j, follow me. 

£ xit Clarence .and Sommerfit. 
Sd Clarence Sommer/tt,fled to Warwick?. 

What fate you brother Richard, will you ftand to vs? , 

gio. ],my Lord, in defpight of all that fhal with (land youe 
For why hath nature made me halt down right. 

But that J fhould be valient and flandto it?. 

For if! would, I cannot run away. 

£d. Penbrookg,go raifean armic pre/ent'Iy, 

Pitch vp my Tcntjfor in thefield this night, 

Iraeane to reft ; and on the morrow morne, 

He march to meet proud Warwick ?, ere he land 
Tholeftragling troopes,which he hadi got in Fraunce: 

But ere I goc <Jdt ontague and Hastings, 

Von of all the reft are neercfl aired 
In bloud to Warwtckfifaertoic tell me, if 
You fauour him more then me,or not? 

Spcakerrulie,for 1 had rather haue you open enemies. 

Then hollow friendes. 

Mon . So God hclpe Montague , as he proues true. 

H*ft . And Haflings , as he lauours £dwards caufe. 

£d.h lhall fufficetcome dien,lcts march away. 

Exeunt Omnes . 

Snter Warwick?, and Oxtnford,with Souldiers. 

War.T ruft me my Lords, all hitherto goes well, 
f he common people by numbers 1 warrne to vs. 

But lee where Sommerfct and Clarence comes, 
opeake fuddcnly my Lords, are we all friends. 
ow.Feare not that my Lord. 

War. Then gentle Clarence welcome vnto Warwick ?, 

And welcome Sommerjet. I hold it cowardife, 
reft miftruftfull, where a noble heart: 
rj, P aun ^ an °p c n hand, in figne ofloue. 

e might I diinke that Clarence, Edwarrds brother, 
were but a faigngd friend to our proceedings: 

£ i* But 
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But welcome fweete Clarence, my daughter ftia'be thine, 
And now what reftes but tn nightes couercurc, 

Thy brother being careiefly encampr, 

Jiis Souldicrs lurking in the towne about, 

And but attended by a fimple guarde. 

We may furprite and take him at our plcaniret 
OurSkoutes haue found the aduenture verie eafiej 
Then cry King Henrie , with refolued miades. 

And breake we prefcntly into his tent. 

Cla. Why then lets on our way in iilent fort. 

For Warwick? and his friends.God and Saint George. 

War. This is his Tent, and fee where his guard doth Uaiid. 
Coutage my Souldiers.now or nener, 

Jjut follow me now, and Edward (hall be outs, 

eAil. A Warwick ?* a Warlike- 

^Alarmes. and Ghfier and Hafiings flies. 

Oxf. Who goes there? , . 

WarWcnr, d and K afiingesM them go : here is the Duke. 
Edw. The Duke, why Warwick, when wc parted lad, 
thoucnldft me King? 

War. T .but the cale is altred now. 

When you difgraft me in my Embaflage, 

Then I difgraft you from beingKing, 

And now am cometo create you Pukeofi 
Alaffe how Should yougouerne any Kmgdome, 

That kno wes not how to vfc Embafladours, 

Nor how to vie your brothers brotherly. 

Nor how to fhrowd your fclfc from enemies. 

£V,iv. Well WarWitkM Fortune doc her worlt, 
Edward in tninde willbearc himfelfe aKing. 

War. Then for his minde.be Edward Englauds King, 
But Henrie now (hall weare the EnglifK Crowne. 

Goc conuey him to our brother Archbyfhop of TerKA 
And when 1 haue fought with Tenbrooke, and his followers, 
lie come and tell tb.ee what the Lady 'Bona fayes: 

And fo for a while; fate well good Duke ot York ? • , 

Exeunt fime with Edwatit' 




T orfoy <wd Henrie the fixt. 

Cla . What folio wes now, all hitherto goes well, 
gut we mull difpatch fonie letters to Frauncc, 

To tell the Queene of our happy fortune, 

And bid her come with (peede to ioy nc with vs. i 
Vidor. I,thats the fir ft thing that wc haue to doe. 

And free king Henrie from imprifonment. 

And fee him leatcdin his regaii throne. 

Come, let vs hade away, and hauing pad tliefc cares, 
llepoli to York?* and fee how Edward fares. 

Exeunt ontnes. 

Enter (ft fter,Haftings,and ft* William Stan!)'. 

Glo . Lord Haftmgs , and fir Witlum Stanly , 

Know, that the cauic I lent for you is this, 
llooke my brother with a {lender traine. 

Should come a hunting in this Fnrreft heerej 
The Bifliop oi York betrendes him much, 

Andletshim vlehis plealure in the chafe: 

Now I haue pnuily lent him word. 

How I am coiiic with you to refeue him. 

Andfeewhercthe Huntfman and he doth comer 

Enter Edward and a Huntfman. 

Hmf. This way my Lord the Deere is gone. 

Ed. No this way Huntfman, fee where the Keepers ftand. 
Now brother and the reft, 

What,are you prouided to depart? 

Glo. 1,1, the horfe ftandcs at the Parke corner. 

Come to Lit intend fo take (Hipping into E launders . 

Eet. Come then .• Waitings and Stanlie, 

1 will requite yourloues, Byfhop farewell, 

Shceld thee from Warwicks frownest 
And pray that 1 may repo flefle the Crowne. 

Now Huntfman what will you doe? 

Hmf. Marrie my Lord, I thinkc I had as good 
Goe with you, as tarry heere to be hangde. 

Ed, Come then, lets away with fpeede, 

Extant omx. 
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The Tragedie of Richard TO. of 

Enter the Queene and the Lord “Ritters . 

Ritters. Tell me good Madam, Why is your Grace fo 

pafsionate of late? 

Oueene. Why brother Ritters , heare you not the newest 
Ofthat fuccefleking Edward had oflate? i 1 ;■ 

“Rm. What. ? loflfe offomepitcht battaile againft 
Tufh.feare not faire Queene,but calf thofe cares afide , c 
King Edwards noble mmdc,his honours doth difplay: 

And Warwick « may lofe, though then he got the day. 

Queen. If that were all, my gtiefes were at an endt 
But greater troubles will (I feare)befall. 

Riu. Whatsis he taken prifoner by the foe, 

To the danger of his royall perlon then? 

Queen* lather’s my griefe> King Edward is^rpnid^ 

And led away,as prifon vnto'lorke. 

%ut. The newes is pesfwg Grange,! muft confeflc: 

Yet comfort your felfe, for Edward hath more friends^ 

Then Lancafter at this time mull pcrceiuc; 

That Tome will fet him in his throne agaiuc. 

Queen . God grauntthey may.*but gentle brother come 5 
And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 

Vntill I come vntothe fanftuarie, 

There to preferue the fruice within my wombe. 

King Edwards feed, true heire to £ nglands crownc, 

Enter Edward andKgcbard, and Haflinges With 
a troope of Hollanders* 

Ed. Thus farre from Belgia haue we part the feas, 

And marchtfrom Ttytinfpur hauen vnto York?: 

But foft,the Gates are fruit; T like not this. 

Ttjeb. Sound vp the Drumme, and call them to the wanes. 

Enter the Lord Mater ofTorfe vpon the Walles . , 

*JMaior. My Lordcs,we had notice ofyour coinming. 
And thatsthecaufewe ftand vpon our garde, 

And Quit the G~tes,for to preferueche TovvneS 
Hmie now is King, and we are fworne to him* ^ 

f r jjr. fjy&fmi * 1 * — / 
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rorkty wd Henrie the fixt . 

Ed, Why my Lord Maior, if Henrie be your King, 

Edward I am fur.c at leaft,is Duke of York?? 

Maior* Trueth my Lord, wc know you for no lefle. 

8tk Imue nothing but my Dukcdome. 

I llkh. But when the Foxe hath gotten in his head, 

Heele quickly make the body follow after. 

Haft. Why my Lord Maior, what ftand you vpon points? 
Open the Gates, we are king Henries friendcs. 

Maior % Say you fo,then lie open them prefently* 

Exit cJMaior. 

^.By my faith a wife ftoutCaptaine,5c foane pert waded* 

T he iJYI aior opens the do ire, and fringes the 
Keyes in his hand . 

£d. So my Lord Maior, thefe Gates mud not be fbut* 

But in the time of Warre : Giue me the keyes. 

Whar,feare not man; for Edward will defend the townc 
and you,defpight of all your foes. 

Enter fir Iohn ountgommery with ' 

Drnmme and Souldu rs , 

How now TZjchard, Who is this? 

'Rich, Brother, this is Sir Iohn ountgommery , 

A truftie friend,vnlcftc I be deceiudc. 

Ed* Welcome Sir Iohn, Wherefore come you in armes^ 

Sir Iohn. T o helpe king Edtyard in this time of ftoimes* 

As euery loyall fubieft ought to doe. 

Ed. Thankes braue Mountgommory, 

But I oneiy claime niy Dukedome, 

Vntill it pleafe God to fend thee reft. 

Sir Iohn. Then fare you well. Drum ftrike vp and let vs 
March away : I came to feme a King and not a Duke. 

Ed. Nay ftay Sir Iohn, and let vs ftrft debate. 

With what feairitie we may doe this thing. 

Sir Iohn. What ftand you on debatingrto be briefe* 

Except you prefently proclaime your felfe our King, 

He hence againe, & keepe them backe that come to fticcour 
you ; why fihould wc figh^when you pretends no title/ 

G. ‘Rielu 
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*Rich. Fie brother, fie, ftande youvpon tearmes? 

Refolue yourfelfe,andlcrvs claimethe Crowne. 

Ed. I am refolude once more to claime the Crowne, 

A nd win it too,or eljfc to Jofe my life. 

Sir I obn. [ now my Soueraignc ipeakes like himfelfe, 

And now will I be Edwards Champion, 

Sound TrumpetSjfor EdWwd fhalbe proclaymdc. 

Edward the fourth by the grace of God, King of England and 
Fraunce,and Lord of Ireland > 

And whofoeuer gainfayes king Edwards right. 

By this [ challenge him to fingle fight? 

Long line Edward the fourth. 

tAll : Long line Edward the fourth. 

Ed.Wc thankeyou all. Lord Maiordead on the way, 

For this night weelc harboure heerin York#, 

Andthen asearlie as the morning funne, 

Liftesvp his bcamesaboue thisHotifon, 

Weelc march to London, to meete with Warwick#, 

And pull falfe Henrie from the Regall throne. 

Enter Warred k# and Clarence .with the Crown eland then 
king Henrie, and Oxford, and Summerfit, and the 
young Ear It of ‘Richmond. 

King. T hus from the Prifon to this princely feate. 

By Gods great mercies ami brought againe; 

Clarence and Warwick# do you keepe the Crowne, 

And gouerne and proteft my Realme in peace. 

And I will fpend the Remnant of my dayes, 

T o finnes rebuke, and my creators prayfe. 

War. What anlweres Clarence to his SoueraigneswilP 

Cla. Clarence agrees to what king Henrie likes. 

King. My Lord of SommerJet ,\\ hat prettie Boy is that, 

. You leeme to be fo carefull of? 

Sam. And it pleafe your Grace, it isyoung Henrie, 

Earle ot Richmond. .<•, i 

King. Henrie of Richmond, Come hitherpretticLadcie, 
ifheaueuly powers doe aiiue aright 



York?, and Henrie the jixt. 

To my dimming t hough tes, thou prettie boy, 

Shalt proue this Couutries blifle, 

Thy head is made to weare a princely Crowne, 

Jhy lookes arc all repleat with MaieftieJ 
Make much of him my Lordes. for this is he, 

Shal helpe you more, then you are hurt by. me. 

Enter one with a letter to TKarWick#. 

War. What counfell Lords? Edward from 'Belgia, 

With haftie Cjermaines and blunt Hollanders, , 

Is pad in fafctic through the narrow fess. 

And with histroopcs do martch amaine towards London* 
And many giddie people follow him. 

Oxf. Tis bell to looketothis betimes, 

For if this fire doe kindle any further, 

It will be hard for vs to quench it out- 
War. In Warwick# (hire I hauc true harted friendcs. 

Not mutinous-in peace, yet bold in warre, 

Them will I muller vp,and thou fonne Clarence flialc 
In Elfex,Suffolke,Norfolke,and in Kent, 

Stirrevp the Knights and Gentlemenco come with thee. 

And thou brother Montague, in Lcifter fhire, 

Buckingham and Northampton fhire fhalt finde. 

Men well inclinde todoo what thou commaund*, 

And thou braue Oxford wondrous well belou’d, 

Shalt in thy countries mufier vp thy friends. 

My foueraigne with his louing Citizens, 

Shall reft in London till we come to him. 

Faire Lordes, take leaue and ftand not. to replied 
Farewell my Soueraigne.. 

King, Farewell my Hcftor , my Troyes true hope. 
FFar.FarewellRveete Lordes,lcts meete at Couentrie, 
tAli Agreed. Exeunt Omnes, 

Enter Edward and his traine . 

Ed. Seafe on the Ihamefaft Henrie , 

Aud once againe conuay him to the Tower, 

Gz. fcvnf 
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Away with him,l will not heare him fpeake. 

And now towards Couentrie lets bend our courfe, 

To meet with Wa/VVickf , and his confederates. 

Exeunt 6mmi. 

Enter FVarvvic^e on the Walks. 

PT^r.Where is die poff that came from valient Oxford? 
How far hence is riiy Lord, my honeft fcllowe/ 

Ox.? oft . By this at Daintne parching hidierward. 
War*\\hz re is pur brother Montague ? 

Where is the poll that came from cJd'lontaguef 
Pcft. I left him at Don/more , with his troopes. 

P* ay Somme' field, where is my louelng fonne/ 

And by thy gefle^how farre is Clarence hence? , 
Som.ht Southam my Lord, I left him vvidi his force, 

And do expeft him two howers hence. 

H^rtThen Oxford is at hand,I heare his drum. 

Enter Edward find his po'Wer. 

(flo.Sec Brother where the furly Warwick? mans die wall. 
War. Oh vnbid fpightris fpottull Edward come? 

Where flept our feoutes? or how are they feducM/ 

7 hat we could haue no newes of dieir repaired 

Ed * Now iVanvic\e jWih thou be forie for thy faultes, 

And call King, and he will pardon thee/ 

J^r.Nay radier wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 
ConfefTe whofet thee vp.and puld thee downe.* 

Call W ar'Wicke patron and, be penitent. 

And thou /halt bill remainethe Duke of York?* 

Ojk' I had thought at Icaft he would haue laid the King, 
Or did lie make the ieafl againll his will/ 

War.Twzs Vf^arwtcke^wo, the kingdome to thy brother# 
<5^. Why then ti$ mine, if but by VVarwickes guife. 

War A but thou art no aMtlas for fo great a waiglit, 

And weakling Warwick? takes his guift againe, 

Hcnrk is my king: Warwicke his fubieft. 

EdA prethee gallant Warwee ke tell me this, 

What is die bodie,when the head is off) 



Yorkejand Herne the fixt • 

Clo. Alas that Warwicke had no more foefighc. 

But while he fought to ffeale the fingle ten* 

The king was finely fingred from the decker 
Youleftpoorei#ctfr/tfin theBifhops pallace. 

And ten to one y oule meet him in the T ower. 

£^/.Tis euen fo,and yet you are ould Warwicke Bill, 
v ^r.Ocheerfull colloursdce where Oxford c omes/ 

Enter Oxford with drum and fouldicrs , and all 

crie Oxford \ Oxford for Lancafier. Exeunt • 

Ed . The gates are open, fee, they enter in, 

Lets follow them, and bid them battailein theflreetes. 

^ Nojfofome other might fee vpon our backes, 

Wee’l ftay till all be entred,and then follow them. 

Enter Sommer ft with drum andfouldiers m 
SomSommerfet fiimmerfetf or Lancafier . Exeunt. 

(jlo.T wo of thy name both Dukes of Sommerfct, 

Haue fould their liues vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

And thou fhalt be the third,and my fword hold. 

Enter zJM ont ague, with drum and fonldiers, 

Morj.sJdL ont ague ^Montague for Lancaster* Exeunt . 

£^.Traicerous Montague , thou and thy brother. 

Shall deerlie abie this rebellious atte. 

Enter flarencc 3 \vith drum and fouldiers , 

War. And loe where (jeorge of Clarence along, 

Of power enough to bid his brother battaile. 

Cla, Clarence , Clarence for Lancafier. £ xeunt • 

Ettu Brute, wilt thou ftab Cafar too- 
A parlie firrah to Cjcorge of Clarence,. 

Sound a Parlie >and Richrrd and (flannce whiff ers together, 
and then Clarence takes his red Rofe out of his 
Hat and throwes it at Warwicke . 

^r.Corne Clarence y c ome,thou wilt ifWarWdcke call, 
C&.Father of WarwickeMnow you what this meanes? 

* throw mine infamie at thee, 
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v The Tragedie of Richard D.ef 

I wilnot ruinate my fathers houfe, 

Who gaue his bloud to lime the (tones together: 

And fet vp Lancaster* Thinkeftthou 
That C lienee is fo harfh vnnaturail, 

T o lift his fword againft his brothers life/* 

And fo proud hearted Warwick? I defie thee. 

And to my brothers turne my blufhing chcekes: 

Pardon me£Wttw*4for I hauc done amiffc. 

And Richord,d o not frawne vpon me, 
for hence forth I will prouc no more vneonftant. 

Ed. Welcome Clarence , and ten times more welcome* 
•yhen if thou neuer hadil deferued our hate* 

(^.Welcome good Qarence$\\s is brotherly. 

War. Oh pafsing traitour,permrdejaad vniuft. 

Ed . Now Warwick?, wilt thou leauc the T owne & fight? 
Or fhall we beate the (tones about thine earcs? 

War. Why, l am not coopt vp heere for defence, 

I will away to Hamel prefently, 

And bid theebattaile Edward> if thou- dare ft. 

Ed. Yes Warwick?, he dares,and leades the way, 

Lords to the field, faint George And vi&oric. 

Exeunt Omneu 

\ 

\ 

sAliYwuyand then enter Warwick?>wontfdtd. 

War .\ h whoisniVCome to me friend, or foe. 

And cell me who is viftor^arfeor Warwick?? 

Why aske I chat? my mangled bodie (hewes. 

That I muft yeeld my bodie to the eardi^ 

And by my fall the conqueft to my foes: 

Thus yeeldes die Cedar to the axes edge, 

Whofe armes gaue (belter to the princely Eagles 
Vnder whofe fhade the ramping Lion flept 3 
Whofe top braunch ouerpeerM lows fpreading tree: 

The wrinckles in my browes^iow fild with bloud,. 

Were likened oft to Kingly fepulchers, 
for who liu’d King but I could dig his grauc? 

And who durft fmile, when Warwick? bent his brow? 



william Shakespeare Henry VI. Part 3 (stc 21006a) LONDO 



Tcrke y and Henrie the fixt. 

lot now my gloric fmeerd in duft and bloud, 

My parkes,my walkes,my mannours that I had, 
j-uen now forfake me, and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me, but my bodies length. 

Enter Oxford^and Sommer fet. 

0#.Ah Warwick, y'p r armcke , cheere vp thy felfeand liue, 
For yet thereshope enough to win the day. 

Our warlike Queene with croopesis come from Fraur.ce, 

And at Soutk-hamyton landed all her trainc. 

And mighteft thou liuc,then would we neuerflie. 

War. Why, then I would not flie,nor haue I now’. 

But Hercules himfelfe mud yeeld to ods. 

For many woundes recciu’d and many moerepaide, 1 
Hath robd my ftrongknit finewes of their ftrength, 
Andfpiteoffpites needesmuft I yeeld to death. ^ 

Sm. Thy brother eJMontague hath breathd his laft. 

And at the pangs of death I heard him one, 

Andfaie, commend me to my valient brother. 

And more he would haue faide,and more he faide 5 ' 

Which founded like a clamour in a vaultc, 

That could notbediHinguiflit for the foundc, 

Andfo the valiant Montague gaue vp the ghofl:. 

War.W hat is pompc,ruIe,raigne,'but earth and duft? 
And liue we how we can,y et die we muft. 

Sweet reft his foulcjflie Lords, and faue yourfelues. 

For Warwick^ bids you all fare wcll 3 to meet in Heaucn. 

He dies. 

Off- Come noble Summtrfet, lets take our Horfe, 

And cauferetraice be founded through the Campe, 

I hat all ourfriendesthae yet remaine aliuc. 

May be avvarn’d, and faue them fclucs by flight, 
f hat done.with them wecle poft vnto the Qucenc, - 
nd once more trie our fortune in the fielde. Sx.ambo. 

pf'' 7ter Edwar d,Clarencc,and (jloftrtyith fouldkrs. 
cd. Thus ftill our fortune giues vs viftorie, 
girts our temples With crimphant ioyes. 

The 







TheT ragcdie of Richard Z> . of 

The bigbooncJ Warwick? hathbreathde hislaft. 

And heauen this day hath fmlde vpon vs all, ' .j 

But in this cleere and brightfome day, 

I fee a blacke fufpitious cldude appeare 
That will encounter with our glorious funne 
Before he gaine his eafefull wefterne beames, 

I mcane thofe powers which the Queene hath got in Fraunce^ 
Are landed,andmeane once more to menace vs. 

Glo. Oxford and Sommerfet are fled to her, 

And tis likelie if fhe haue time to breath, 

Her faftion will be full as flreng as ours. 

£d. We are aducmfde by ourlouiug friends, 

That they do holde their courfe towardes Tewxburic: 
Thither will we, for willingneffe rids way, 
n dmeueriecountieaswepaflfe along. 

Our ftrcngthesfhall be augmented. Come, lets goe; 

For if we fl icke this fairc bright Summers daie, 

Sharpe Winters fhowers will marre our hope for haie. 

Exeunt omnet* 



Enter the Queene, Prince £ dward, O xford> & Sum - 
merfet,Veith c Drumme gr Sonldiers .. 

Quee. Welcome to England, my louing friends of Fiance* 

A rid welcome Somwerfet and Oxford too. 

Once more haue we fpread our Sailes abroad: 

And though our tackling be almoftconfumde. 

And rrarvvick? as our maine-Mafl: ouerthrowne. 

Yet warlike Lord'es.raife you that fturdie poft, 

That beares the failes to bring vs vnto reft. 

And Ned and 1 as willing Pilots fhould 

For once with carefull mindes guide on the flerne, 

T o beare vs through that dangerous gufe, 

T hat heretofore hath fwallowed vp our triendes, 

Prince* And if there be,as God forbid there (hould, 
Amongft vs a timerous or fearefull man. 

Let him depart before theBattaile ioyne. 

Lead: he in citne ofnecd intile another. 

And fo withdraw the Souldiers harts from vs. .. 



Torke,A»d Renrie the fixt. 

1 will not (land aloofe and bid you fight, 

But with my fword prefle in the thickeft throngs, 

And fingle Sdward from his ftrongett guarde: 

And band to hand, enforce him for to yeelde, 

Orleaue my bodie as witnefleof ray thoughtes. 

Ox. Women and Children of fo high refolue? 

And warriours faint,why twcrc perpetual! fhames 
Ohbraue young prince, thy noble Grandfather 
Doth liue againe in thee i long mayeft thou liue. 

To beare his Image,and to renew his glories. 

Som. And he that turnes and flies when futh do fight. 
Let him to bed, and like the Owleby day. 

Be hift and wondred at, if he arife* 



Enter a Meftengtr. 

Mf.My Lords, Duke Edward witfi a mightie power, 
lsmarching hitherwards to fight with you : 

Ox, 1 thought it was his joollkieto take vs vnprouided, 
but hcere will vve ftand,and nght it tothedeath. 



Enter king £dward,Cla.Glo,Hoft-. andfeuldiers. 

Sd . See btoefaets, yonder (bands the thornic wood, 

Which by godsafifbance and your provyeffe, 

Shall with our swordes ye night,be clcanecut downe. 

Quee. Lords, Knightes, and Gemlemen,whatl (hould fay. 
My teares gain fay : for as you (ee,I drinke 
The water qfmine eies.Then.no more but this, 

Hmrie your king is prifoner in the Tower, 

His land and all our friends arc quite diflreft. 

And yonder (bands the Wolfe that makes all this. 

Then on Gods name,Lords together cric. Saint Georgt, 

All. Saint (fleorge for Lane after. 



Akmts to dye Tdatt dale, Yorke flies, then the Chambers beds/char » 

■ gcd.Then enter the Kfng,Cla. Gk.andthe reft, and make A 
great flout, and trie? For York?, for Torke: and then 
the Queene is taken, the ‘Trwce,Oxforcl^wd 
Sum. & thenJound,& enter all again t* 

H. £dm 






T he Tvdgedi'e of. ’Richard D.ef 

£dw .to heere a puiodGHwmuUuousbroiles, 

Away wud Oxford , to harries C . altie itraight, 

Tor Summer jit, i>& wuhhis guuue head; ■■ 

AvV ay,i wiu aoc tiearetnein ipeakc. . „ 

O^.rot uiy part'ite x»bc.i£ou»ic thcc vviui wptd^s. . 

G . ' : • ■ £xu Oxford. 

Sow . Nor iybut fteope with patience to my death. 

£xu Scmmcrfit 

Ed. Now £ award, w’i lat fatisfaftion eanfl: thou make, 

For iiirti'le v > iifipiuBjefts coiebetiion? , . 

Ar.ftctOpeake,likea LuDit6\pi«ua ambitious Yorke, 
Sappoie mat j ampo-w my lathers moucu, 

oe thy chant: and where l itand,kuteic thou, 

Vv nUelt i propoie the lelte.Same wooids to thee,- 
Yy iiich traitour tnou,wouldft iiaue me aniwate to. 

Otice.Qft jtiiat thy tacikrbad binio reiolii’d. 

C/o. i nacyou might iiili hade kept your petticoate, 

Anti nere hayc itolne t he hr e ec h l r 0 m Lmcajtir. 

‘r.rnce. Let-L^p table ifcsa winters night, 

JliscurtiaviWd.es lorteshot with chis place. 

t./a.By i.eaueii,i>rat He plague you tor that word. 
f -.w^thoti- waii borne to be a plague to men. 

Ljlu.toi Gods Lkc take away this captmc ieold. • 

Tw«.Nay takeaway this holding (Jrooktbacke rather,. 
LAl'eace wiitull boy s or 1 will tame your tongue. 

Vntutered Lad,thou art tonia.aptrt. 

Ermie.l know my dutie ,y ou arc all vndutrt , 

Jlafciuious £aw«rd,znd thou periur’d (forge, ■ r 

And thou imlhapen.D.cfc,Ittll you all, 

l am your better, traitours as you be. ^ 

edfi ake that, the lightnes ot ihis-raylcr heerc. 
j££pte.Oh kill me too. ^]ic 

• Ta HoiTxu^fd,hoW,iot we haue done to much akea- 
Glo. Why fhould ihe hue to fill the woride with w • 
£d. What doth ihe lwound/make mcanes tor her 
Gio.(,btme,excuie me co the King my brother, t 

J mult to London,on a ieubus matter, j re 

<1- , . *». .i • • ' . 
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forte, add Hwrie the fixt. tv • 

grt you come there, you fhall heare more newes. 

fd rhrr™Sn^Vlawcr,Il= root. 

ffime, Ah AW,fpeake to thy Mother boy. 

An thou canft not fpeake, . 

Traitours, Tyrants, blouddic Homicides: 

They that tlabd C<efar fhed no bloud at all, 

For he was a man, this in reipeft a chdd p ; 

And men nere fpend their furie on a childe; 

Whats worie then tirant, that 1 may naaic. 
you haue no children Diuells-, if you had. 

The thought of them, would then haue hope your r g. 

Butifyou euer hope to haue a lonne, _ 

Jooke in his youth to haue him fo cut olt, 

Astraitours you haue done thisfwect youngPntice. 

Ed. Away, and beare her hence, . _ 

O^.bJay.nere beare tne hencc,difpatch me heic, 
Heereflicath thy fword,Ile pardon thee my death. 

Wilt thou not? 

Then Clarence, do thou do it. : , r 

Cla. By heauen I would not do thee fo much ealc. 
_£V.Good CLrcnce do.f.vcct Clarence kill me too. 
ADidft not thou heare me fweare 1 would not do it. 
%e.I,but thouvfefl to forfwcare thy felte 9 
T was finite beforc,but now r.is charitie. , 

Wheres the Diuells butcherfhard fauoutd 'Rcchara 3 
Kichard where art thou? . . . 

He is not heere, Murder is. his almes deed. 

Petitioners for bloud, he nere put backe. 

fd.Awav I faie.ahd take her hence per iorce, 
^uet.So come to you and yoursjas to this prince.^^ 

Ed\v .Clarence , whi thei! s G tester gone? 

CkMarrie my Lord to London 1 geu^ 

To makea bloudie fuppetin the Tower. 

£d.He is fuddaine,ifa thing come in his head* 
Welljdifcharge the common Sofildiers with pay j 

' " (Hb 



And 
















TbtTrugtdie $f Richard D.ef 

And thaakcs^and row let vs towardes London* 

To iec our gentle Qucenc how fhe poth fare, 
for by this(lhopc)ihehath a Sonne for vs« 

ExcmOmn** 

«■; 'V ■ ' r ' : -v • \\ • !/: 

Enter G letter to King Hemic in the T otycr. 

Glo . Good day wy Loro. Wh^cat your Booke fohardf 
Hen. 1 my good Lord. Lord Lfhould fay ,racherj 
Ti> finne co hatter, good was little better. 

Good ^/e/Z^and good Diuell,wcre all alike. 

What IceneofDeath hath Kojins now to aft? 

(jio. Sulpition aJ wayes hauntes a guiltie mindc. 

Heh . The birdc once innde,doth feare the fatall bu(h, 
And I the hapleile made to one poore birde, 

Haue now the fatall obieft in mine eye. 

Where my poore young was limde,was caught and kilde. 

C jlo . Wny what a toole was that of Greece? 

That taught his fonne the office of a.Birde, 

Andyetfor all that,the poore Fowle was drowne. 

Hen. I Declaim, my poore fonne Icarus, 

Thy father Mmos , that deni Je our courfe. 

Thy brother Edward, theSunne that fearde his winges, 
And thou ebeenuious Gulfcthat fwallowcd him. 

Oh betterxan my brett abide thy daggers poynt, 

Then can mine cares that tragike hdtoric. 

Glo . Why, dolt thou thinke I am an executioner? 

Hen* A periecuter I am furc thou art; 

And ifmurdermg Innocences be executions, 

T hen I know thou arc an executioner*. 

Cjlo. Thy fonne 1 kilde for his prefuroptioru 
Hen . Had’d thou bin kilde when firft thou didft prefume, 
Thou hadftnoc liude tdkdl a fonne of mine: 

And thus I prophefie of thee; 

That many a Widdo wfor her Husbands deaths 
And many an Infants water (landing eye, 

Widdo wes for their husbartdes, children for their fathers; 
Shall curie the time that euer thou were borne* 

Tkc Ovvlc fhrike at thy birth; an euiU figne* 
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T orke , rud H writ the Jlxt. 

The night-Crow cride,aboding lucklefle tunc. 

Podges houide,and hidious cempeftes Ihooke down* trees, 
Thcltaucn rookt her on the Chimnies top. 

And chatrering Pics indifraall dil'cord lung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought foorth lefle then a mothers hope,* 

To wit, an vndigeft created lumpe, 

Not like the fame of fuch a goodly cree; 

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne, 
Tofignifie thou camit to bite the worldet 
And it the reft be true that I haue heard, 

Thou camft into the world Hefiabs hint* 

Glo.P'ie Prophet in thy fpeach,l!e hearc no more. 

For this, amongli the reft, was i ordaindc, 

Htn.l and tor much more 11 a ugh ter after this, 

0 God forgiuc my finncs,and pardon thee. He diet. 

Glo. What/ will the afpyring blood of Lwcafler 
Sinke into the ground?I had thought it would haue mounted 
Sec how my fword weepes for the poore Kings death. 

Now may fuch purple teares be si way es fhed, 

Forluch as feeke the downefall of our houfc. 

If any fparke of life remaine in thee, 

Stab be him agaitte. 

Downe,downe to hell, and Coy I lent thee thither. 

Ithat haue neither pittie,loue,nor feare: 

Indeed twas true that Hemic tolde me of. 

For 1 haue often heard my mother fay. 

That 1 came into the worlde with my legges forward: 

And had I not reafon thinke you to make hade. 

And feeke their ruines that vlorpt our rights’ 

The women wept, and the Midwife cridc, 

0 Iefus blefle vs, he is borne with teeth. 

And fo I wasindeed : which plaincly lignifidc, 

That I fhould fnarle and bite, and play the dogge. 

Then fince Heaucn hath made my body fo. 

Let Hell make„etookt my minde,to anfvvere it. 

1 had no father; 1 am like no father. v 

l haue no brother; 1 am like ao brothers. 

H 3 . And 
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T he 'Trngedicof Richard V.of 

And this word X^vvhich graybeardcs tearmc diuinel 
Be refident in -men like one another* 

And not in me; I am my felfe alone. 

Clarence beware, thou keptft me from tnc light: 

But 1 will fort a pitchic day for thee. 

For I will buz abroad fuch prophefics* 

As Edward (ball be fearefulll of his life s 
And then to purge his fcare,lle be thy death. 

Henrie and his Ion ne are gone, thou Clarence next® 

And by one and one>I will difpatch the refly 
Counting my felfe but bad, till I bebefto 
Iledragge thy body in anotherroomc, > 4 

And triumph H nq in thy day of doome, ^ 



Enter King Edward.. Queene ElizAbeth, anda Nurfe 
With theyeung Prince, arid Clarence,and 
Id dSi inges. ,ond others, 

EAv.Ooccmore we fit in Englandesroyall thro:ie 8 
cpurcbafdc with the blood of enemies, 

What valiant foe-men like to Autumn come, 

Haue we mow’d dovvnein tops of all their pride? 

Three Di kes of Summerfet , three folde renowmd, 

For hardie and vndoubted. champions. 

Two Cliffords, as the father and the fonne: 

And two r i\orthiimberlandiSi\\n braucr men 
Here fpurd their courfers at the trumpets f« un d* 

Wth them the two rough B.eaies,Wh»wc^< £c Montagu , 
That in their chaines fettered the kingly Lion, 

And made the forreft tremble when they roard/ 

Thus haue wefwept fufpitionfrom ouifeate, 

Andmadeourfootefloolcoffecuritie.. i 

Gome hither 'Sip, and let me kiiTemy Boy, 

Young Ned, for thee, thine Vncles and my felfe* 
Haue in our Armours watcht the Winters night, 
JVlartcht all a foote in Summers .folding heat,. 



. 
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T orke t and Henrie the Jfxt . 

That thou mighttt repoffelfe the crowne in peace, 

Aod of our labours thou ilialt icape the game. 

Qlo . He blait his harueft and your head were layde, 
for yet 1 am not lookt on m the worlde. 

This Snoflider was ordaiude io thicke,to heaue, 

And heaue ltfliall Ionic waight,ot breake my backet 
Worke thou the way,and thou fhalt execute. 

Eaw. (hre nee , and UloBer,louc iny louely Queene, 

And kiilc your Princely N ephe w,brocht is both. 

Cla. The ductie that 1 owe vnto your Maicllie, 

I fcale vpon the rofiatc hppes of tins iweete Babe. 

Queen. Thankcs nobie Ctateacc, worthy brothci thankes, 
gio. And thac I loue the ffuite irom whence thou fprangft, 
Wltnelfe the louing k'fle I giue the chilre. 

To fay the tructh, lo ludas kift his Mai! ter: 

And lo he cride, All ha.lej and meant all harme. 

Edward. Now am i leated a» my louie deliglucs, 

Hauing my Countries peace, and brothets ioues. 

'Cla. What will your Grace haue done with eJHargontf 
Reward her rachcr to the king of Frounce s. 

Hath paund the Cyfi Is and hwpkm. 

And hither haue tney lent it for herranfbtne. 

£dW, Away with her, and waft her hence to Frounce* 

And now what red es,but that we ipend the time. 

With if a cel y triumphes,and tnirthtull comicke ihewes, 

Such as b. fits the plealurcs of the Court, 

Sound Drummesand r rumpccsiiarewell to fower annoy B 
lor here I hope, begins our tailing ioy. 

Exeunt omnest 
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reader. Newes. 

m \k *'•" \\\ .vV- vr*- v l ; • 

Ter nail reader y ou haue he'ere a new 
flay , /4/W the Stage , 

, ne uer clapper-claw d with the palmes 
of the vulger , .fiTl-of 



i? ; 7 1 3 ^ /* r «« S 'V / 7 ' 

]tt allthofe grand cenfors , that now fit ; ,v /?«•* 
unities , flock to them for~the maine grace of thet* 
fjmties : especially this aufhors Co; fninedies , >***« 
'Mridtothe Itfp r„ r-..^r ,7 



%( UC j? a . dexteritte,andpower of witte, that ti fmoB 
uflcafedmt h P/ayes, are pie, ah d with his Commedies. 
vtodallfuch dull and heauy-witted worldlings, as were 
mr capable of the witte of a Commedfrfcommin? h 
mf hem f° Hs reprefentations , haue found thtt 
me there that they naieg found in them f clues , . J 
Reported better wittied then the fcaM feelin g 
f v P on the ™ > ™or.e then euer 1he> 

tZ/f fu i W T * m bU Com»edies v that { hey ‘ 

* be borne in that 
Juthat brought forth Venus. AmongH all there is 
2»orew my then this : And had 'i tinje I would ■ 
nt v P 6nit > though I know it needs not, (for fa 

fF % much v 






/ 




1 






! 'T ' 



mmam 












HP; Sl 






ill 



liil 






mm i h ii 



l;ii 



.j 'i|T j 'vi,; -j; 

IlSSI? 

m . i It : j : 






If 1 



i 






ii; 















T;HE EPISTLE, 
much as will make you thinke your tefterne veil be* 
(loved) but for fo much worthy euen poore l homo be 
(luft in it. It defer ties fueh a labour , as well as the bell 
Commedy in T crcnce or Plautus . And beleeutthis , 
that when hee is gone and his Comtne dies out of J ale , 
you will fcr amble for them , and fet vp a new Bnglifa 
jnquifition. Take this for a xearmng.and at fheperril 
of your pk Cures iM^Iudgments, refufenot nor 
(the this the le(fe, for not being ft fed, with tbcfmdj 
breath of the multitude ♦, but than he fortune for the 
(cape it hath made among} you . Since by them* 
;Uf poffeffors wills ibekeue you fhoujd haue pray d for tjm. 
'V rather then beene prayd. And fo I leaue A -lfuc I® fee 
puydfor ( for the fates of their wits healths ) 

1 * that will not praife it' 

Vale. 
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The hiftory of Troylut 
and Crtfliicla: 



Enter Pandarus <wd’TroyIus, 



frtj. All hecre my varlet, He vnatme againe, 

V-'Why fhould Iwarre without the walls of Troy* 
Thatfinde fuch cruell battell here within. 

Each Troyan that is maider ofhis heart. 

Let him to fiel d Troyliu alas hath none, 
fan. Will this oeere ncre be mended? 

Troy. The Greeks are firong and skilful! to their ftrcagtii 
Fitrce to their skill, and to their ficrcenefle val iant , 

Butlam wcakerthen a womans teare; 

Tamer then fleepejfonder then ignorance, 

Lefle valiar.t then the Virgin in the nighr. 

And skillefle as vnpra&iVd infancy: 

Pan. Well, I haue told you enough of this; for my part ile 
not meddle nor make no farther;hce that will haueacakc 
out of the wheate mud tarry thegrynding. 

TV®. Haue I not tarried? 





Troy. Haue ( not tarried? 









Paude. I the boulting;but you mud tarry thelcaueninff, 
TV®/. Still haue I tarried. * 

r ^* to l ^ e l caucn i°g»but hearts yet in the word here- 

1 ter »the kneading, the making of the cake , the heating the 
ouen, and the baking, nay you mud day the cooling too. or 
yea may chance bume vour lippes. 

TV®;. Pacience her felfe, what Godefle ere flic be, 

°th Icfler blench at fuffrancc then I do: 

" l Priams royall rabledo 1 fit 
nd when faire Crejfid comes into my thoughts, 
o trait or then flic comes when flic is thence. 

Well Icokt yeflemight fairer then cuer I faw he* 
any woman els. 

i was about to tell thee when my heart, 

A» - As 




7 be hijlory 

As vs edged with a figh would riuein twaine, 

Lcaft Bettor or my father fhould percciue nice: 

I haue (as when the Sunne doth light a ftornc) 

Buried this figh in wrincie of a fmyle, 

Butforrow that recouchtin feeming -gladncfle,. 

Is like that mirth fateturnes tofuddainefadnelfe. 

And her haire were not fome-what darker then H<1. 
lens, we 11 goto , there were no more companfon betweene 
the women \ but for my part (he is my kinfwoman , ■ would 
not as they tcarme it praifc her , but I would fom-body had 
heard her talke yeftcr-day as I did, I willnot difpraileyoitt 
/fifier Cajfanrlras wit.but- — — 
y Troy'Ol) Pandarus I tell xhtcPandarus, 

When 1 do te l thee there my hopes lie drown’d! 

Reply not in how many iadomes deepe. 

They lie indrench’d;! tell thee I am madder 
In C njfids louc ? thou aofwetft fire is faire, 

Powreii in the open vlcer of my heart: 

Hdr eyes, her haire hercheekc,hev gatr,her voice; 
Handled in chy difeour fe:0 that her hand 
In whofc comparison all whites ate ynke- 

Writing their ownereprochjto whofe foftfeifure, 

The eionets downe is harfb,and fpiiit of fencer 
Hard as the palme of plow-man ;this thou telft me. 

As true Thou telft me when I fay I louc her. 

But faying thus in ftecd ofoyle and balme, 

Thbd' Fayft' in' euefy-gaflt that loue hath giuen mec. 

The kbife that iradedt.- 

Tan: Ifpeake no morethen truth. 

Troy. Thou doft not fpeakefo much. ■ iffhe 

vj: IlcnM meddle in W« her bee as fee « ™e 

bee fa’n et is the better-for her, and fhee bee no , 

mends in her owne hands. ; J . 

T^v.GoodP^'^.how now Pandarus ^ 

Tart: I hauehad mv labcurfor my trauell , - • » 

of her,and ill thought of you , gon betweene and 

with 



^ 



ofTrcylm aha Crejfeida. 

pan. B'caufe fir-, e’s kin to me therefore firce’s not fo faire 
ts /&//<r#,and'fhe were kin to me,{T e would be as faire a Fri- 
day as fallen, is on Sunday, but w hat I ? I care not and fhee 
were a blackeamore, tis all one to im e. 

Troy. Say 1 file is not faire? 

Fan. Ido not care whether you do or no, fhe’s a fool e ro 
flay behindc her father let her to the Greekes, and fo He tell 
her the next time I fee her for my part He meddle nor make 
Homoreith’maiter. 

Troy. P andartts. P an. Not I. 

Troy. SwcetePdndarus. 

Van. Pray you fpeake no more to raee I will leaue all as I 
found it and there an end. Exit. 

Sound alarum. 

Troy. Peace you vn gracious clamors, peace rude founds*. 
Fooles on both fides, £&//:•# mufi needes be faire. 

When with your bloud you daylie paint her thus, 

Icannot fight vpon this argument: 

It is too flaru’d a fubiedi formyfword, 

But P andarus : O gods ! how do you plague me 
Icannot come to Creffilbut by P andar. 

And he’s as teachy to be wood to woe. 

As (he is flubbome,chaft,againfi all fuite. 

Tell me axtf polio for thy Daphues loue 

What Cre^Zdis,whatp4»^/<tr,and what we; "• y : ' 

Her bed is India therc’fhe lies, a pearle,, 

Bitweene our IIium,and where fhee reides 
let it be cald the wild and wandring flood; 

Our lelfe the Merchant, and thisfayhngPW^rj . 

Our doubtfull hope, our conuoy and our barke. 

alarum Enter tineas. 

v£ne. How now prince Troy/w*, wherefore not a field. 

. Truy. Becaufynot therejthis womans anfwer fores, 
forwomanifrric is, to be from thence. 

Whir newes *s£> eas {\ rom the field to day? 
v£»'. That Vans js returned home and hurt, 

Hoy. By whom ^Snea^l 
^et.Troylus by (JVUne/aus. 

, r -^3 Troy. - 





Thehiflory 

Trey. Let bleedtis but a fear to fcorne, 

Parisi sgot*d with Afenelatuhornc. Alarum, 

ts£»e, Harkcwhat good fport is out of townc to day, 
Troy. Better athorne, if would I might weremay: 

But to the Iport abrode are you bound thither? 
ts£ne. Inall fwifehaft. 

Troy. Come goe wee then togither. Exeunt. 

Enter Creflid and her man. 
fief. Who were thofe went by? 

{Jtfag.Queene H ecuha, znd Hello*. 

(ref. And whether goe they? 

UUan.Vp to the Eatterne tower, 

Whofe hight commands as fubieft all theyiile, 

To fee the battell : Hettor whofe pacicnce, 

Is as a vertue fixt, to day was mou’d: 

Hecchid ^Andromache and ftrooke his armorer, 

And like as there were husbandry in warre 
Before the Sunnc rofe,hee was harneft lyte. 

And to the field goeshe; where euery flower 
Did as a Prophet weepe what ltforcfawe. 

In Betters wrath. Cref What washis caufe of anger. 

C^w.Thenoife goesthis,there isamongethcGteeket, 
A Lord of Troian bloud, Nephew to Bettor, 

They call him t Aiax, (ref G^pd; and what of him, 

t. Man. They fay hee is a very man per fe and (lands alone, 
(ref. So do all men vnlefle the are dronkr,ficke,or haueno 

legges. . , . 

Afan.Th'is man Lady, hath rob’d many beads oftneirpn* 
ticular additions, hee is as valiant astheLyon ,churliftas 
the Beare,flowe as the Elephant : a man into whome nature 
hath fo crowded humors, that his valour is crufhc into folly, 
his folly fauccd with dilcretion: there is no man hath a vet- 
cue, that he hath not a gtimpfe o^nor any ma an attaint, « 
he carries fomc ftaine of it.Hec is melancholy without ca'J 
and merry againft the haire, hee hath theioyntsof M c 7 
thing, but euery thing fo out ofioynt , that hee is a g° wtl 
Briarew.mmy h.mds,& novfc; or purblindc 
aadnofighc. 






of Troy Ins and C: ejfedtt. 

fief. But how fiiouid this man that makes me fmile,make 
ffeSor angry. 

(Jl'ao They fay lice yefierday cop’ t Bettor in the battell 
an d (U'oke him do'wne , the difdaine andfhame whereof 
bath euer fince kept Hettor falling and waking. 

Cref. Who comes here. 

Man Macsdatnyour vnclc Pandarsts. 

Cref. Bettors a gallant man. 

Man As may bcin the world Lady. 

Tend Whatsthat?whatsthat? 

Cref. Good morrow vnclc Pandartu. . 

Tan. Good morrow cozen Creffid : what doe you talk? of? 
gcod morrow tA/exanderihow doe you cozen ?when were 
jouatlllum? (ref. Thismorningvncle, 

Pan. What were you talking of when I came ? was Bettor 
arm’d and gon ere yea came to Illiotn , Hellen was not vp 
watlhe? Cref. Hettor was gone but Billen wasnot vo? 
Van. E cnefo, Bettor was ftirring catly. 

(ref That were wee talking of,andof his anger. 

P«k Was heangry? C re f So he faies here. 

IW True hee was fo;l know the caufe to,heele layabout 
him to day l can tel them thar,& ther’s Troy lus wil not come 
fine behind him , Jet them take heede of Troylsu\ { can tell 
them that too. What is he angry too? 

P<i»: Who T royltu ? fjjfius is the better man of the two; 
{ref: Oh Istpiteryhc r s no comparifori. 

P«»; What nofoetweencTroy/ir/ and Bettor} do you know 
Imanifyou’feehim? 

I.ifl euer faw him before and^new him; 
foe: Well Hay Trey Ins is Troyfts: 

C re f Then you fay as I fay, for I am fure hee is not Bettor. • 
P«», No nor Hettor is not Trojlue in fome degrees. 
CrefJmnfito each of them he is himfelfe. 

Pa». Himfelfe, alas poore T royltu I would he werco 
So he it. 

Condition I had gone bare-fbot to India, 

&ef He is not Hettor. 

Himfelfe ? no Phee’a nothintjfelfc, would a werehim- 
. f( " fclfc. 
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felfe,well the Gods are aboue, time muft friend or end well 
7 r oj 'M well,l would my heart were in her bodyj no 
is not a better man then Trofus. 

C re J- Excufeme. Pand, Heis elder. 

Cref. Pardon tr.e,ipardon me. 

<jW.Thothers not eome too’t.you (ball tell me another 
talc when th’others come too’t , Heitor Aral] not hauehis 
will this yeare. 

f'ref He fhall not neede it if be hauc his owne' 

Pond. Nor his qualities. 

Cref. No matter. Pand. Nor his beautie. 

Cref. T would not become him,his o wn*s better. 

Pam You haue no judgement ncece; Hellen her felfc 
fwore th’othcr-day that Troyltu for a biowne fauour ( ferfe 
tislmuft eonfeffe ) not browne neither. 

Cref. No,but browne. 

Pand. Faith to fay truth, browne and not browne. 

Cref. To fay the truth,uue and not true. 

Pand. She praifd his complexion aboue Paris , 

Cref Why Paris hath colour inongh. Pond, So he hw.' 

Cre/.Thcn Tr ylus fhould haue coo much, if Ihce praizd 
him aboue , his complexion is higher then ihU , hee 
hauing colour enough.and the other higher , is too flaming 
a praife for a good complexion, 1 had as lieue Helens golden 
tongue had commended Troyltu fona copper ncfc. 

Pand. I fweare to you I thinke Helen loues him berter then 

Cref. Then fhees a merry greeke indeed. {Paris. 

Pand. Nay I am fure (he dooeSjfhe came tohim rh other 
day into the compaft window, and you know hee has not 
paft three oi foure hah es on his chinnc. 

(fref Indeed a Tapfter> Arithinetiquc may foonebiiflg 
his particularsthereinto a totall. 

Pand. Why he is very yong,and yet will he within three 
pound lifte as much as his brother Heitor . 

” Cref Is hefo yong a man,and foold alifcer; . 

p and. But to prooue to you that Hellen loues him , IMS 
came and puts mee her white band to his clouenchifl, 
Cref Ihko haue mercy, how cameit clouen ? , 
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of Troylus and Creflfeidx, 

Pan. Why, you know tis dimpled, 

I thinke hjs lmyling becotaes him better then any man in 
allphrigia. Cref. Oh he fmiles valianty. 
Aw.Dooesheenct? 

Cref. Oh yes, and twere a clowd in e. Antamr.e . 

Pan, Why go to then , bur. to prouc to you that Hellen 
hues T roylns. 

Cref T r o)l us wil ftand to thee proofe ifycule prooue it fo. 
P'». Pro fas , why hee elleemcs her no more then I e- 
fteeme an addle egge: 

Cref. If you lone an addle egge as well as you louc an idle 
bead you would eate chickens itb fhcll. 

Pan, I cannot chufe but laugh to thinke how fhe tided 
liis chin, indeed fhee has a inaiucl s white hand I muft needs 
confefle. 

Cref Without the rack. 

Pan, And fliee takes vpon her tolpie a white heare ob 
his chinnei. 

C re f. Alas poore chin many a wan is ritcher. 

P-*».But there was fuch laughing,Queene Hecuba laught 
lliat her eyes ran ore. 

Cref, With million es. 

Pan, And Cafandra laught. 

c> e f. But there was a more temperate fire vnder the pot 
oflier cyes:did her eyes run ore to? 

Pan, And Hector laught. 

Cref. At what was all rhis laughing, 
j Pj»«. Marry at the white heare that Hellen fpied on Troy* 

Cef. And t’had beene a greene heare 1 fhould haue 

Blight too. 

Pan. They laught not fo much at the heare as at his pret- 
ty ahfwere. 

Cref What was his anfwerc? 

P*». Quoth Ihee heere’sbuc two and fifty heires on your 
‘tonnejand one of them is white, 
p This is her queftion. 

Pan, fhats true, make no queftio rrof that , two and fiftie 

® heues 
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hcitcs quoth hee, and one white , that whitcheireis my fa- 
ther, and all the reft are his fonn cs Jupiter quoth (lice, which 
of thefe heires is Pane my husband ? the forked one quoth 
he,p!uckt out and giue it him : but there was ftich laughing, 
and Eel en fo bluflit , and Paris fo chaft ,andalltherefifo 
laud'nt that it paft. 

Cref. So let it now for ft has becne a great while going by. 
Pan. Wei cozen 1 cou d you a thing yellerday,think on c. 
(, 'ref. So I doc. 

Pan. Hebe fworne tis true 3 he will weepeyou an’twffe a 
man borne in A prill sound a retreate. 

Cref. And lie fp ting vp in his leans an’twere a net tie a- 

gainftMay. . 

Tan. Harke they are .comming from the held ,ihall we 
ftand vp here and fee them as they pafle toward Ilion, good 
Neece do,fweeteNeece Crejfeida, 

Cref At your plsafure. 

Pan. Heere, here, here's an excellent place,hcrc wee may 
fee moftbrauely,ilete!l you them all by their names, asthty 
pafle by, but marke Troylw aboue the reft. Enter is£mu 
f'ref Sp cake not folowde. 

Pan Thats tALneas , is not that braue man,heesoneor 
the flowers of Troy 1 can tell you.but marke Trnrn , youlhal 
fee anon, i C re f- Who’s that? 

Enter zXntenor. 

Pm. Thats sAntemr, he has a flarow’d wit J can tel you, 
and hees man good enough, hees one o th § 

ments in Troy whofeeuer,aod « 

comes Troy Unfit ftiew you Troylm anon , tf-hc. fe - m ,) 
fliall feebimnod atmee. 

Cr^Willhegiue you the node 

ftef. If heHo the ritch (hall haue more.' Emrtiefar. 
^i.Uats Hetior.thu, that lookeyoatb^tiw*^ 
Ibwlnoethv way Elector, thcr’s a braueman Neece, O bra 
/*r?or,lookehow hee lookes 1 tbet®sa countenance, ift aota 
braue man? 

pj* 
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ofTroylus and Creffcida. 

Pah: Is a net ? ir dcoes a man heart good , looke you what 
r hacks are on his helmet, lookeyouyonder^doyoufec^ooke 
I youcherejthers noiefting,thers laying on, take off, who will 
-asihey lay, there be hacks. 

Cref Bethofe with fwords. 

Enter Paris. 

P^:Swords,any thing he cares not,and the diuell cometo 
him, its all one, by Gods lid it doocs ones heart good. Yon- 
der conies P arts , yonder comes P arts ^ looke yee yonder 
Neece,ift not a gallant man tOjift noc,why this is braue now, 
who I aid became hurt home to day . Hee’s not hurt^why this 
will do Hellens heart good now ha f would I could Pee T roy~ 
know, you (hall fee Troy Ins anon. w 

fief.Wl lofechat? 

Enter Helenas: 

Van. Thats Helenas y I maruell where Troylus is , thats He- 
fo^Jthinke he went not forth to day,thats Helenus . 
Crcft.CziV Helen ua fight vncle? 

P^: Helenus no : yes heele fight indifferent, well,lmaruell 
where 1'roylus is^harke doeyou net here the people crie 
trey las} Helenas is a priefl; 

Cref; What fneaking fellow comesyonder? 

EnterTroylus. 

^Anda: Where? yonder? thats Deiphehus . T\sTroylus\ 
Acres a man Neccc, hem ? braue troylus the Prince of 
chiualrie, 

C re f Peace for flume peace, 

Prf#. Marke him , note him : O braue troylus , Iooke well 
[? on himNcecedookeyou how his fwo rd is bloudied, and 
bhelme more hackt then HeUors y and how hec lookes,and 
0w hee goes ? O admirable youth, hee neuer fa w three and 
twenty, go thy way Troy las, go thy way,had I a fitter were a 
f r acc 3 or a daughter aGoddeffe, hee Should take his choice* 
admirable man ! Tarts} Parts is dure tohim,and I warrant 
to change would giue an eye to bootCo 
C re f- Here comes more. 

^A{Tes ? focles i donlts 5 chafF& bran 5 chaff & bran, porredge 
a meate 7 1 could iiuc aad die in the eyes o£ Troylus y Mit 
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rookc 3 nerc looke, the Eagles arc gonne, crowes and dawes, 
crowes and dayves , 1 had rather bee fuch a man as Ir*;//#, 
then Agamemnon and all Greece. 

C ref, There is amongfl: the Greekes ^Achilles a better 
man then Troyltu . 

Pan, tAchilhsfl dray-man, a portcr,a very Cammell, 
Cvef» ^ ell . vvel I : 

X> A n. Well, well , why hauc you any diferetion , haucycu 
any eyes,doe you know what a man is ? is not birth, beauty, 
cood Qiape,dtfcourfe,man,hood, learning t gentlenefle, ver- 
tue youth, hberailiiy and fuch like^hc fpice & fak thatfea* 
fon a man. 

c ref. I a mind man, and then to bee bak’t with no date in 
the pie, for then the mans date is out: 
vP<-«. You are fucb a woman a man knowes not at what 

ward you lie: 

Crefi Vpon my backe to defend my bellie , vpon my wir 
to defend my wiles, vpon my fecrecy to defend mine honef- 
ty,my maske to defend my beauty , and you to defend all 
thefe : and at al thele wards I lie, at a thoufand watches. 

P*». Say one of your watches. _ 

C ref. Nay He Watch you for that ; and tbats one or the 
ehiefeft of them two : If I cannot ward what 1 would not 
haue hit : I can watch you fot telling how I tooke the blows 
ynlcfle itfwell paft hiding and then its pad watchingi 
P an: You are fuch another.- Enter Boy: 

'Boy: Sir my Lord would inftantliefpeakc with you. 

Pa»: Where? _ - 

Boy: At your owne houfe there he vnarmes mm. 
pi. Good boy tell him ! come,! doubt he be hurt, fareye 
well good Neice.- C ref: Adiew vnde.- 

P an: I wilbe with you Neice by and by: 

Qref: To bring vnclet P«*: I a token from T r*]W 

Cref: By the fame token you are a Bawde 
Words, vowes,guifts,teares and loues full taenfizer 

He offers in anothers enterprize. 

But more in T roylus thoufand fould I fee, 

Then in thcglalfcof Vandars praifemay be« v .. 



If 
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of Troy las and Creffeida* 

' y e t hold 1 off: women are angels woing, 

1 Things woonc are dcne,toycsfoulclic$in the dooing. 

| fhatlheebelou’d, knows naughtthat knows not this, 

„Men price the thing vngaind more then iris. 

That flic was neueryet that euerknew 
Loucgot fo fweet,a3 when defirc did fue. 

Therefore this maxtm out of loue I teach, 

<■ is command', vngaind bfeech, 

Tlien though my hearts content firme loue doth beary. 
Nothing ot that fhall from mine eyes appeare. Exit. 

Enter Agamemnon.Neffor,Vlifles,Diomedes, 
Menelaus with ethers. 

Ays, Princes :vvh at griefe hath fet thefe Iaundies oreyour 
The ample prepofition that hope makes, (cheekes? 

lnall defigne* begun on earth below, 

Failes in the promift largcneflc.checks and difaders. 

Grow iiuhe vaines of adfoons higheft reard. 

As knots by the conflux of meeting fap, 

IsfeiSs the found Pine, and diuerts his graine, 

Tortiue and errant from his courfe of growth,, 

Nor Princes is it matter new to vs, 

That we come ihort of our fuppofe fo farre. 

That after feauen yearcs fiege,yet Troy walls fland, 
iith cuer adfion that hath gone before, 

'Thereof we haue record,triall did draw, 
has and thwart : not anfwering the ayme, 
hdtharvnbodied figure of the thought. 

That gau’t furmifed fhape: why then you Princes, 

Doyou with cheekes abafht behold our workes,’ 

Ind call them /hames which arc indeed naught elfe, 
kttheprotradHuetryals of great lone, 
wfindeperfidiue condanoic in men. 

Thefinenefle of which mettall is not found, 
fortunes loue : for then the bould and coward, 

The wife and foo! e,the Artift and ynread, 

The hard and foft feeme all affvn’d and kin, 
in the w ind e and tempeft of her frowne, 

‘ ' in ^ion with abroad and powerfull fan, 

B 1 Puffings 
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The hifiory 

Puffing at alljwinnowss the light away. 

And whathath mafic or matter by it ieife, J 

Lyes rich in vcrcue and vnmingled. 

Neftor. With due obferuance of the godlike featc. 

Great Agamemnon, Nefior ilrall apply 
Thy latefi words.In thereproofe of chance. 

Lies the true proofe of memthe fea being finooth, 

How many fhallow bauble boates dare fade, 

Vpon her ancient breft,making their way 
With thofc ofnobler bulke? 

But letthe ruffian Boreas once enrage 

The gentle Thetis find anon, behold 

The Itrong ribbd barke through liquid mountaines cut, 

Bounding betweene the two moyfl elements. 

Like Per feus horfe. Where’s then thefawcic boate, 

Whofe weakevntymberd hides but cuen now 
Corriuald greatncfie?either to harbor fled, 

Or made a tofle for Neptune: euen fo 
Doth valours lhew,and valours worch deuide 
In ttormes of fortune ; for in her ray and brightnefle 
The heard hath more annoyance by the Bryze 
Then by theTyger, but when the fplitting winde, 

Makes flexible the knees of knotted Okes, 

AndFlies fled voder fhade/why then tlie thing of courage, 
As rouzd wich ragc,wuh rage doth fimpathize. 

And with an accent tun’d in fclfe fame key. 

Retires to chiding fortune. 

Vliff. Agamemnon, 

Thou great Commander,nerues and boneofGrccce, 

Heatt of our numbers/oule and onely fpright. 

In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be fliut vp : heerewhatf7*#f/ fpeakes, 

Befides th’applaufe and approbation, ■ 

The which mod mighty {for thy place and fwajf 
And thou mod reucrend ) for the flretcht out life, , 

3 giue to both your, ipeeches ; which were fuch 

As ^Agamemnon and the handof Greece, 

Should hold vp high in brafle,audfuch again? A 



of Troy lyt and Crejfezda. 

\ Aivencrable Nefior (hatcht ia bluer) 

Should with a bond of ayre ftrong as th e Axel-tree, 

(On which hcauen rides) knit all the Greekifh cares 

I 'fohisexperienc’t tengue,yet let it pleafe both 
Thou great and wi fe,to h eare VI ijfe's fpeakc. 

Troy yet vpon his bales had beerte down e 
And the great Heclors fvyordhad lackt amafler 
i'utforthefe inflances. 

Thefpccialue of rule hath beene neglefted, 

Andlookehow many Grecian tents do (land. 

Hollow vpon this plaine,fo many hollow factions. 

When that thegenerall is not like the hiue. 

To whom the forragers fhall all rcpaiir. 

What honey is cxpc&ed ? Degree being vifarded 
Th’vnworthieft fhewes as fairly in the maske. 
Thehcauensthcm-feiueSjthe planners and this center 
Obferue degree, priorkie and place, 

!n (i (tu re, comfc, proportion, feafon/orme. 

Office and cuftomc, in all line of order. 

And therefore is the glorious planet Sol, 

Innoble eminence enthron’d and Ipherd, 

Amidftthe other j whofe mcdcinable eye,. 

Corre&s the influence of euill Planets, 

And pofts like the Commandment of a King, 

Sans check to good and bad, But when the Planets, 

In euill mixture to diforder wander, * 

Wh?.tplagues,and what portents,whatn)utinie? 

What raging of the fea.fhaking of eaith ? 

Commotion ihkhewinds,frights,cbariges, horror's 
Dhkrtand crack,vend and deracinate, 

Tbevnitie and married calnie of flares 

Quite from their fixure ;0 when degree is fliakt, 

Which is the 'adder of all high defignes. 

The entetprife is Tick. How could communities,’ * 

"egteesin fchooles,and brother-hoods inCittie's, 
jreacefull commerce from denidable Ihorcs, 

The primogenitre aud due of birth, 

* tetogatiue of age,crownes,fcep£eis,lavvrels, 

' Bue> 
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* roe tssjsvtj 

Bufby degree Hand in authcntiquc place s 
Take but degree away ,vntune that tiring, 

And hatke what difeord fol!owes,each thing melts 
In mecre oppugnancieithe bounded waters 
Should lift their bofomes higher then the Chores, 
And make a fop of all this folid globe: 

Strength fhould be Lord of imbccilitie, 

And the rude fonne (liould (trike his father dead. 
Force (hould be right or rather right and wrong, 

(* 'Betweene whofe endlefle iarre Iuftice recides ) 
Should loofe their names,and fo fliould Iuftice to ? 
Then euery thing include it felfe in power. 

Power into will, will into appetite, 

And appetite an vniuerfall Woolfe, 

(So doubly feconded with will and power ) 

Mud make perforce an vniuerfall prey. 

And laft eate vp himfelfe. 



Great Agamemnon , 

This chaos when degree is fuffocate, 

Followes the choaking. 

And this ncgleeftiou of degree it is, 

That by a pace goes backward with a purpofe 
It hath to clime. The generalls difdaind. 

By him one ftep below, he by the next. 

That next by him beneath, fo euery ftep, 

Exampl’d by the firft pace that is fick 
Of his fuperior,gro>ves to an enuicus feauer 
Of pale and bloudlefll' emulation. 

And ’tis this feauer that keepes Troy on foote 
Not her ownefinnew'.To end a tale of length, 

Troy in ourweaknelfe ftandsnot in her ftrength. 

Neflor, Moft wifely hath Flifas here difcouerd. 
The feuer whereof ill our power ;s fick, , 

Agarr*™. The nature of the fickneffe found piffles 
What is the remedie 3 

Vlifes, The great Achilles whom opinion crownci 
The finnow and the fore-hand of our boftc, 

Hauing his care full of his aytie fame, 
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of Troylus tmdCreJfeida, 

(Jfowes dainty of his worth, and in his Tent 
lies mocking our defignes.* with him Patroclut 
Vpon a lazie bed the liue-long day, 

Breakesfcurrclliefts, 

And with ridiculous and fillie a&ion, 

Which (Oanderer )he Imitation calls, 

Hcpageants vs. Some-time great Agamemnon, 

Thy toplefl’e deputation he puts on. 

And like a ftrutting Player, whofe conceit 

Lyes in his ham-ftring,and doth cfoinke it rich 

To heere the woodden dialogue and found, < 

Twixt his ftretcht footing and the fcoaffollage. 

Such to be pitied and ore-refted Teeming, 

Heaft'i thy greacneflc in.’ And when he fpeakes, 

Tis like a chime a mending, with termes vnfquare. 

Which from the tongue of roaring 7'iphon dropt, 

Would fc_eme hiperboles,atthis fuftieftuffe, 

The large Achilles on his preft bed lolling j 

From h;s deepe cheft laughes out alowd applaufe. 

Cries excellent 5 ’tis Agamemnon right. 

Now play me Neflor, hem and ftroake thy beard. 

As he being dreft to fame Oration, 

That’s done, as neere as the excremeft ends 
Ofparalells.as like as Vulcan and his wife.* 

Yet god Achilles ftill cries excellent, 

Tis Neflor right : now play him me Patroclut., 

Arming to anfwer jn a night alarme. 

And then forfooth the faint defefts of age, 

Kuft be the fcxne of myrth,to coffe and fpit, 

And with apalfie fumbling on his gorget, 
i Shake in and out the riuet. and at this fport 
Sit valour dyes, cryes O enough Patroclut , 

Orgiue me ribbs of fteele, Khali fplit all 
In pleafure of my fpleene,and in this fafhion. 

All our abiliticSjguifts, natures fhapes, 

Stueralls and generalls of grace ex a eft, 

Atchiuements,plots,crders,preuentions, 
excitements to t^e field, or fpcech for truce, 

c Succcffe 








Succeffc or Ioffe, what is,ot is not,ferues 

As ftuffe for tbefe t wo to make paradoxes, 

Neftor. And in the imitation of thefe twaine, 

Who as rhffes faycs opinion crownes, 

With an imperiail yoycctmany are.infe^, 

mx is grown? fclfe-wild, and bearcs his heads 

In fuch a reyrre,in full as proud a place 

A? broad Achlles : keepcs his Tent like him, 

Makes factious feafts,railcs on our ftate of wane,, 

Bould as an Oracle, and fets Therfites 

A flaue^whofe gall coynes fianders like a mine, 

To match vs incemparifons with dure, 

To weaken our difcredit,our expofure 

How rankefo euer rounded in withdangefj 

ruffes. They taxe our pollicie,and call it cowardice,, 

Count wifdomtas-no member ofthe wane, 

Forftallprefcience, and efteerreno a& 

But that of hand, the ftiil and mentall parts, 

That do contriue how many hands fhall (hike, 

When fitneffe calls them on, and know by meafure: 

Of their obferuani: toyle the enemies waight, 

Why this hath not afingers drgnitie, 

.. . . » » : 1 

So that the Kam tnac oated* uuwuw^ — 

For the great fwingc and rudeneffc of his poile, 

They place before his hand that made the engine 
Or thofc that with the fincile of their foules* 
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of ' Troy his and Crcffeida. 

Portal! the Greekifh heads,which with one voice. 

Call A gamemnon head and generall, 
e^w.Faire leaue and large iecurity.how may 
A (hanger to thofe molt imperiail lookes, 

[(now them from eyes of other mortals ? 

Amw.How? 

Jferie, l, 1 askeihat I might waken reuerencc. 

And bid the cheeke be ready with a blufh, • ffTboebus % 

Model! as morning , when fhee coldly eyes the youthfufl 
Which is that god, in office guiding men. 

Which isthc high and mighty Agamemnon. 

Agam. This Troyan fcorncs vs,or the men of Troy, 

Are ceremonious Courtiers. 
o£ne. Courtiers as free as debonaire.vnarm’d 
, As bending Angc!s,thats their fame in peace : 

But when they would feemc fo!diers,chey haue galls. 

Good arrnes.lixong joints, true fwords& great louts accord 
N. (thing fo full of heart.- but peac <z«s£neas t 
Peace Troyan, lay thy finger on thy lips. 

The worthineffe of praife ciiftaines his worth , 

If that the piaifd him-felfe bri ig the praife forth. 

But what the repining enemy commends, 

TlJatbsjjth fame blowes,thac praife foie pure tianfeends. 
Agam. Sir you ofTroy,call you your fclfe t/£r,ext l 
<A£nc. 1 Greeke, that is my name. 

Agam, Whats your affaires I p ray you ? 
iAEvc. Sir pardon, ’tit for Agamemnons cares. 

Aga. He heeres naughcpriuatcly that comes from Troy. 
tx£»e.Nor I from Troy come not to whifper with him, 

1 bring a trumpet to awake his eate, 

Tofet his feat on that attentiue bent. 

And then tofpeakc. 

Agam. Speake frankly as the wlnde, 

Itis not Agamtmnons fleeping home ; 

That thou Ihak know Troy an he is awake, t 

Hee tels thee fo himfelff. 

*AEne. Trumpet blowe alowd. 

Send thy brafle voyce through all rhefc lazie tents. 
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And euery Grccke of mettell let him know, 

What Troy meanesfairely, (hall be fpokealo'vvd 
We haue great ^(wwwwwheere in Trov ' ° HM! * 

A Prince calld Heifer, Priam is his father, ’ rm fet. 

Who in his dull and long continued truce. 

Is reftiegrowne : He bad me take a Trumpet, 

And to this purpofefpeakc. Kings ,Princes, Lords 
If there be one among the fair ’ft of Greece, 

That holds his honour higher then his eafe, 

And feeds his praife,more then he feares hi* peri!!, 

That knowes his valour, and knowes not hisfeare,* 

That loues his Miftrefie more then in confeflion, 

(With truant vowes to her ownelips he loues) 

And dare ayovve her beautie ; and her worth. 

In other armes then hers : to him this challenge j 
Heitor in view of Troyans and of Greekcs, 

Shall make it good, or do his beftto do it : 

He hath a Lady,wifer,fairer,truer, 

Then euerGreeke did couple in his armes. 

And will to morrow with his Trumpet call, 

Mid-way betweene your tents and walls of Troy, 

To rouze a Grecian that is true in loue .* 

If any come, Hector (hall honor him : 

If none,heele fay in T toy when he retires, 

The Grecian dames are fun-burnr,and not worth 
The fplinter of a Launce. Euen fo much. 

Agam. This fhall be told our louers Lord t AEiteas, 

If none of them haue foule in fuch a kinde. 

We left them all at home, but we are fouldiers. 

And may that fouldier a mcere recreant prooue. 

That meanes not,hath not,or is not in loue : 

If then one is,or hath a meanes to be. 

That one meetes Heitor t if none elfe I am he. 

Nefi. Tell him of Neflor , one that was a man 
When Heitors grand-fire fuckt. He is old now. 

But if there be not in our Grecian hofte, , - 

A noble man that hath no fparke of fire 
To anfwer for his Ibue,tell him from me. 
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of Troyltts andCreffeida. 

jleMde my filuer beard in a gouldbeauer, 

And in my vambrace put my withered braunes 
And meeting him tell him that my Lady, 

Was fairer then his grandam, and as chaff. 

As may bee in the world, (his youth in flood) 

He proue this troth with my three drops of bloud, 

Jfw?. Now heauens for-fendfuch fcarcity of men. 

Hif. Amen.-faire Lord -y£reas let me touch your hand. 
To our pauilion fhall I leade you fir; 
rfchitles fhall haue word of this intent. 

So fhall each Lord of Greece from tent to tent, 

Your felfe fhall fcaft with vs before you goe, 

And finde the welcome of a noble foe. 

Vhf. Neflor. Nefi. What faies Vhfies? 

Vlif. I haue a yong conception in my braine, 

Be you my time to bring it to fome fhape. 

Nefi. Whatift? 

VI, J : Blunt wedges riuchard knots,the feededpade. 
That hath to this maturity blowne vp 
In ranke aAchilles , muff or now be cropt. 

Or fhedding breede a nourfery of like euil I, 

Toouer-bulk vs all. Nefi. Well and how? 

Vlif: This challcng that the gallant Heitor fends. 

How cuerit isfpread in generall name 
Relates in purpofe onely to a. Achilles . 

Nefi. True, the purpofe is perfpicuous as fubftance, 
Whofe grofeneffe little charadters fum vpc 
And in the publication make noftrainc. 

But that Achilles wcate his braine, as barren. 

As banks of Vib\z(tbeugb Apollo knovees 

Tie dry with great fpeed of Judgement, 

I with celerity finde Heitors purpofe, pointing on him. 

Vlf. And wake him to the anfwere thinke you? 

Nefi. Why tis moft meetc;who may you elce oppofc. 
That can from Hector bring thofe honours off. 

If not Achilles : though’ t be a fportfull combat. 

Yet in the triall much ‘opinion dwells: 
for here the Troyans tafl our deerft repute, 

' 1 C 3 V 
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With their fin'ftpallat, and trufito m eVliffit 
Oar imputation flialbe odly poizde 
In t his vildc a&ion/or the fuccefTe, 

Although perticuler (hail giue a fcantlin* 

Of good or bad vnto the gencrall. 

And in fuch indexes (although fmall pricks 
To their fubl equent vo!umes)there is leene, 

1 he baby figure of the gyant made, 

Of things to come at largest is fuppofd 
Kc ih«t meetes Heitor ,y(Tiies from our choicer 
And choice( being mutual! a& of all our foules) 

Makes merit her ele&ion.and doth boyle, 

(As twerc from forth vs all)a man diflill’d 
Out of our vertues,who mifearrying. 

What heart recciues from hence a conqueringpart, 

Tofteeleaftrong opinion to them leiues. ° * 

VliJf.G iue pardon to myfpcech ? therefore tistneete 
%Achtlles meete not Hector. let vs like Marchants ' 

Firti fhew foule wares,and thinkc perchance theile fell; 
Ifnotjthe Iufter of the better (hall exceed. 

By fhewing the woifo fitftrdo not confcnt. 

That cuer Hector and Achilles meet. 

For both our honour and cur (hams in this , are doe’d with 
two lhange followers. 6 

Nefi. 1 fee them not with my old eyes what are they? 
VU{[. What glory our Achilles /hares from Hector 
Were he not proud, weal! ihouJd (hare with him: 

But he already is too' infblcnc. 

And it were better parcch in Afiique Sunne, 

Then in the pride and fault fcorne of his eyes 
Should hefcape Heitor fairc.Ifhc were fbild. 

Why then wedoourmaineopinion crufh 

In taint of our beft man. No,makc a lottry 

And by deuifelet blockifh Aiax draw " " 

The fort to fight with Heitor, among our felues, 

Giue him allowance for thebetter man, 

For that will phifick thegreat Myrmidon, 

Who broyles in loud applaufe,and make him fall. 



&/T roylus and Crejfeida, 

Hiscreft that prouder then blew Iris bends. 

If the dull brainlefle Aiax come fafe off 
Week drefie him vp in voices, if be fade 
Yet go we vnder cur opinion foil. 

That we hauc better men, but hit or miff?. 

Out proi efts iife this fhape of fence a (femes 
i 'jtii’C iur ploy’d plucks downe Achilles pennies. 

Nejl. Now Vliffes I begin to relifh thy aduife, 

Andl will giue a tafte thereof forthwith, 
lofyfeame/nHon.go wc to him flraiglu 
Two currcs (hall tame each other, pride alone 
Muftarrechc maftiflfs on.as twere a bone. Exeunt, 

Enter Aiax and Therjius, 

Jinx. Therftes,- _ 

Jhtr, Kgarsternnonfao'W if he had bi es, full, all ouer, gene- 
tally. ^ A tax. fherjites. 

T her: And thofe byles did run (fay fo), did not the gene- 
ra!! run thcn.wetc not that a botchy core, A ax. Dogge. 

Tfer. Then would come fomc matter from him, 1 fee none 

Am; Thou bitchwolfs fon canft thou not heare, feeie then, 
Ther . The plague ofGreece vpon thee thou mongrel! beefe 

AitviSpeakethen ehouvnfakedleauen,(peakc,J will beate 
thee into hanfomnefle. 

Ther. I (hall fooner raile thee into wit and holinc(le,but I 
thinkc. thy horfe will fooner cunne an oration without 
bookc,xhen thou lcarnepraier without booke, thou canft 
firike canfl thou ? a red murrion ath thy lades trickes. 
kiax. Tede-fioole? lcarne me the proclamation. 

Ther: Dooftthou thinke Lhaueno fence thou ftrikeft mce 
thus? AMAr.Theproclamation. 

T her: Thou art proclaim’d foole I thinke. 

A/<*.v..Do not Porpentin^do not, my fingers itch: 

T her. I would thou didft itch from head to foote, ana i had 
the feratching of the,I would make thee the lothfomeft fcab 
in G eccc,.whcn thou art forth in the incurfions thou ftrikeft 
asiluw as another*. - 

Max; 
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Aiax, I fay the proclamation. 

Thcr. Thou gromblcft and raylefl eueryhoureon A U 
/<v,and thou art as full of enuy at his greatneii'c ,,/vt 
is at Proferpinas beauty, I that thou barkttat him* ^ 

Aiax . Miftr es Therfites. 

Ther. Thou Ihouldft ftrike him. Aiax Coblofe, 

Hee would punne thee into fhiuers with his fift ’ as a f av W 
breakes a bisket,you horlon curre. Do ? do? * r 

A tax: Thou ftoole for a witch: 

T her. I, Do ? do ? thou fodden witted Lord , thou haft 
nomorebraine then I haue in mineelbowes,an Afwn 
may tutor thee, you feuruy valiant afle, thou art heerebut to 
thrafh Troyans,and thou art bought and fould among thofe 
of any wit, like a Barbarian flaue . Ifthou vfeto beat# meet 
will beginne at thy hcele, and tell what thou arc by ynchct, 
thou thing of no bo wells thou. 

tsfiAx. You dog: T her. You fettruy Lord. 

tAiax. You curre. 

Ther. Mars his Idiot, do rudenefle,do Camel,do, do. 
AchiU Why how now tAiax wherefore doyeethus, 
How now T herjitts whats the matter man. 

T her. You fee him there ? do you ? v > • 

tAchil. I whats the matter. Ther: Nay looke vponhira^ 
tAchil: Sol do, whats the matter? 

Titer. Nay but regard him well. 
tAchil: Well, why fo I do. 

T her: But yet you looke not well ypon him, for who fome 
euer you take him to be he is Aiax. 

Achtl. I know that foole. 

T her. I but that foole knowes not himfelfe, 

Aiax: Therefore 1 beate thee. 

T her: Lo,Io,lo,Io,what modicums of wit he vtters,hi$ eua- 
lions haue eares thus long,I haue bobd his braine morethen 
he has beate my bones. It will buy nine Iparrowes for a pen- 
ny, and his/><4 mater is notworth the ninth part of alpar- 
row.this Lord {Achilles') Aiax, who weares his wit in his bel- 
ly, and his guts in his head , I tell you what I fay of bim. 
Ach. What. Thor.lhy this Aiax. 






ofT roylus and Creffetda, 

Achtl. Nay good Aiax. 7 ha. Has not fo much wit, 

Achtl Nay I muft hold you. 

7 /a;r, Aswill lloptheeyeof Hellene needle , for whom 
becomes to fight. ‘ tAchil. Peace foole? 

I fijir, I would haue peace and quietneffe , but the foole 
■ 1 W iU not,he there,that he : looke you there? 

jisx. Oh thou damned curre I fhall -- ■ 1 1 ■ 

Achtl. Will you lee your wit to a fooles. 
fhtr , No I warrantyou,the fooles will lhamc it , 
faro. Good words Thefnes. Achtl. Whats the quarrel!. 
hex. I bad the vile oule goc learne n.e.‘ the tenoi of the 
proclamation, and he railes vpon me. 

Ther. I ferue thee not? A tax. Wcll,go to,goto. 

Ther. I feme here voluntary. 

hchil. Your IaR feruic4 was fuffrance : twas not voluntary, 
no man is beaten voluntary , Aiax was here the voluntary, 
and you as vndtr an Impreffe. 

T her. E’ene To , a great dcale of your witte to,lies in your 
finnewes, ot els there bee hers , Heitor fhall haue a great 
catch and knocke at either of your beains , a were as good 
crack a fully nut with no kcrncll. 

Achtl. What with me to T herjiur. 

Tkr.Thers Vitfes and old Nejlor, whofe wit was mouldy 
cretheirgrandfiershadnailes, yokeyou likedraught oxen, 
and make you plough vp the wars. 

Achtl, What? what? 

Th:r. Y cs good footh,tp Achilles ,to Aiax, to 1 

Aiax. I (hall cut out your tongue. 

Ther, Tis no matter , I fhall ipcake as much as thou after- 
7 at ro, No more words T herjites peace. (wards, 

T her. I will hold my peace when Achilles brooch bids me, 
Achtl. There’s for you Pa troches. (O' al 1 i? 

1 her, 1 w ill fee you hang’d like Clatpoles , ere I come any 
m ire to your tents, I will keepe where there rs wit flaring, 

• and leaue the faction of fooles. Exit . 

Tatra. A good riddance. / { 

Achtl. Marry this fir is proclaim’d through all our hofle, 
That Heller by the firft houre of the Sunne: 
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Will with a trumpet twixt our TentsandTroy, 

To morrow morning call Tonic Knight to armcs, 

That hath a ftomack,and Tuch a one that dare, 

Maintaine 1 know not what,(tis t!afh)farewcl!—— «. 
tax. Farewell, who (hall anfwer him, 

Athik I know not, t is put to lo t try, other wife. 

He knew his man. 

i/liax. O meaning you ? I will go Idarne more ofit^. 

Enter Priam . Heit or, Troy las ^ Pans and Helenas , 
Priam. After fo many hourcs,liues,fpeechesfpent. 

Thus onc6 againe faics Ntflor from the Grcckes; 

Deliuer Hellen / and all domage els* 

As honour, Ioffe of time,traueil,cxpence, 

Wounds, friends and what els deere that is confum’d: 

In hot digeftion ofthis cormorant warre) 

Shalbe ftroke off, Heller what fay you to’t? 

Hell: Though no man lefferfcarcstheGreekcsthenl. 
As favre as toucheth my particular.yet dread Prim 
There is no Lady pf more fofter bowells. 

More fpungy to fuck'in the fence of feare: 

More ready to cry out, who knowes what followei 
Then Heftortitthc wound of peace is finely 
Surely fccurc,but modeft doubt is calld 
The beacon ofthe wife,the tent that ferches, 

Too’th borcomc of the worft let Hellen go. 

Since t he firli fword was drawne about this queftios 
Euery tithfoulc mongft many thoufand difmes. 

Hath becneas deere as Hellen. I meane ofonrs; 

Ifwc hauelofie To many ten thes of ours. 

To ouard a thing not ours, nor worth to vs, 
fjfcd it our name) the raiew of one ten. 

What merits in that reafon which denies. 

The yceldingofhervp? 

Troy. Fie, fic, my brother, 

Way youtheworth and honour of a King” 

So great as our dread fathers in a fcale 

Of common ounces ?will you with Compters fummt, 
The pad proportion of his infinite ^ 



of Troy lus ini Creffeidn, 

Aodbucklcin, awadc moll faihoni.es, 

Wu hfp*nesand inches To dyininutue: 

Affeircs and reafons : Fie for Godly frame? 

Hdc. No maruell though you bite fo fharpe of reafons. 
You arc fo empty of them (houldnot our father; 

. Beuethe great fway of his affaires with reafon, 

Jkaufe vour fpeech hath none that tell him fo. 

fm. You arc for dr eames and {lumbers brother Prieft, 

You furre your gloues with reafon, here are your reafons 
You know an enemy intends you harmc: 

You know a fword imployd e is perilous 
And reafon flies theobiedl of all ha.mc# 

Who maruells then when Helenas beholds, 

AGretian and his fword, if he do fet 
The very wings of reafon to his heeles, 

And flie like chidden (JMercttry from Aw 
Orlikeaftarrc diforbd ? nay if wetalkeof reafon, 

Senihut our gatesand fleepc .• man-hood and honour, 
Should hauc hare hearts , would they but fat their thoughts 
With this cram 3 d rcafon 3 vcafonand refpeft# 

Mike lyuers palc,and lulhhood ddedf . A , 

Hell'. Brother , fhee is not worth, what freedom colt the 

keeping. . 

Troy. Whats aught but as tisvalued. 

/Atf.But valew dwellsnotin pcrticulcrwiH, 

It holds his eftimate and dignity. 

As well wherein tis precious of it felfe 
As in the pfiaer,tis maddc Idolatry 
To make thefcruice greater then the God, 

And thewill dotes that is attributiuej 
To wh 2 t'infc<ffioufly it felfe affedts, 

Without fome image ot th’ aftefl ed merit, 

Troy. Itake to d ay a wife, and my election" 

Is led on in the conduct of my will. 

My will enkindled by mine eyes and ear Ji*» 

Two traded pilots twixt the dangerous fhore, 

Of will and Judgement : how may I auoyde? 

(Although my will diftaft what it eletted) 








The hijloty 

The wife I choofe, there can be no cuafion, 

To blench from this and to ftand firme by honor, 

Wc turne not backe the filkes vpon the marchant 
When we haue foild them, nor the remainder viands* 

We do not throw in vnrcfpcttue fine, 

Becaufe we now are full,it was thought me.-te 
c Pa,' is fihould do fomevengear.ee on theGreekes. 

Your breth with full confent bellied his failcs. 

The feas and wmds(old wtanglers)tookca ttuce; 

And did him fetuiic.hee toucht the ports defidd, 

And for an old aunt whom the Greekes held Captiue, 

He brought a Grecian Queene,whofe youth and frelhneffe, 
Wrin.cles Apoltoes, ana makes pale the mornings 
Why keepe we her ? the Grecians keepe our Aunt, 

Is Oie worth keeping? why fihec is a pearle, 

Whofe price hath Ianfh’t aboue a thoufand fhips 
A id turn’d crown’d Kings to Marchants, 

Ifyoule auouch twas wifdome Paris went,. 

As you mull needs,for you all cri’d go, go, 

Ifyoule ccnfefle be brought home worthy prizes 
As you mud needs,for you all , clapt your hands. 

And cry’d inefttmablerwhy do yru now 
The y ffue of your proper w ifdomes rate. 

And do a deed that neuer fortune did, 

Beggerthc eftimation,which you priz’d 
Ritchcr then fea aud land? O theft mod bafe. 

That wee haue fto!ne,what we do feare to keepe. 

But theeues vnworthy oi a thing fo fto nes 
That in their country did them that difgraee. 

We feare to warrant hi our'naciu^place. 

Enter Caffandra ratting. 

Caff. CryTroyans cry: . 

Priam . What noile ? what fr.rikeisthis? ; 

Troy. Tis our madde filler J do know her voice, 
faff. Cry Troyans. Hell. It is Crffandra . 

Caff. Cry Troyans cry, lend me ten thoufand eyes, 

And I will fill tbemvvith prophetick teares, 

ffdt. Peace fifterpeace. ^ 
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of Troylm and Crejfeida. 

C4- Virgins, and boyes,mid>ag*, and wrinckJed elders, 
Soft infanete, that nothing canli but crie, 

Addeto my clamours : let vs pay b Mimes 
Amoy ue of thacmaflcof monetocome: 

Cue Trojans car, p radii fe your eyes with teares, 

Itoy.Tiuft not bee, nor goodly I lion ftand. 

On; fire- brand bto\het Paris burnesvs all, 

Crie Troy ins crie. a Helen and a woe, . 

Crie crie, Troy bnrnes, or elfc let Hcllen goc. Exit. 

Heft. Now youthfull.7>fly//«,do nor thefe high ft wines 
Of diuination in our S.ftev.worke 
Some touches of remorfe ? or is your bloud 
$0 madly hott, that no dilcourfe of reafou. 

Nor feare of bad fucccflc in a bad caufe, 

Can qualifie the fame ? 

Troy. Why brother plePlor, 

We may not thinke the iuftnefle of each a£t 
Such, and rio other then euent doth forme it. 

Nor once dcieft the courage of our mindes, 

Bccaufe Caffmdras madde,her brain-fick raptures 
Cannot diltafl: the goodnefle of a quarrell. 

Which hath our feuerall honors all engag’d. 

To make it gratious.For my prinate part, 

I am no more toucht then all Priams fonnes • 

And Ioue forbid therefhould be done amongfi vs," 

Such things as might offend the vveakeft fplecnc. 

To fight for andmaintaxne. 

Par. Elfe might the world csnuince of leuitie, 

As well my vnder-takings as your counfelis. 

But I atteft the gods, your full confent, 

Gauc wings to my propenfion,aad cut off 
All ieares attending on fo dire aproiedf, 

For what ( alas) can thefe my fingle armes ? 

What propugnation is in one mans valour 
Toft md the pafh and enmitieof thofe 
This quarrell would excite? Yet I protcit 
Weie 1 alone to pafle the difficulties, 

Ahdbail as ample power,as I haue will, 

D 1, fork 
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The tyjt or j 

parii fhould nerc retra&, whac he hath done, 

Nor faint in the purfuitc, 

Pria. Paris you fpeake 
Like one bc-fotted on your fweet delights, 

You haue the hony Hill, but thefe the gall, 

So to be valiant,is no praifeatal!. 

Par, Sir, I propofe not meerly to my felfe. 

The pleafurcs fuch a beautie brings with it. 

But 1 would haue the foile of her faire rape, 

Wip't of in honorable keeping her. 

What treafon were it to the ranfackt quecne, 
Difgracc to your great worths,and lhame to me. 
Now to dcliuer her poffeflicn vp 
On tearmes of bafe compulfion ? can it be. 

That fo degenerate a ftraine as this, 

Should oncefet footing in yourgenerous bofomes? 
There’s not the meanelt lpirit on our party. 
Without a heart to dare, or fword to drawe. 

When Helen is defended :.nor none lo noble, 
Whofe life were ill beftowd,or death vnfam’d. 
Where Helen is the fubicdl. Then I fay. 

Well may we fight for her, whom we know well. 
The worlds largcfpaces cannot paralcll. 

Hell. Tarts and Troy las, you haue both faid well; 
And on the caufe and queftion now in hand, 

Haue glozd,butfuperfxcially,not much 
Vnlike young mcn,whom \Ariflotle thought 
Vnfitto heere Morrall Philojophie ; 

The reafons you alleadge,do more conduce 
To the hot palfion of diftempred blood. 

Then to make vp a free determination 
Twixt right and wrongifor pleafiireand reuenge, 
Haue cares more deafe then Adders to the voycc 
Of any true decifon. Nature craucs 
All dues bersndred to their owners,Now 
What neerer debt in all humanitic. 

Then wife is to the husband? if thislawc 
Of nature be corrupted through affcdlioo 









And 
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— oj TrojM am cref/etda. 

And that great mindes of partiall indulgence, - 
To their benummed wills refill the fame; 

There is a iawe in eaeh well-ordcrd nation, 

Tocurbc thofe raging appetites that arc 

Moil difobedient and refra&urie; 

If Helen then be wife to Sparta's King, 

As it is knownc Ihe is.thefe morrall lawes 
Of nature and of nations. fpeake alowd 
To haue her back returnd : thus to perlift 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong. 

But makes it much moreheauie. Hettors opinion 
Is this in way of truth :yet nere thelefle, 

Myfpntely brethren, 1 propend toyou 
In refolution tokeepe Helen Hill, 

For ’tis a caufe that hath no meane dependance; 
Vponourioynt and leucrall dignities. 

Tro, Why there you touchtthejifeof ourdefigne: 
Were it not glory that we more affefted , 

Then the performance of our heauing fpleenes, 

I would nor wifti a drop of Troyanbloud, 

Spent mere in her defence. But worthy Helidr f 
She is a thcame of honour and renownc, 

A fpurre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 

Whofe prefcnt courage may beate dowrie our foes. 
And fame iatirae to come-canontze vs. 

Fori prefume braue Hetter would not loofe 
So rich aduantage of a promifd glory. 

As fmiles vpon the fore-head cf this a&ion. 

For the wide worlds rcuencvv’o 
Hell. 1 am yours. 

You valiant ofHpring of great Priamtts , 

1 haue a roifling challenge fent amongft 
The dull and fa&ious nobles of the Greekes, 
VVillfhrike amazement to their drowfiefpiritS; 

I was aduertizd, their great general! flepc, 

VVhilft emulation in the armie crept j 

fins I prefume will wake him*- Exemt, 
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Enter Therfites film. 

How now Tberjites ? what loft in the Labyrinth of tfi 
furie?fhall chcElephant Aiax carry it thus ? hebeatesmf 
and 1 raile at him .* O worthy fatifta&ion , would it wet J 
©thcrwife : that I could beate him, whilft hee raild at tnce • 
Sioote ,‘ile learneto coniure and raife Diueis, butllefee 
some iffue of my fpitefull cxecrations.Then thei 'sAchilks a 
rare inginer. If Troy bee not taken till thefe two vnaer- 
mineit, the walls will ftand till they fall of thcm-felues 
G thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget that thou 
art lone the king of gods : and Mercury , loofe all the Ser- 
pentine craft of thyCaduceus, if yee take not that little 
litt'e lclfe then little witte from them that they haue? 
which fhort-armd Ignorance it felfe knowes is fo abun- 
dant fcarce, it will not in circumucntion deliuer a fliefrom 
a fpider, without drawing their maflie Irons , and cutting 
the web. After this the vengeance on the wHolecampe, 
errathertbe Neopolitan bone-ache : for that me thinkes is 
the corfe depending on thofe that warre fora p'acket. I 
haue faid my prayers,and diucll Enuie fay Amen. What ho 
my Lord AcbtUes ? 

Patrecl. Whofe there? Therjites ? good Therjites eotat 
inandiaile. 

Tberjj, If I could a remsmbred a guilt counterfeit, thou 
couldftnothaue fliptcutof my contemplation : butit is no 
mat ter,thy felfe vpon thy felfe. The common curfe of man- 
kinde, Folly and Ignorance,be thine in great reuencwtHea- 
ucn bleflc thee from a tutor , and difeipline come not mere 
thee. Let thy bloui be thy diredtion till thy death : then if 
fhe that Iayes thee out fayes thou art not a faire ccurfe , He 
be fworne and fwornevpon’r,fli:e neuer fhrowded any but 
lazars. Amen. Where’s Achilles ? 

Patro. What art thou deuout ? waft thou in prayer?* 

- Therf. 1 the hcauens he.: re me. 

Patro. Amen* Enter Achilles. 

,j0yl$hil. V ho’s the e? 

• 'Patro, Ther ’tes my Lord. 

A chit. Where ? where ! O where ? art thou come why ®y 

' ' chede, 
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{heefe.nry digeftion,wby haft thou not ferued thv felfe into 
jny tab'e/o many meales, come whac’s Agamemnon ? 

Ther. Thy commander Achilles , then cell me Patroclus, 
yvhats Achilles ? 

Patro. Thy Lord Therjites. Then tell mee I pray thee, 
whsts Therjites ? 

Thtr, Thy knower, Tatroclus tthen tell mee Potroolus, 
what art thou? ' 

Patro. Thou tnuft tell that knoweft. 

Achlt. Otell,tell. 

Ti.er. lie decline the whole queftion. Agamemnon com- 
mands aAchilles .Achilles is my Lo. d,I am Tatroclus kno w- 
er,and Patroclus is afoolc. 
tAckil. Deriue this ? come ? 

Thtr A gam: mn on is a foole to offer focommand Achil-> 
les t Aihilles is a foo'e to be commanded. Therfites is a foole 
tofcrueluch a foole, and this Patroclus is a foolepofitiuc. 
Pair. Why am 1 a foole ? 

Ther. Make that demand oT the Prouer, it fuffieesmee 
thou art : looke you, w ho comes heere? 

Enter Agam-'Vhjf: Noflor, Di mcJ, At ax & Caicos. 
Achil. Come Patroclus, lie fpeakc with no tody :ccme 
in with me 7 herfites. 

Ther. Here is fuch patchcrie. fuch iuglinr, and fuch kna- 
uery : all the argument is a whore , and a Cuckold, a good 
quarrel, to draw emulous fa£hons,& bleed to death vpon. 
Agam. Where is Achtlles ? 

Patro. Within Ins tent.but ill difpofd my Lord. 

Ago. Let it be known e to him/hac we are hcere } 

He favour rfieffengers and we lay by, 

I Our appcrtainingsjvifiting of him 

Let him be to'd fo,Ieaft perchance he thinkc, 

Wedare not moue the queftion of our pace. 

Or know not what we are. 

P flro, I lhall fay fo to him. 

Vltff. We fiw him at the opening of his tent, v 
Hee i net lick. 

siiax. Y es Lion lick, fick of proud heart, you may call it 

E melon* 



'inemjiorj 

melancholy, if you will fauciur the man. But by my head ’ti* 
pride : but why,why,let him fhew vs a caufe l 
Nejl. What mooues nAixx thusto bay at him? 

[S'! iff, &A chillis hath inucgled his foole from him, 
NeJl.yftioTtMrJltest . He. 

Nffi. The wil Akv lack matter, if he haue loft his argumer,. 

, PA.No you fee he is -his argument,that has his argument 
^Achilles i 

Nef.hW the bettcr.their fraflio is more our wifli then tbeic 
faclion,but it was a ftrog compofure a fpole could difunite, 
V/*.The amity, that wiidem knits not/olly may eafily vnty, 
Heere cppvcs Patrocluti Nejh No Achilles with him, 
VA/i The Elephant hath ioynts,but none for couttefie, 

His legs are legs for neccflity,not for flexure. 

P atr o.zAckilUs bids me fay he is much forty, 

If any thing mot e-then your fport and plcafure. 

Did tnooue your grea*ne{fe,and this noble ftate/ 

To call vpon him. He hopes it is no other 
But for. your health,, and yourdifgcftion fake. 

An after dinners breath’. 

A gam, Heereyou Patroclm : 

YVe are too vveli acquainted with thefe anfwcrs^ 

Buthis euafiori winged thus fwift withicorne. 

Cannot our-flieour apprehenfions, 

Much attribute h c hath, and much the rcafon 
Why wc.aferibe it to him. Yet all his vertues. 

Not vertuonfly on his owne part beheld, 

Doe in our eyes begin tolofe their glofle, 

Yeadikc fake finite in air vkhoJfome difhj 
Are like to rott vntafled. Go and tell him. 

We come to fpeake with him,and you (hall not finne, 

]f you do fay, we thinke himouer-proud 
And vnder-hsneft , in. felfe aiiumption gr^te« 

Then in the note-of judgement. And, worthier then hunfeife 

Keere tend the fauage flrangenefle he puts on 

Difguife ,the holy ftrength of their comiwaund, 

And vnder-writein an obicniingkinde. 

His hmuorouspredominance y<# w<k$b ^; s 

1 -T 'iisdJi 



m'Aoi- 



, A 




william Shakespeare Troilus and Cressida (stc 22332) lon 



of Troylm mdCyeffeida. 

Hi; courfe,»d pme,his ebbs and fle wes,and if 

The p'afTa g c, a n d whole fheameof his commencement, 

l\odcy>n fiifi tide Goe tel) him this, and adde. 

That i'f drc ouer-hold his price fo much, _ , 

Weele’none of him, But let him like an engine, 

Not portable, lye vnder this report. 

bang a&ion hicher.this cannot go to warre ; 

A/lirring dtvarfewedoe allovr'ancc giue, 

• Before a fleeping gyant. Tell him fo. 

Pair. I (lull, and bring his anfwer prefcntly, 
hgurn. In fecond voyce wecle not be fatisfied , 

We cpme to fpeake with him : V/jJ/^cntertaine, 

A tax, VVhatis he morethen another. 

Mam, Nomorethen what he thinkes he is. 

Am v. Is he fo much : doe you not thinke he thinkes hurt- 
felfe a better man then I ani? 

A^w.Noqueftion. 

Amx. Will you fubferibe his thought -and fay he is. 
hg.im. No noble Aik.v, you are as ftrong , as valiant, as 
wife, no lefie noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tra&able. 

Ms. Why fhould a man be proud? how doth pride grow ? 
lknovv not what pride is. 

hgam. Your mindeis the eleerer , and your vertues the 
fairer, hee that is proud eates vp him-felfe: Pride is his 
owne glaffe , his owne trumpet , his owne chronicle , and 
what euer praifes it felfe but in tire deed , deuoures the 
deedinthepraife. : J . ' • , 

Enter Vliffes. 1 

Atix. I do hate a proud man, as I do hate the ingendring 
ofToades. 

Nejl. And yet he loues himfelfedft not ftrange ? 

Vltf. tAchilies wd 1 not to the field to mortow. 

Agtmi. Whats his cxcufo? i: 

' ■frlif, He doth rdye oh none. r. ’ 

But carries on the ftreame of his difpbfe,; 
Wnhoutcbieruance,or refp:o& of any, 

In will peculiar, ana in felfe ad.niflion, . . .m . ' . - 

E * Ag<*n, 
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J&ewfy&kp«& -*>f '« - « - - 

e^4»w. Why willhe notvponourfaire req U cft» 

Vntenc his perfon,and fharc th’ayre with vs. * 

Wf. Things, fmall as nothing, for requeftsfake onely 
He makes important, pofleft he is with gicatneffe, ■ 

And fpeakes not to himfelfc but with a pride. 

That quarrels at felf e breath . Imagind w orth, 

Holds in his bloud fuch fwolne and hott dilcourfe,. 

That twist his mentall and his aftiue parts, 

Kingdomd Achilles in commotion rages, 

And batters downehimfelfe. What fhould I fay, 

He is fo plaguie proud, that the death tokens erf it, 

Crie no recouene. Again. Let Aiax go tjh : m, 

De .re Lord, go you, and greetehim in his tent, 

’Tis faidhe holds you wel!,and will be lead, 

At yourveq <eft a litt'e from himfelfe. 

Zl/if. O A amemnon let it not be fo, 

Wcele confecrate the fteps that Aiax makes. 

When they go from Achilles : Avail the proud Lord 
That bafts his arrogance with his ownefeame, V 
And neu:r fuifets matter of the world 
Enter his thorghts, faue fuch as doth rriiolue. 

And ruminate him-felfe : fhallhe be wor/hipf, <• 

Ofthat we hold an idol! more then hee, ' 

No .* this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord, 

Shall net foflaulehis paUnenob’y acquird. 

Nor by my will aflubiugate his merit. 

As amply liked as Achilles is by going to Achilles, 

That were tp enlavd his fat already pride, 

And adde more coles to Cmcc: when he burner. 

With entertaining great Fiipenon, 

This Lord go to him, /aptterfjibid. 

And fay in thunder Achilles go to him. 

Neft. O this is well^he rubs the vaine ofhim, 

Dions. And how his filence drinkes vp his applaufc, *. 
AiaAfl go to him: with my armed fill tie po£h him ore the 
Agam Ono, you fhallnot goe, :• (^* 

Aia.hnd he beproud with mc,Ue phefeJiis pride. 

Let me goe to him, . 
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0^".—': ofTroyliAAndC iJJeidA, 

irhlf. Not for the worth chat hangs vpon our quarrell. 
/Lx. A palcry infolent fellow. 
pp e ft\ H°w he deferibes him fclte. 

Aiax. Can he not befociable. 
tM/lTheRauen chides blackacfte. 

Jiax. He tell his hr morons blond. 

.Aiam. Hce wilbethe phifition,chat fhould bee the paei- 
fflt . i Aiax.. And all men were of my minde. 
hf Wit would bee out of fafhion. 

Aiax: A fhould not beare it fo, a fhould cate fwords tuft, 
(hall pride carry it? 

i\T#Aidtviood yowd carry hade. 
lAiax. A would haue ten fbares . I yvidkneademm,I.e 

makehimfupple.he’snotyetthroughwarme? 

Neft. Force him with praiers poute in,poure, hisambitton 

yitjj. My Lord you feed to much on this diflik c. 

Neft. Our noble gcnerall do nor do fo? 

JJiom. Yon muft prepare to fight without Achi ’es. 

V/ijf: Why tis this naming of him do’s him harm e, 

Ere is amanbuttis.beforehisfacc,I wilbefilent. 

■Neft. Wherefore fhould you fo? 

Hie is not emulous as tA cbtllct is, 

yiiJfX hpw th^ whole world hee is as valiant ■ * 

Aiax. A hoarfon dog that fhall palter with vs thus, would 
hevereaTioyan? 

Neft. What a vice were it ia Aiax now.’ 

('lift: If hee were proude. 

Biom. Or cotietous of praife. 

Vltff. lorfurly borne. 

Biom. Or ftrange or felfe affc&ed. 

Vlijf: Thank the heauens Lord,thou art offwcet compofure 
Praife him that gat thee,fhee that gaue thee fuckf 
Fam’d be thy tutor,atid thy parts of nature. 

Thrice fam’d beyond all thy erudition: 

But hee that difciplirtd thine armes to fight, 

* Let Mars diuide eternity in twame, 

Andeiuchitn halfe,and for thy vigour: 

E- 3 > Bull* 
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t nc Injiory 

Bull-beating Milo his addition y eel d, 

1 o finovvy Aia.r,l will not pi- we cny wifdome. 

Which like aboord : a p ale, a (bore confines 
This rpacif us and dilat cd parb.hcre s Nejlor, r 
] nfirubted by the antiquary times.* 

He mufi, he is, he cannot but be wife, 

But pardon tidier Nejlor were you r daies 
As grecne as A tax , and your btainefo temper’d. 

You fhouldnot bane theemynenceofhim, ‘ 

'But be as A tax. At ax. Shall I call you father? 

Nefl. I my good Sonne. 

Dim. Be ruld by him Lord Kiax. 

Vltff. There is no tarrying here thcHart Achilles , 
Keepes thicket, pleafe it otir great generall, 

T o call together all his ftate of warre, 

Frcfli Kings are come to Troy , To morrow 
We muff with all our maine of power (land faft, 

And here’s a Lord come Knights from Eaft to Weft 
And calfeheir flower, A* as? (Hall cope the beft. 1 . 

AgetiQo wc tocounfell jet Achilles fleepe, ; 

Light bo atcsfaileTwifr, though greater hulkes draw deesfc 
Enter Pandartts. (Exeunt, 

Pan. Friend you, pray you a Word, doe ymihot follow the 
yong Lord Paris, (jMnn.. Mr when he goes before niee. 

Pan. You depend vpon himlmeane, ' * ’ 

Man.Sit I do depend vpon the Lord, 

’Tan. You depend vpon a notable gentleman I nmflneeds 
praife him. .5 y<sozn r,jf • • • d ‘1 f Wi 

Man, The Lord be praized? - o. i ;;c ; r 

P<*». You know me? doe you not? ’ 

CM an. Faith fir fuperficially. 

Pan. Friend know mee better,! am the Lord Pandam , 
Man. Ihope I (hall know your honour better?* > t s* : l 
Pan. Ido defire it. i a lb wf 

Man. Youaiein theflase of grace? • • W •/. mu’ 5 

Van. Grace? not fo friend, honourand Lordfbip are iny ti« 
tics, what muficke is this? ' ’ 

OHan.l do but partly know fir, it is mufick in partes. 

P<w« 
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p^.KtTowyoivtheinuficiar.s?. itm 

^y. V\ holyfir.‘ Pan. Who play they to? 
tjfyta:-). To the hearers fir. 
p,!». At whofc pleafure friend? 

Man. At mine-fir, and theirs thatloue muficke, 

p ok, Command I meaner 

rjOttn, Who lliall I command fii? 

p^. f riend we vnderftand net one another,! am to court- 
ly and thou to cunning, at whofe rcqiiefl do thele then play? 
VtfavThatsto’c indeed fir? many fir,ac th.- requefl ofP<;- 
wmy Lord, who is there inpeifon .with him.the mortal! 
Venus. > thehcart bioud of bcauty.louesinuifible loule.- 
Van. Who my cozen j'rcffida, 

Man. No CvJleUen, could not ycu finde out that by her at- 
tribute'. 

Pan, It fhould fyeme fellpw thou haft, not fecne the Lady 
(jejfidlcoaie to fpcake with P<a«, from the Piincp Troy- 
lut.l will make a cofnpicmental! allault vpon him fortny 
buflneflefeeth’si ‘ 

Sodden bufinefle, theirs a fte w’d phrafe indeed. 
Enter Paris and Hellen. 

Pan, Faire be to you my Lord,and to al this fajre company, 
fee defires in all faire mcafure-fairlie guide them, efpecially 
to you faire Queene fairethoughts be your faire pillo w. 

Hel Dere Lord you are full of faire words.*- 
Pan. You ff cake ycur faire pleafure fweet Qucenc, 

Faire Prince he re is good broken rnuficke.,s Krn.i 
Par. You haue broke sic. tcozen : and by nty life you (hall 
make it wbple againe, you (hall peecc it out with apecct oif 
yourperformance. Nel. he is full of harmony.' 

Pa»\ Trudy Lady no: Hel; G fir: 

Rudeinfoothjn good (both very rude. 

Paris.\Wel\ faid my Lord,wcil,you fay fo in fits.* p , 

Pan. I liaue.bufinefle toimy lord deer e Queene? my Lord 
Will you vouchfafe me a wol d. 

Hel, Nay this lliall not hedge vs out.weele here you fing 
•ertainely: 

P*« Well fvveet? Queeneyou ate pleafant with meej but, 

snary;.- 



Y£! 





intmjpory 

marry 'thus my,Lord my dcerc Lord, and mofl ctlcemeJ 
friend your brother Troy Ins, ,Jca 

Hel. My Lord Pandarnshony fweet Lord, 

Pan. Go too fweet Queen e,go to ? ' 

Comends himfclfe molt affe&onatly to you, 

Hel , You fliall not bob vs out of our melody. 

If you do our melancholy vpon your head. 

. Pm. S weet Queene/weet Quecne,thats a fweet Queeac 

I faith ^ 

Hel. And to make a fweet Lady fad is a fower offence. 
P an. Nay that iball not ferue your turne , that fliall it not 
in truth la ? Nay I care not for fuch words , no, no. And my 
Lord heedeures you that if the King call for him at fuper. 
You will make his excufe. 

Hel, My Lord Pandarus. 

*Pan. What faies my fweete Qu? enem,y veiy very fweet 
Queene? ~ 

Par. What exploit’s in hand, where fuppes he to night? 
Hel. Nay but my Lord ? 

Pm What faies my fweet Quecne?my cozen will fall out 
with you. 

Hel, Y ou muff not know where he hips. 

; Par. lie lay my life with my difpofcr Crejfe/da. 

Pan. No, no ?no fuch matteryou are wide, comeyout 
difpofcr is ficke. 

Par. Well ilc makes excufe? 

Pan, 1 good my Lord , why fliould you fay frefetda 1 , no, 
your diffofers lick. P*f. Ifpie? 

Pan. You fpy? what doeyoufpic?corne,giucmccanin- 
ffrument. now fweete Queene: 

Hel. Why this, is kindely done? 

Pan. My Nceceis horribly in loue with a thing you haue 
fweete Q^ecne. 

Hel. Shec (hall haue it my Lord , if it bee not my Lord 
Paris. 

P and, Hee ?,*o ? fiieele none of, him , they two are 
Sawine, 

Hel, Fa* ling in after falling out may make them three. 



of Troy Ins and Creffetda. 

Pand. Come,come, He heare no more of this,He fing you]a 
fong now. 

Hell: I, I, prethee,n«>w by my troth fweet lad thou haffe a 

fine fore-head. 

fond: I you may, you may. 

Hell: Let thy fong be loue : this loue will vndoe vs all. Oh 
Cupid, Cupid,Cupid. 

Pand: Loue? I that it fliall yfaith. 

Par: I goodnow loue,lone, nothinghucloue. 

Pand: Loue, loue, nothing but loue-fitllloue fiill more : 

for o hues bow. Shoots Burke and Hoe. ’ 

The Jhafts confound not that it wounds 
£ Tut tides flillthe fore: 

Thefe louers cry, oh ha they dye, 

Tet that which feemes the womdto kill, 
Hothtttrneohho,tohahahe, 

So dying loue Hues fill, 

O ho a while, but ha ha ha, 

O ho gr ones out for ha ha ha— — hey ho. 

Hell: In loue I faith to the very tip of the nole. 

Par. He eates nothing but doucs loue,and that breeds hot 
blood, and hot bloud begets hot thoughts,and hot thoughts 
beget hot deedcs,and hot deeds is loue. 

Pand. Is this the generation qf loue : hot.- bloud hot 
thoughts and hot deedes why they are vipers, is loue a ge- 
neration of vipers: 

Swcete Lord whole a field to day? 

Par: Hettor,Deipholtts, Helenes , Anthenor, and. all the gal- 
lantry ofTroy. l would faine haue arm’d to day , butniy Nell 
would not haue it lb. 

How chance my brother T roylus went not? 

Hell: He hangs the lippe at fomething,you know al Lord 
Pandarus. 



\jhPand: Not I hony fweete j^ueenc , I long to hearc how 
they Iped today: 

Youle remember your brothers excufe? 
t Par: To a hayre. 
i Pand: Farewell fweete Aieenc. 

~ ~ I* JT/fcCo m* 
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Thettpry 

Hell. Commend me to your neece. 

Pand. I w ill fweet Queene. Sound a retreat? 

'Far: Their comefrbm the fielddefvs to PriamesHall 
To greete the warriers. Sweet Heft" I mull woe you, 

To helpc vn-arme our Held or : firs ftubborne bucks 
With this y&ir white enchanting fingers toucht; 

Shall more obey then to the edge of fteelc. 

Or force of Gieekifh /Inewcs ryoufhaildomore 
Then all the Hand .Kinges,difarnfo great Held or- 
Hell: Twil make vs proud to be his ieruant P Ariel 
Yea what he fhall recciue of vs in duty, 

Giues vs n\ore palme in beauty then we haue. 

Yea ouerfhincs our felfe. 

‘Tar: Sweet aboue thought I loue her? Exeunt, 

Enter . VancUrut Trojlus jman. 

Pand: How now wher’s thy maifter,atmy Coufin 'CrtffM 
eJAlan: No fir ftayes for you to conduft him thether, 
Pand: O heere he comcsrhow now,hownow? 

Troy: Sirra walke off. 

Pand: Haue youfeene my Coufinc? 

T roj: No Pendants , I ftalke about her dore 

Like to a ftrange foule vpon theStigianbankcs 

Staying for waftage.O be thou my Charon. 

And giueme fwift tranfportanceto thefe fieides. 

Where I may wallow in the filly beds 
Propofdfor thedeferuet, O gentle 
From Cupids ffiouldcr plucke his painted wing*j 
And flye with me to fre/jid. . 

Pand: Walke heere ith’Orchard.Tle bring her flraight, 
Troy: I am giddy;expe£htion whirles me round, 
Th*ymaginary rclifh is fo fweete, 

That it inchaunts my fencetwhat will it be 
When that the watry pall atstafte indeed 
Louts thrice reputed Ne£iar?Death I feareme 

Sounding diftru<SHon,orfomeioy to fyne, 

To lubtill, potent, tun’d to ftarpin fwectncUe- ‘ 

For the capacity of my ruder powers; 

I feae itj»uch,and 1 deefeare befides 

* ■ ‘ 
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if Troy Ins wdCteJfeid** 

That I (hall loofe diftin£ion in my ioyes 
As doth a batraile,when they charge on heapes 

The enemy flying. , , 

Pand. Sbees making her ready , Iheele come flraight,you 
muft be witty now, Are does fo blulh,and fetches her wind fo 
{horcas iflhee werefraid with a fpiritc : lie fetch herjir is the 
pretiitft villainCjlhe fetches her breath as Ihort as a ne w tanc 

[^m.dBuen fuch a pafliori doth unbrace my bofome, 

My heart beats thicker then a feauorous pulfe. 

And all my powers dotheir bellowing loofe 
like vaffalagc at vnwares encountring 
theeyeofmaiefly. Enter pandar and Crefpd. 

Pand Come, come, what need you blufh? 

Shames a babie; heere fhee is now , fwearc the otnes. now to 
her thatyou hauefwornc to me : vyhat are you gone againc, 
you mud bewatcht creyou be made tame , muil you I come 
your waies come your waies , and you di aw backward week 
put you ith fiiies : why doe you not fpeakctoher.Come 
draw this curtainc, and lees fee your picture ; alrfic the day? 
how loath you are to offend day light;and twerc darke youd 
dofe fooner .• fo fo,rub on and kifle.the miftrefle ; how now 
akiffein fee-farme .-build there Carpenter the ayre isfweet. 
Nay, you (hall fight your hearts out ere I part you. The.faul- 
con, as the tercel! :f or all the ducks ith riucr : go too, go too. 
Tray.- You haue bereft me of all wordes Lady. 

Pand: Words pay no.debts ; giue her deeds : but fheele be- 
xeaue you ath’ deeds too if (lie call your a£h,;ity in quefiion: 
what billing again: heeres in witneffe whereof the parties in- 
terchangeably." Come in come in lie go get a fire? 

Cref. Wil! you walke ir. my Lord? 

Trey.Q Creffld howroftertihaue I wilhtme dips. 

Cref. Wifhtmy Lord?tbe gods grauntPO my -Lord? 

Troy, What fhould they graunt?what makes this prct‘y ab- 
ruptionswhat to curious dreg cfpies my fweete lady in the 
fountaine of our loue? 

Cref. More dregs then water if my teares haae eyes. 

Troy, teares make diuels of Cherubins,they neuei foe truly. 

-• ‘Fa blir.de 
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Thehijlory 

Cref. Blind fearc that feeing reafon leads, finds fafer foo. 
ting, then blind reafon, Bumbling without fearc: tof are 
the worft oft cures the worfe. 

Troy. O let my Lady apprehend no feare. 

In all Cupids pageant there is prefented no mondcr. 

Cref . Nor nothing monftrous neither* oih ■ 

Troy. Nothing bucour vnd cr takings , when wee vow to 
weepeleas, liue in fire, eate rockes, tame Tygers, thin- 
king it harder for outrmifh eflc to deuife impofition ynough 
then for vs to vndergoe any difficulty impofed. — 

This the monftrubfity inloue Lady, that the will is infinite 
and the execution confind,that the d elite is boundlcflc , and 
the aft a flaue to lymitc. 

(ref. They fay all louers fweare mote performance thaw 
then they are able , and yet refeme an ability that they neuet 
performer vowing more then the perfection often : and dif- 
charging lefle then the tenth part of one. 1 hey that haue 
the voyce of Lyons, and the aft of Hares are they not mon» 
flers? 

Troy. Are there fuch t fuch are not we ; Praife vs as wee 
are tafted.allow vs as we proue : our head fhallgoe baretill 
merit louer part no affeftion inreuerfion (hall haueapraife 
in prefent : we will not name defert be fore his birth, and be- 
ing borne , his addition (hall bee humble : few worde? to 
to faire faith, T royhu (hall be fuch to (reffid , as what en* 
uy can fay woiftfhall bee a mocke for his truth, and what 
truth canfpeake trueft - not truer then Troy Ins. 

Cref Will you walke in my Lord? . 

* Pond. Wh at blufhing ftill.bauc you not done talkingyetf 

(ref. Well Vncle what folly I commit I dedicate to 

^Pand. I thanke you for that if my Lord gette a boy ofycu, 
youle giuehim me:be true to my Lord , if he flinch chide me 

T roy: You know now your hoftages,yout Vncles word.and 

my firme faith. 1 ■ ’ , . , j 

Pand. Nay He giue my word for her too : our Kinarcu 
though they be long ere they beewoed , they areconi^ 
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e/Troylus stnd Creffeidx. 

being vvonne , they are burresl cantellyou, theyle flick* 
t, J, they are thrownc. 

wh /> r Bouldnefle comes to me now and brings me heart: 
p r i^ c e Iroylut I haue loued you night and day , for many 

^Tror Why was my Crefjid then fohard towyn? 

(rtf: Hard to feeme wonne: but I was wonne my Lord 
With the firft glancetthat euer pardon me 
If I confefle much you will play the tyrant, 

I louc you now, but till now not fo much; 

Rnr I might maifter it;in faith I lye, 

S jEStowcrelike vnbrideled chilpren grone 
Too headflrong fortheir mother : fee wee foolcs, 

Why hauel blab d : who (hall be trueto ys 
vVhen We are fo vnfecret to our felues. 

But theugh I loue’d you well, I woed you not, 

Andy ct good faith I wifht my felt e a man; 

Orthatwc women had mens priuiledge 
Of fpeaking firft. Sweete bid me hold my tongue. 

For in thisrapture 1 (hall furely fpeake 

<Pa»d. Pretty yfaith. , „ . 

CreP. My Lord I doe befeech you pardon me, 

Twas not my purpofe thus to begge a kiffer 
lam afham’d ; O Heauens what haue I done • 

Forthistime will I take my leauemy Lord. 

c,“p "y you content you. 7r.,:Wh« offend, you Udj? 
Cref fir mine own company. 

Troy: You cannot fhunyour felfe, 

(ref Let me goe and try: 

1 haue a kind of felfe recids with you: 
Butanvnkindefelfe,thatitfelfewiJllcaue, 

To be anothers foole. . I would be g°u c: where 






A 




Themjtory 

Where is my wit M know not what I (peakc, (wifely 

1 ro. Well know they what they fpeake.that fpeake fo > 
Cref. Perchance my Lord I fhow more craft then loue, 
And fell fo roundly to a large confeflion. 

To angle for your thoughts, but you are wife. 

Or die you loue notrfor to be wife and loue, . 

Exceeds mans might that dwells with gods aboue, 

Tro. O that I thought it could bcin a woman* V 

As if it can I will prefume in you. 

To feed for age herlampe and flames of loue* 

To k eepe her conftaney in plight and youth, 

OutJiuing beauties outward,witii a mind, , 

That doth renew fwifter then blood decays, 

Or that perfuafion could but thus conuince me. 

That my integrity and truth to you. 

Might be affronted witluhe match and waight, 

O' fucha winnowed purity inloue, 

How were I then vp-lifted’.but alafTe, 
i am as true as truths fimplicity. 

And Ampler then th, infancy of truth. 

Cref. In that ile war with you, Tro. O vemious fight. 
When right with l ight waires who fhaibe aioli righ t, 

True f*vains in loue fha:I in the world to come 
Approuctheirtruethby T roylus when their rimes* 

Full ofprotefrjofoath and big compare. 

Wants fimcles truth tyrd with iteration. 

As true as fiee!e,as plancageto the mo one. 

As funne to day : at turtle to her mate, 

As Iron to Adamant; as Earth to ch’ Center, 

After all comparifonsoftriuh, 

(As truths anthentique author to be cited) 

As true as TrojIus,{ha}.l croune vp the verfe. 

And fan&ifiethe nombers, 

Cref. Prophet may you bee, 

IfT bee falce otfwarue a hay re from truth, 

When time is ould or hath forgot it felfo. 

When water drops hauewomethe ftones off ro/, 

And blind p bliwo n fwallowd Citties vp. A j 
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r ^. . of Troylus And Crejfeida, 

And mighty dates charaaer-lcs are grated. 

To dufty nothing, yet let memory, 

From falce to falceamong falce mayds in loue, 

Vpbraid- my falcehcod,when tn haue fatd as falce. 

As ayre,as water, wind or fandy earth, 

A S Fox to Lambejor Wolfe to Heifers Calfe, 
pard to the Hind, or ftepdame to her Sonde, 

Yea let them lay to fiicke the heart of fallehood, 

^Pwd. Goto a bargaine made,fcaleit,fcale it ile bee the 
, vvitnes here 1 hold your hand , here my Co/.ens , if euer you 
proue* f alie one, to another fin ce I haue taken fuch pamc to 
bringyou together let all pittifull goers betwecnc becald 
to the worlds end after mv name , call them all Pandeis,lct 
all conlfrntmen beTroyluffes all fal fe woemen Creftds, and 
all brokers betwecnc pandcrsjfay Amen. 

Tro. Amen* (7^. Amen, 

Wherevnon I will fhewyou a Chamber , which bed be- 
caufeit (ball not fpcake of your prety encounters prefle it to 
death; aw ay. , , , Sxemt ‘ 

And Cupid grant all tong-tide mavdens here. 

Bedchamber, Pander to prouide this geere. extt, 

' Ebier ytiJfet,Dicmed.Ncttor, Agamcm.l micas, 

Ct/ Now Princes for the fcruice 1 haue done, 

Th’aduantage ofthe time prompts me aloud. 

To call for recompence rappere it to mind. 

That through the fight I beare in things to loue, 

I haue abandond Trey, left my pofleflion, 

Incurd a traytors name ; expofa my iclre. 

From ccrtaine and pofleft conueniences. 

To doubtfull fortunes Tequeftring from me all. 

That time acquaint an ce,cuftome and condition. 

Made tame^and mod familiar to my nature: 

And here to doe you feruice am become. 

As new into the world,ttrange,vnacquainted* - 
] do befeech you as in way oftaft. 

To giue me now a little benefit. 

■ F 4 Oufr 
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* v/i "*J* ur j 

Out of thofe many regiftred in promife. 

Which you fay Hue to come in my behalfe; 

Aga. What woiildft thou of vs TroianPmake demand 

Calc. You haue a Troian prifoner cald Antenor 
Ycfterday tooke,Troy holds him very deere. 

Oft haueyouf often haue you thankes therefore) 

Defird my Creffed in right great exchange. 

Whom Troy hath ftill deni’d but this Anthenor , 

I know is fuch a wreft in their affaires: 

That their negotiations all muft flackc. 

Wanting his mannage and they will almoft, 

Giue vs a Prince of blood a Sonne of Pry am. 

In change of him. Let him be fent great Princes, 

And he fhall buy my daughrer : and her prefence. 

Shall quite ftrike of all feruice I haue done. 

In moll accepted paine. 

Aga. Let Diomedes beare him. 

And bring vs Crejfid hither, Calcas fhall haue 
What hercquells of vs: good Dtomed 
Furnifh youfarrly for this enterchange. 

With all bring word If Hettor will to morrow. 

Bee anfwercd in his challenge.^*** is ready. 

Dio. This fhall I vndertakc,andtis a burthen 
Which I am proud to beare. Exit, 

Achilles and Patro ftandtn their tent. 

Vli. Achilles Hands ith enrtance of his tent, 

Pleafe it our generall paffc ftrangely by him: 

As if he were forgot, and princes all. 

Lay negligent and loofe regard vpon him, 

I will come laft,tis like heele queftion mec. 

Why fuch vnpaulfiue eyes are bent ? why turnd on him, 

If fo I haue derifion irredeemable, 

To vfe betweene you r ft rangnes and his pride. 

Which his owne will fhall haue defire to drinke. 

It may doe good, pride hath no other glafle. 

To fhow it fclfe but pride for fupple knees. 

Feed arrogance and arethe proud mans fees, 

Ai*. Weele execute youfpurpofe and put on, 

r ' tfotme 
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ofT roylus and Creffeida, 

A forme offtrangsiefle as we pas along, 

So do each Lord, and either greet him not 
Or els difdaynfully, which fhall lhake him more: 
flien if not lookt on. I will lead the way. 

Achil. What comes thegcncrall to fpeakc with meefc 
Youknow my mindelle fight nomore’gainft Troy. 

Aga. What faies Achilles would he ought with vs? 

Nell. Would you my Lord ought with thegenerall. 

Achil. No. 

Neft. Nothing my Lord: 

Aga. The better. 

Achil. Good day, good day: 
t-Men, How do you ? how do you? 

Achil. What do s the Cnckould fcorne mej? 

Aiax . How now 'Tatroclus ? 

Achil. Good morrow tsHaxl 

tsfiax . Hxi 

eAchil Good morrow. 

Aiax. I and good next day too. Exeunt. 

Ach, What meane thefc fello wes know they not Achilles ? 
Patro. They paffe by ftrangely : they were vl d to bend. 

To lend thcii fmiles before them to Achilles'. 

To come as humbly as they vf d to creep,to holy auitars.* 
Achil. What am I poore oflate? 

Tis certaine, greatneffe once falne out with fortune, 

Muft fall out with men to, what the declin'd is, 

Helhall as foone reade in the eyes of others 
As feele in his owne fall : for men like butter-flics. 

Shew not their mealy wings but to the Summer, 

/ n J not a man for being fimply man, 

Hath any honour,but honour for thofe honours 
That are without him,as place, ritches, and tauour. 

Prizes of accident as oft as merit 

Which when they fall as being flipery ftanders, 

Thelouc that lean’d on them as flipery too. 

Doth one pluck downe another, and together,dic in the fall, 
But tis not fo with mee. 

Fortune and 1 are friends,! do enioy: 

G ht 
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At ample point all'that I did poffcfFe, . . . 

Saue thefe mens lookes,who do me thinkes findeout: 

Some thing not worth in me fuch ritch beholding,. 

As they haue often giucn, Here is Vhjfes 
lie interrupt h:s reading,hovv now Fltflesl: k 

riff. Now gvcatTtetis Sonne. 

Acljik What ate.you reading? 

Vkff. Aftrange fellow here, 

Writes me that man,how derely euer patted: 

How much in hauing or without ot in 
Cannot,make boft to haue that which he hath,. 

Nor fecles not what he owes but by reflection: 

As when his venues ay mingvpon others, 

Heate them and they retort that heate againc.- 
To the firllgiuers. 

Ach'd. This is not flrange Vlffes, 

The beauty that is borne heie in the face: 

The bearer knowes not, but commends itfelfe,. 

To others eyes, nor doth the eye it fclfe 
That mofi pure Lp i r i t of fence jb e hold it fclfe 

Not going from it felfe: but eye to eye oppofed, . 

Sallutes each othet;with each others forme, ? 

For fp ecu! at ion turtles not to it fclfe, 

Till it hath trauel’d and is married there ? 
Whcreitmayfeeit felfe t this-is not lirangc at all, 

UltjJ. I donot firaine at the pofition. 

It is familiar, but at the authors drift* 

Who in his circumflance cxprefsly prooucs, 

That no man is the Lord of any thing: 

Though in and of him there be much confining; 

Till he communicate his parts to others, 

Nor doth hce ofhimfelfe know them for aught: 

Till he behold them foimcd in the applaufe. 

Where th’arc extended who like an arch reuerb rate. . 

T he voice againe or like a gate of fleele:- 
Fronting the Sunne,reeeiues and renders back 
His figure and his heate. I was much rap’c ia this,- 
And apprehended here immediately, : ^ 
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ofTroylus and Crefffeida . 
ph’ vnknowne Amx, heauens what a man is there? 

A very hoifc,that has he knowes not what 

Nature w hat things there are; 

liloli obic5t in rcgard.and deere in vfe, 

\$hat things againc moft deere in the efteeme: 

And poore in worth, now fha‘1 we fee to morrow. 

An atf that very chance doth throw vpon him 
Al.'.x renow n’d ? O heauens whatfomc men doe. 

While fome men leaue to doe. 

How fome men creepc in skittifh' fortunes hall. 

Whiles others play the Ideots in her eyes. 

How one man eates into anothers. pride. 

While prideis failing in his wantonefle. 

To f ee thefe Grecian Lords, why cuen already,* 

They clap the lubber Aiax on the fhou’der 
As if his foote were one braue Hectors bieft. 

And great T roj fbriking. 

d chill. I doebeleeueic. 

For they pad by me as mifers do by beggars. 

Neither gaue to me good word nor looke: 

What are my deeds forgot? 

Vlif Time hach(my Lord> wallet at his back. 
Wherein he puts almcs for obliuion: 

A great fix’d monller of ingratitudes, 

Thofe feraps are good deeds pafl, 

Which are deuour’d as fall as they are made, 

Forgot as foone as done .perfeuerance deere my Lords 
Keepes honour bright,tohaue done, is to hang. 

Quite out offafhion lik e a rufly male, 

In monumentall mockry ? take the inilant way. 

For honourtrauells in a ilraight fo narrow: 

Where on but goes a breft , keepe then the path 
For emulation hath a thoufand Sonnes, 

That one by one purl’ue,Hyougiue way. 

Or turne a fide from the direct forth right. 

Liketoanentvedtidethcyallrufliby, _ rfr . 

And leaue you him, moft, then what tney do xn p 
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For time is like a fafhionable hoall, ’ 

That flightly fhakes his parting guefi by th'hand, 
And with his armesout-lhetchc as he would flie," 
Grafpes in the commer .• the welcome euer {miles, 
And farewell goes c»t fighing. Let nor vernie feeke 
Remuneration forthethingit was, Foi beauty, wit, * 
High birth, vigor of bone, defert in feruic^ 
Loue,fricndflrip,tharity,are fubiedfs al 1 , 

To entnous and calumniati g time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, 
That all with one confenc praife new-borne gaudes* 
Though they are made and moulded of things. paft/ 
And goeto duft,that is a 'lktie guilt/ 

More laud then guilt ore-dufted, 

The piefent eye praifes theprefent obiedf. 

Then maruell not thou great and complet man,. 

That all the Greekcs begin to worfliipe*4&v 
Since things in motion fiooncr catch thceye. 

That what flirs nor. The crie went once on thee,. 
And fill! it mioht,andyet itmayagaine. 

If thou would!} not entembe thy felfe aliuc. 

And cafe t hy reputation hi thy tent, 

Whofe glorious deeds but in tl efe fields of late. 
Made emulous mifTions mongfVthe gods them fclues, 
And draue great Mars to faftion. 

<tAcht\. Of this my priuacie, 

I haue ftrciijg realbns., 

VI if. Butgainft your priuacie. 

The reafons are more potent and heroycallr 
Tis knowne- Achilles that you are in loue. 

With one of A'raj#/ daughters. 

Achil. Ha ? knowne. 



Vlif .Is that a wonder ; 

The prouidcncc thats in a vvatchfull fiate, 

Knowes almoff euery thing, 

Findes^bottomin thevneoroprehenfiue depth, 

Keepes place with thought and almoft like th e gods, 

Do thoughts ynuaile iB their dutnbo cradles. 

* - -• rhete 




of T rojltis and Crtjfeida. 

There is a myflcric ( with whom Bplation 
Durft neuer meddle ) imtKe fisule of flare. 
Which hath an operation more diuipei 1 
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Then breath or pen can giue expreflurc to: 

AH the com.mcrfe that you hauchad with Troy, 

As perfedlly is ours, as yours my Lord, 

And better would it fi.tr Achilles much, j C ; . 

To throw downe Hector t hen P olixena. \ _ . 

But it mufi gricue young P it'fais now at heme. 

When fame fhall in our Hands found her rrurope, 

Aiyid all the Grcekifh girles fhall tripping ling. 

Great Hettors filler did defalks winne. 

But our great Aiax brauely bcate downe him? 

Farewell my Lord .'I asyburlouerfpeake, 

The foolc Aides ere the Ice that you fitould breake. 

P atr. To this effedt Achilles hau.e I moou’d you, 

A woman impu Jent^nd manni!h growne, 

Is not more.loth’d then an effeminate man , 

In time of addon .* 1 ftand condemn d for this 
They thinke my little flomack to the warre. 

And your great loue to me,re(lraines you thus, 
Sweeteroufeyour lelfe,and the wcakc w ant onfupid, 

■ Shall from yourpeckwnloofeh.samorous fould. 

And Jike : dew drop from the Lions mane, ..-"V \ 
Befhooketoayre. 

. Ach. S^aW Aiax fightwith Hector. \ 

Vatro I and perhaps receiue much honor by him, 
Achtl.. J.fee my reputation is at (lake, 

• 'My fame is fin owe] y g •r d. 

Vatro. O then beware., , it ,gni a -."s :->r- 

Thofc wounds heaJe ill; that men do.giue thenifeluc*, 
Gmifiion to doe what is neceflaty* 

. Sealesa commiflion toablankeof danger, 

And danger jike an ague fubtly taints : • ; ’ 

Eueo thei'.w'henrtb^firiddyin'thefunnei: s-, uv>: u . 

Achil, Gocall TherJttejhethcx fwett Vatrochte t 
lie fend the foole to Aiax, anddefirehim 
T’inmtc the Tioyan lords after the co nibate. 



S&T 



“Si* 



lG. 3 




i ne nijiorj 

To fee'vs hccre vnarmd.I haue a womans longing, 

An appetite that! am lick wlth.rall, 

To fee great Hettof\dfi\\s weeds of peace. 

To taikc with him, and tobehold his vifage, 

Hucn to my full of view. A labour iau’d. 

Enter Therfites. 

Therfi. A wonder. Achil, What? 

Therfi. Aiax goes vp and downe the field asking for 
himfelfe. Achil, How fo ? 

Therfi, He mu ft fight fingly to morrow with Better, and 
is fo prophetically ptoud of anheroycall cudgeling , that 
he raues in faying nothing. 

Achil. How bin tbit be ? 

Therfi, Why a ftalkes vp and downe like a peacock, a 
ftrideand aftand { ruminates like aiihoftiflc, that hath no 
Arichmatique but her brainc to fet downe her reckoning: 
bites his lip with a politique regarde , as who ihould tyr 
there were wittc in'thishead andtwoo’d out : and fo there 
is. But it lyes as coldly in him , as fire ina flint, which will 
not fho w without knocking, the tiians vndone for cuer , for 
if Bettor breake not his neck ith’ combat© ,• hecle broakt 
himfelfe in vaine glory . Hee knowes not mee , 1 fayd 
good morrow tsAtax : And hee replyes thankes Agamem- 
non. What thinke you of this man that takes mee for the 
Generali? Heesgrowne a very land-fifli languageleife,a 
monfler, a plague of opinion, a man may weare it on both 
fides like a lecher Ierkin. 

Achil Th ou muft be my Ambaffador Therfites, ' 

The' fi. Who 1 : why heeleanfwer no body : heeprofef- 
fes not anfwering, fpeaking is for beggers .- he wearb his 
tongue inis arrives.' 1 will put on his prefence. Jet Patrcclut 
make demands to me. You fhall fee the pageant of Jinx, 
Achil . To him Pdtrocltu,ta ll him I humbly defite the va- 
liant Aiax, to itmite the valorous Efettor to cowe vnatm’d 
to my tent,andto procure fafe-conduft for his perf n, of 
the magnanimous and. mbft illuftriou , fixcor feauen times 
honour’d Captaine Generali of chearmic, zAgamemnon, 
do this. 


cfTroyltti apO.CreJj£ida. 

<j>atro. Ioue\£clfitQio$-,Ai*x,r. 7 ' : forn;// 

PatrA come from the worthy, Achf/fes* - f \ « 

fherf, Ha? _ •: i 

Patr. Whomofl humbly defiles 'you toinuite Better to 
fherf. Hum ? . ; ; (his tent. J 

fatr. AndipprocurefafccondufSf from Agamemnon, 
fherf. Agamemnon }-. 

Patr. I my Lo: d. ^ Therfi Ha ? 

Patr. What fav you toot. ' , 

'fherf. God buy you with ,all my heart. > 

Patr. Your anfvver fir. 

Therfi, lfto morrow beafaire.day,by.a louen of the clock 
it will ° oe one way or other; howfoeuer he.fhallpay for me 
erehee'ha’s me. Tatr. Your anfvver fir, 

Therfi. Fare y ee well with all my heart. 

Achil . .Why ,but h e is not in this tune, is he/ _ , 

Therfi. No .• biit out of t.uns cfiiq. What njuGck will be, sp? 
ViirrijW hen" Plettor ha’s knockt out h« braines. I knavyjnc t., : 
But lam fure none, vnlcflc the fidler Apo/lo gct his finnews 
to make Catlings on. 

Achtl. Come^thou fhalt bcare a letter to himflraighr. 

Therfi. Let mee beare another to.his hprfe, for tha.s the. 
more capable creature, leda hur bm s • ; .i r 

Achil. My minde is treubljed^ke afountathe mrd r . 

And Imvfelfefeeno,tthebo,ttpme ofi^.- . . 

Therfi. Would the ipuipaipe of youruiLnde.vvere cleere 
againfjthac Irnigbt w^ter.aj* ^^atiql'hyjtathtf^ea tick 
in a fhecpc,thcn fuch a valiant ignorance, c *i g, n [ 

Enter at:P$e doore tAZneas.at another -Parfi,Deiphofigty 
Antemor,Diomed the Cjrectan,fub torches, f 
Park. Seebo / who is that there*/:, 

Deiph. It is th e Lord oEneat. j 

tAne. Is the Prince there in perfon? . 

Had 1 fo good occdion to ly c-long . , u 

As your p,rin<;©. ParUfio-thmg butheauenly bufineffe, . , 

Should rob my bed mateof my company, : ... , ; , , (j . * 
Dio. That’s my minderoo ?.good rriorrovy ,Lord cSneae-, 
Park. A valiant Greeks fake hi* hand, , . 
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Witnefie the proccffe of your fp«ech .* wh erbln 
You told how Djomed a whole v/ceke by daics, 

Did haunt you in the field. 

*y£ne. Health to you val iant fir. 

During all queflion of the gentle truce: 

But Wheal meete you *rtnd,as black defiance. 

As heart can thinke or courage execute/ 

Diem. The one an d ocher Diomed embraces. 

Our blouds are now in calme,and fo long helth: 

Lul’d when contention, and occafion meete. 

By hue ile play the hunter for thy life. 

With all my fore e,purfuitc, and polhcy. 
t^Zrie. And tb.ou {halt hunt a Lyon that will fife. 

With his face back-ward, in humane gentleneflc: 
Welcome to Troy,now by <ts4nchifes life. 

Welcome ttndced by Ventu hand I fwerc; 

No tnan alnue can Ibuc in fuch a foit. 

The thing; he rrteancs fo kilLmorc excellently. 

Diom. Wefimpathize. Ioue let«x£»*vw hue 
(If to my fword his fate be not th e gl o ry) 

A thoufaod compleace couvfes of the Sunne, 

But in mine emulous honor let himdie: 

With euery ioynt a wound and that to morrow— — - 
e^»f,We knoW each other well? 

Diom . We do andiongto know each other worfe. 

Par. ’fhis is the moft defpightfull gentle greeting. 

The noblefl hatcfull loue that ere l heard of, what bufihelfe 
Lord fo earely ? 

«✓£>**. 1 was fent for to t he King'?-feirt why I know nor. 
Par. His purpofe mectes you ? twas to briog this Grcekc, 
To falcho s hoiife,and there to renderhim: 
Fortheenfreed Anthenorthe faire Crcjfid, 

Lets haue your compandor if you plcafc, 

Haft there before vs. I cb'nftantly beleeiie, 

(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge) 

My brother Troylut lodges there to night, 

Ronfe Kith and gtne himnoteofotirapprocb, 

With the whole quality wherefore: 



'll 




william Shakespeare Troilus and Cressida (stc 22332) londoi 



of Troylm and Creffeida. 

1 feare we fhall be much vnwelcome. 

Eneas'. That I affureyou : Tr.^lw had rather Troy were 
borne to Greece,! bcn'Crefeid borne from Troy. 

Paris. There is no helpe. 

The bitter difpofiticn of the. time will haue it fo : 

On Lord,weele follow you. 

6 /£»eas. Good morrow all. 

Paris. And tell me noble Diomedf, aich tell me true, 

Euen in foule of found good fdlowfoup, 

Who in your thoughts.delerues faire Helen beft, 

My felfe.or Cfy'endatu. 

Dion}. Both alike. 

Hee merits well to haue her that doth feeke her. 

Not making any fcruple of her foyle, 

Withfuch a bed of paine, and world ofeharge. 

And y°u as well to keepe her, that defend her* 

Not paliating the taffcof her difhonour 
With fuch a coftly Ioffe of wealth^and friends. 

He |;ke a puling Cuckold would drinke vp. 

The lees and dregs of a flat tamed peece : 

You likealetcher out of whorifh loynes, 

Arepleafd to breed out your inheritors. 

Both merits poy zd,each weighs nor leffe nor more. 

But he as he, the heauier for a whore. 

Paris. Y ou are too bitter to your country-woman, 

Diom. Shees bitter to her country, heare me Paris, 

For euery falfedtop in her bawdy veines, ^ 

A Grecians life hath fonke .• for euery fcruple 
Of her contaminated carrion watght, 

A Troyan hath beene flame. Since fhe could fpeake, 

Shec hath not giuen fo many good words breath, 
AsforherGreekes and Troyans fuffred death. 

Paris. Faire Diomedyou do as chapmen do, 

Djfpiaife the thing that they defire to buy. 

But we in filence hold this vertue well, 

Wcele not commend, what wee intend to fell. Heerelycs 
our way .Exeunt, Enter Trojlui and Cnjfeuti. 

Iroj, Decre,troublenotyourfeife, th^mornc is colde. 
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The biff ory 

Cref. Thenfwect roy Lord iic call minevncklc downe, 
Hsc fhall vnbolt the gates'. 

Troyl. Trouble him not. 

To bed to bed rfleepe kill thofe pricey eyes, ‘ 

And giue as foft attachment to thy fences,]. 

A§ infants empty of al! thought. 

(ref. Good morrow then. 

Troyl. I prithee now. to bed. 

Cref Arc von a weary of me ■ 

Troyl. 0frejfe(da ! but that the bufie dav* 

Wak*t by the Larke hath rouzd the ribald Crowes, 

And dreaming^ight will hide our ioyesricK'onger, 

I would not ftomthee. 

(ref Night harh beenetoobriefe. 

Tro. Bdbrew. the witch ! with venemotts wights (he flales 
As t edioufly astullsjBut flies the grafpes ofloue. 

With wings more momentary fwift then thought, 

You will catch col de and curfemc. 

Crcf. Prithee tarry ,you men will neuer tarry, 

0 foolifh CrejfeidX might hauoftdl held of, ^ 

And then yp.i would haue tarried. Hatke thersenevp, 
Pand Whats a'l the doorcs open heerc? 

Troyl. It is your Vncle. 

Cref A. peftilence on him .* now Will he be mocking .* 

1 fliall haue fuch a life. , 

Pandtfo w now, how- now, how go maiden-head* 
Heere yorf mside.where’s my cozin C refeid? ' ( . 

Cref. Go hang your fclfe.you naughty mocking ynee, 
You biing me to doc— and then you floute me to. 

ParJ. To do whit, to do what? let her fay whar. 

What haue I brought you to doe ? _ ■ 

C^CCome,comc,bcfhrcw your heart,youlc ncrebe 0 , 

not fufler others. ; ijjfl 

Pa»d. Ha.ha s alas poor c wretch t a poore 
not flept to night ? would hee not ( a naughty man ) » 

fleepe^abug-beare take him. ithMiead, 

Cref. Did not I tell you ? would he were knock 
Who's that at doore,£ood vnckle go and, fee. » 

- ~± marnmmm — — -- .. • ' 



of Ti roylus and Crejfeida. 

My Lord, come you againe into my chamber, 

You finite and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Trtyl. Ha, ha. 

Cref. Come you aredccciued,I thinkeof no fuch thing, 
How carneftly they knock, pray you come in. Knock. 

] would not for halfe Trey haue you feene here. Exeunt. 

Pond. Who’s there ? what’s the matter? vviilyou beate 
downe the doore ? How now, whet’s the matter ? 
tAne.Goo d morrow Lord, good morrow. 

Fund. Who's there my Lord L*£neu \ by my troth I knew 
you not : what newes with you fo early? 

%/Ene. Is not Prince Troylut heere ? ■ 

Pand, Here what fhould he dohere? 
<*>41w,Comeheishere,my Lord,donot deny him. 

It doth import him much ?o fpcake with me.. 

Pan. Is he here.fay you?its more then I know ile be fwome 
Formyownc parti came in late: what fhould hee doe 
h;rv? ' 

<y£ne. Who, nay then!Coxne.comc,youlc do him wrong, 
ere you are ware,youle befo true to him t* be falfe to him.- 
Do not you know of him, but yet go fetch him hither, go. 
Troyl. How now, whats the matter i 
t/Ene. My Lord, I fcarcc haue Ieifure to faluteyou, 

My macteris fo ralh .- there is at hand, 

Paris your brother ,and Deiphobm, 

The Grecian D tented, and our Anthenor 
. Deliucr’d to him, and forth-VHch, 

Ere the firfl facrifice, within this hourc, 

Wemuft giue vp to Diomedet hand > 

The Lady C refseida 
Troyl. Is it fo concluded ? 
v£«<?. By Priam and the gcnerall flate of T rey, 

They are at hand,and ready to efFedt it. 

Troyl, How my acchiuements mock me, 

I will go meete them : and my Lord «s£neae, 

Wemetby chance,youdidnotfindeme here. 

*r£n Good,good,my lord,thc fecrets of neighbor Pa* Jar 
Haue tot more guift in tacitm nitie. Exeunt, 

H % Tastd, 
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P and. Iftpoffible.- nofooner gotbut lofty :tfc’dmc8 tt j e 
Atithenor, the young Pmace will :go madde , a plague vpon 
Anthenor. Iwould they had brok’s neck. ■ 

Enter CreJfHovt now?wbat s the rhattcr?vvho washeerc? 
Vand. Ah., ah ! ■ : ' • 

• frefi Wby.figb.you fopj'ofoiittdlyjwhet’smy Lord?gone? 
tell me lweeet V n'cle,wbats the roa tter. . . . ' 

Pan. Would I w ere as deepe vndcr the earth as I am aboue, 
Cref O thcGods,whars the t natter ? 

P*W..Pray thee gee chee in : would thou hadft nerebeen 
borne,! knew thou wouldeft be his death; O poore Gentle, 
nian,a plague vpon lA^nthenor. ; 

Cref. Good vnckle,Ibelcech you on my knees, wbats the 
matter? , K . . , 

Pand. Thou rriu& be gone wench ,thou mud be goneithou 
artehangdfen Anthenor. Thoumuft to thy father and bee 
gooefrom Troylus, twill be his death,twill bee his bane, hec 
cannot beare it. . 

Cref O you immortall Godsjl will not go, 

P and. Thou midi, 

(/ref Twill not Vncle. I haue forgo tmy father, 

1 know no touch of confanguinitie. 

No kinncjnolotiejtio bloudino fbulefb'heere me • 

As the fweete Uroyltu. O you gods diuine. 

Make Crefleids name the very'crowrie offalfehood. 

If euei fhe leaue Troylaa.Time/orce and death. 

Do to this body what extreames you can; ; s 

But the (hong bafe,andbui lding of my lone. 

Is as the very center of the earth, 

Drawing all things to it, Ilego in and weepe, 

Pand. Do, do, 

Cref. T eate my bright;haire,&.fcrateh my. praifed checks. 
Crack rnyclearevoycewith fobs, and breaks my heart; : 
With founding lrof.lns,:l will not go (corn Troy. ' * 

Enter Paris f[royl.tAExeas. Deif boh, Anth.Diomedes. 
'Tar. It is greatinorning,and the hour® prefixt, 

For her dehuery to this valiant Greeke^ • 

Gomes fall vpon : good my brother Uroylm pic * 
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ofTroylus andpcjfeidtt . 

Tell you the Lady what fhe is to doe, 

And haft her to the purpofe. - 
Irby • Walke into her houfe, ■ 

lie bring her to the Grecian prefently; 

Andtohis hand when! deliuerher, 

ThiulTe.it an altar, and thy brotherTroy/#* 

Aprieft there offung to it his ©wnobeart. 

Paris. I know what tisroittue. 

And would,as I fhall pitty I could helpe: 

Pleafe you walke in my Lords? Exeunt 

> Enter Pandarm and (/reffeida. 

Tsin: Be mod etate,be moderate. 

Crejf. Why tell y6u mcofmoderacion? 

Thegreife is fine, full, perfect that 1 tafte. 

And violentcth in a fence asftrong 

As that which caufeth it,how!can Imoderace it? 

Ifl could temporize with my affcilions, - 

Oc brew irto a weake andxouldcr pa'lai. 

The like alayment could Igiuemy griefe.* 

My loue admittes no qualifiing drofle, 

Nomoremy griefe infuch a precious lcfTc. . 

Enter Troj/as. 

Pm. Here,hcrc,herchex:omes,a fweetcducks. 

Cref Oh Troy las Aaoyins: . 

Pan. What a paire of fpe6f acles is here,let me embrace foo. 
Oh heart, as the goodly faying is , Oh heart , heauy heart, 
why fighft thou without breaking .’where hec.anfwcrsa- 
gaine,becaufe thou canft not eafe thy fruart by fricndfhippe 
nor by fpteakmg : there was lieuera Ifiier rime. Let Vs caft a- 
way nothing, for wee may liue to haue ncedoffuch averie. 
We fee it, we fee it, how now lambs? 

Troy. Crefid I loue thec in fo ftrairffia purity, 

That t h e bleft. Godsas angry with my fancy : 

More bright in zeale then the deaotion, which 
Cold lip es blow to their dieties,take thee from me e 
fro/HauetheGodsenuy? 

P an 1, 1,1,1,'' is to plainea cafe. . 

C re f. And is ittrue t hat J mull go from Troy? . 

H a Troy . 
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mentpory 
Troy. A hateful! truth. 

Cref. What and from Troyhu to? t 
Troy. From Troy ,and Troy Ins, 

Ofj/Is’t poflible? 

Troy. And fuddenly, where iniury of chance 
Puts back,lcaue taking,iufsles roughly by.* 

A'! time of paufe: rudely beguiles our lippes' 

Of all rcioyndure : forcibly preuents 
Our lock’t embrafares, ftranglcs our dere vow es, 

Euen in the birth of our owne laboring breath: 

We two that with fo many thou (and fighes, 

Did buy each other, mull poorely fell our felues: 

With t he rude breuity, and difcharge of one, 

Jniurious time now with a robbers haft. 

Cram’s his ritch theeu’ry vp heeknowes not how. 

As many farewells as be ftarres in heauen. 

With diftinft breath, and confignde kiftes totheih, 

He fumbles vp into a loofcadewe: _ " 

And skants vs with afinglefamilbt kilfe, 

Diftafted with the fait of broken teares. 
c^Eneas within. My Lord is the Lady ready f v 

Troy, Harkr,vou are call’d, feme fay the (jeniut 
Cries fo to him that inftantly muft die. 

Bid them haue pacience ftiefhall come anon. 

Tan. Where are my teares raine to lay this winde,or my 
heart wilbe blownc vp by my throate. 

Crejf. I muft then to the Grecians. 

Troy. No remedy/ 

Crejf, A wofull CreJfid'mcmgR the merry Greekes, 
Whcnfhsll wefeeagaine. 

TV y. Here mec loue * be thou but true ofheatt. 

C ref. I true? how now ? what wicked deme is this? 
Troy. Nay we muft vie expoftulatioakindejy. 

For it is parting from vs. 

I fpeake not be thou true as fearing thee. 

For I will throw tny gloue t : deat himlelfc. 

That there is no mactilacion in thy heart: 

But bee thou true fay I to faftnon i o, 
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of Troyltts and Crejpida. 

My feqticnt prcteftatio»,bec thou true,and I will fee thee. 
Cref Oh you fhalbe expofd my Lord to dangers, 

As infinite as imminent : but ile be true. 
fro?. And ile grow friend with danger, were this fleeus, _ 
Cr</.' And you this gloue, when fhail 1 fee you? 

Troy. I will corrupt the Grecian centmells, 

To giue thee nightly vifitacion , but yet be true.. 

Os?/ Oh hcauens be true againc? 

Troy. Here why I fpeake it ioue. 

The Grecian youths are full of quality, 

And fwel!ing ore with arts and cxcercife: 

How nouelty may mcue,and parts with portion, 

Alas akinde of Godly iealoufie, 

(Which I befcech you cal a* ertuous linne,)'' 

Makes me a fcard. 

C ref. Oh heauens you loue mee notl 
Troy. Die I a villains then. 

In this I^Onot cail your faith in queftten: 

So mainely as my merit. lean not fiag. 

Nor heele the high lauoIt t nor fv\ r eecen talke. 

Nor play at fubtill games , faire vertues all: 

To which rhe Grecians ace mod prompt and pregnant^ 

But I can tell that in each grace ofthefe.* 

, There lurkes a ftill, and dumb-difeourfiue diuell 
That tempts mod cunningly, but be not tempted. 

C ref. Do you thinke I will? 

T ray. No, but fomthing may be done that we will not; 
Andfometimes weare diuells to our felues: 

When we will tempt the frailly of our powers, 

Prefuming on their changefull potency, 

Eneas within. Nay good my Lord? * 

Troy. Come kiffc,and Jet vs part. - 
Paris wit &/»J3rother Troy In s ? 

Troy. Good brother come you hither? 

And bring Eneas and the Grecian with you. 

C ref. My Lord will you be true? 

Troy. Who i, alas it is my vice, my fault. 

Whiles others fifti with craft for great opinion, 

I wi|| 
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3 with great truth catch mete fimplicity, 

Whilft lome with cunning guild their copper crownej 
With truth and plainefle J do were mine bare: ' 

Feaveiiot my truth, the morrall of my wit. 

Is plaine and tiue ? ther s all the reach ofic, 

W el come fir Diomedffete is the Lady, 

Which for Anterior \\z deli tier you. 

At the port(Lord)Ile giue her to thy hand. 

And by the way poflefTe thee what fhe is 
Entreatc her faire,and by my foule faire Greeke, 

If ere thou liand at mercy of my fword: 

Marne Creffid, and thy life fhalbe as fafe. 

As Priam is in Illion? 

Diom. Faire Ladie Cnffid , 

Sopleafeyou fauethe thankes this Prince expe&j; 
The luftre in your eye, heauen in your cheeke, 

Pleades your faire vfage, and to Diomed, 

You fhalbe miftres } and command him wholy, 

Troy. Grecian thou do’ll not vfe me curtcoufly, 

To lhame the feale of my petition to thee: 

In praifing her, I tell thee Lord of Greece, 

She is as farre high foaring ore tby praifes : 

As thou vnworthy to be call’d her feruant, 

I charge thee vfe her well,euen for my charge: 

For by th e dreadfull PlutojS thou doftnor. 

Though the great bulkc oAckilles bethy guard, 
lie cut thy throatc. 

Dtom. Oh be not mou’d Prince Troytus, 

Let me be priucledg’d. by my place and meflage.* 

To be a fpeakcr free ■ when I am hence, 
lie anfw er to my luft,and know you Lord 
He nothing do on charge, to her owne wortfy 
Shee fhalbe priz’d : but that you fay bet f«, 

I fpeake it in my fpirit and honour no. 

Troy. Come tothe port Herd thee Diomed, 

This braue (hall oft make thee to hide thy head. 

Lady giue me your hand, and as we wa'ke. 

To our owne fellies bend we our need full talke. 
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ofiTroyks And Creffeida. 

Parts, Harke Hettors trumpet ? ; 

t/Ene. How hauc wefpent this morning? 

The Prince muft thinke me tardy and remifle. 

That fwore to ride before him to the held, 

Pftr,TisTro)hts fa!te,come,eome,to field with him. Exeu, 
Enter Aiax armed,tAchiUes,P*troclsu,Agam, 
iJM.ettelans,Vltffes y Hefter,Calcas.&c. 

Aga. Here art thou in appointment trefh and faire. 
Anticipating time. With flatting courage, 

Giue with thy trumpet a loude note to f roy 
Thou dreadfull Aiax that the appauled aire. 

May pcarce the head of the great Combatant, and hali him 
hither, • 

Aiax. Thou, trumpet , ther s my purfe. 

Now cracke thy lungs, and fpiit thy brafen pipe: 

Blow villaise,till thy fphered Bias cheeke, 

Out-/iyeiI the collick ofpufc Aejaihn, 

Come flretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout bloud.* 

Thou bloweft for Heitor. 

trumpet anfiAfers. 

Achil. Ti s b ut early dai es. 

oAga. Is notyond Diomed with Caicos daughter 
Vtiff. Tis he,l ken the manner of his gate, 

Ke rifes on the too : that fpirit of his 
Inafpiration lifts him from the earth. 

Aga. Is this the Lady C re Jfid? 

Diom Euenflie. 

Aga. Moft deerely welcome to the Greekcs fweete Lady. 
Nefl. Our gencrall doth falute you with a kiffe. 

Miff, Yet is the kindneflc but pcrticular , twere better fhec 
Were kill in general. (Neftor . 

Nefi. And very courtly counfcll . lie beginner fb much for 
Achtl. lie take that winter from your lips faire Lady, 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men, I had good argument for kiffing once. 

Patro, Butthats no argument for killing now> 

For thus pop’c Pa is in hi< hardiment, 

And parted thus, you and your aigument. 

I Wff 
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Tlijf.Oh deadly gall and theameof all oupfbarnes,. 

For which we loofeour heads co guild his homes. 

Pat to . The fitft was (JKeneJafts kiffe this mine, . 

'fatrolus kificsyou. 
cJHcne. Oh this is trim. 

<patr. Paris and 1 kiffe enermore for him. 
tJMcnc. .11 e haue my kifle hr ? Lady by your leaue, . 
fief. In killing do you render or recciue.. 

Pair. Both take .and giue. 

Cref. He make my match to Hue, 

The kiffe you take is better then you giiietthcrcfcre no kiffe, 
Mene. He, giue you b.oele,ilc giue you three for one. 
Cref. You are an od man giue euen or giue none.'. 

CMene. An odde man Lady , euery man is odde. ... 

’ Cref No Paris is not;, for.you know tis true. 

That you arc odde and he is euen with you. 
eJVlene. You fillip mca’th head*. 

Cref. Noile befworne.^. i. jc 1 3 
ViiffM were no match, your nailc agamft his home*. 
May 1 fv\ ce:e Lady begge a kiffe ofyou. 

Cre/.Youmay. ^ 'LV///. Idodefircit. 

fref. Whyibegge then. 

Vhf Why then (oiFevHs fake giue me a kiffe, »" 

When is a maide againe andhis r— - 

Qref I am your debtor, claime it.when tis due. 

VHf. Nenets my day, and then a kiflc of you. 

Pm Lady a word,iIe bring you to your father. . 
Nefi. A woman cfquick fence. 

Hlijf, Fie,fie vpon her, 

Ther’s language in her cypher clreeke her lip/. 

Nay her footc fpcakes,her wanton fpirits looke oufc 
At euery ioyntand rriotiue of her body, . 

Oh th^fe encDunrerers fo glib of tongue,- 
That giue a coaffing welcome ere it comes. 

And wide vnclapfethe tables oftheir thoughts. 

To euery ticklifh reader, let them downc. 

For fluttilh fpoiles of opportunity.- 

^nd daughtersof thegame.. , . Flomifi enter, oil of Try. 

. Hill, 



ofT, roylus and Creffeida, 

All. The Troyans trumpet. 
tAgam, Yonder comes the troup. 
ifcne. Haile all che Hate ofGreece : what fhalbc done, 
Tohimthatvi&ory commands, or doe you purpofe, 

A victor dial be knovvne.will you the knights 

Shall to the edge of all extremity 

Purfue each other , orfhali they be diuided. 

By any voice or order of thefield, flavor bad aske ? 
c Aga. Which way would He'ttorTmc it?- 
t/£ne. He cares not,hecle obay conditions. 

Age.-, Tis done like He ttor , but fecurely done, 

A little proudly,and great dealc mifpiifing: ’ 

Theknig’nt oppof’d. 

sAZne. If. not ^Achilles fir, what is your name? 

Asbil, If not /tchi les nothing.- 

Eve: Therefore Achilles, but what ere know this. 

In chcextrcmicy of great and little.- 
Valour and pride excell.themfeiues in Heel or 
Thcone almod as infinite as alb 
Theothc blankeas r,othing,wayhim well.* 

And that which lookes like pride is cunefie, j 

This At ix is halfe made of Heelers bloud. 

In lone whcr<of,ha)fe ttettor ff aies at home, 

HaTe heavr,ha!fe hand, halfe He# orcomes to feeke.* 

This blended knight halfeTroyan.andhalfeGrecke. 
zAchtl. A maiden batcclbthen, Oh I perceiuc you. 
Aga Here is fir Diomede go gentle knight* 

Stand by our Aiax.hs you andTord Eneas 
Confent vponfhe order oftheir fight, 

So be it, either to the vttermod, . 

Or els a breath,the combatants being kin, 

Halfe dints their fttife, before their fttokes begin. 

Vltfses : what Troyan is that f ime that lookes fa heauy? 
V/.’fiThe yongeft fonne of Pnam,ztx\se knight, 

Not yet mature, yet match 1 effefirme of word. 

Speaking deeds,and decdlcfle in his tongue, \ 

Not focne prouok t nor beeing prouok t foone calm d, 
His heart and hand both open and both free, j 

lz 
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i rjf us pi or y 

For what he has he giues, what thinkes he fiievyes. 

Yet giues heenot till judgemen t guide his bounty,; 

Nor dignifies an impare thought with breach; ir •> t 

Maniy as Belt or, but more dangerous. 

Per Hector in his blaze o -wrath fubferibes 
To tender obiedts,buthcin hcatcof action. 

Is, more vindicatiue then fosvlousloue. 

They call him J-roylm. , a.r-d on him erefh, 

A fecond hope as foordy built as Bettor: 

Thus faies tAc.ne.ts one that knovves the youth,. 

Euen to his y.nchcs ••and with priuateioule 
Pid m great Illion thus tranflate him to me. 

Aga. They arc in addon. 

Ns ft. Now At.ix hpuld chine owae, 

Troy. Bettor thou fleep’ft awakethee. 

Aga. Hi$ b'owes are well difpo’d/here^/kv. trumpets 
JDiom. You mud' no more; ; i ccajt, 

iAlne. Princes enoughfo pleafeyou. 

Aiax. I am not wanncyec,let.vs fight againe,. 

Diom. As Bettor plcafes. 

Heel, Why then will, I no more. 

Thou art great Lord my fathers fillers Sonne, 

A couzen german to great Prilms feede. 

The obligation ofour bloud fbrbids, ' 

A gory emulation twixt vs twaine: 

Were thy comnuxcionGreeke and Troyan Co, 

That thou couldlt lay this hapd js Grecian all: 

And this is T roy a n ;tiie fi rinetddaiof this legge 
All Greeke , and this all Troy rimy mothers bloud.' 
Bonnes on the dexter chceke, and thisfinil.* 

Bounds in my fathers; By !oue mulcipotent 
Thou fhonlaft not beafefrem meea Gieckifh member, 
Whcretn my; fword had not imprefiutemaefe. 7 : 

But the iufl Gods gair.fay, <; ’ ■ r : 

That any day thou boirewd’ft from thy mother 
My faefed Aunt,flrould by my mortal fword 
Be dratted. Let me embrace thee Aiax: 

By him, that thunders thou haft lufty armes, 



ofTrojlus and Crejp/da. 

Belter would haue them fall vpon him thus. 

Cozen all honor to thee. 

fAiax. I thanke ihcc Bettor, ^ 

Thou art to gentle, and too free a man, . 

I came to kill thee cozen,and beare hence, 

A great addition earned in thy death’ 

Belt, Not Nepptclymm fo mirable. 

On whole bright creft,fame with her Jowdft ( O yes) 

Cries, this is he.could pn nnfc to himfclfe, 

A thought of added honor^totue from Bettor, 

txEne. There is expectance heere from both the fides. 

What further you will do, i 
Belt. Weeie anfwer it, 

TheilTucisembracement,3>^Mw farewell. 

txiiax. If I might in entreaties findefuccelf,. 

As feld I haue the chance, I would defire, ' , 

My famous cofin to our Grecian tents. 

Dfom.Hs lAgamemrions wifti,and great ^Achilles 
Doth long to fee vnarm’d the valiant Bettor. 

Hett. fy£ncae call my brother Urcj/lsu to me. 

And fignifie this Iouing enterview 
To th e expectors of our T royan part, 

Dcfire them home. Giue me thy hand my Cozen. 

I will go eate with thec,and fee your Knights, 

Aiax . Great Agamemnon comes to mecce vs heere. 

Hett. The worthieft of thenj,tcll me name by name :■ 

But for Achilles my owne fearebing eyes. 

Shall finde him by bis large and portly fize. 

-.Agam. Worthy all armes as welcome as to one. 

That would be rid of fuch an enemy. 

From heart of very heart, great Hettor welcome. 

Hett. I thanke thee moft imperious Agamemnon, 

Agam.My well-fam’d Lord ofTroy,no lcfle to you. 

JHene. Let me confirme my princely brothers greeting ; 

Vou brace of warlike brothers •• welcome hether. 

Hett.'Who muft we anfwer ? 

*ALne. The noble C Jllenelaus, 

Hett, o you my Lord, by Mars his gauntlet thankes, 

I 3 * (Mock 
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(Mock not thy affc&,thc vntraded earth ) 

Your quand/m wifefweares dill by Venus gloae, 

Shces well, but bad me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now fir,fhee's a deadly theatne. 
fleet. O pardon, I offend. 

Ne[l, Ihaue thou gallant Troyan feene thee oft. 
Laboring for d-tftiny,tnake cruel! way. 

Through rankes of GreckiCh youth, and I haue feene thee 
As hot as Perjeus/punc thy phrigian deed, 

Defpifing many forfaits and fubduments, 

Whenthon hall hung th’aduanced fvvord ith’ayre, • 

Not letting it decline on the declined, f-V 

That I hauc faid tofomemy (landers by, ■>'■> V MA ' 
Loe luptter is yonder dealing life. 

And I haue feene thee paufe,and take thy breath, 

When that aring ofGreckes haue fhrupd thee in. 

Like an Olympian wraftling. This haue I feene, 
but this thy countenance dill locke in deelc, 

I neuer favv till now : I knew thy grand-fire. 

And once fought with him, he was a foidier good. 

But by great Mars the Captaine ofvs all, 

Neuer like thee: O let an old man embrace thee. 

And worthy warriour welcome to our tents. i 

tAPne. Tis the old Nefier. 

Hell. Let me embrace thee good old Chronicle, 

That had lo long walkt hand in hand with time, 

Moll reucrend Nejlor, 1 am glad toclafpe thee, 

Nefi. I would my armes could match thee in contention. 
Hell, I would they could., (row. 

Nejt . Ha f by this white beard Idefight with thee to nior* 
Well,weIcGnie,welcorfic,I haue leene thciime. 

VI tf. 1 wonder now how yonder Cicty Hands,]- 
When w'e haue here her bafe and piller by vs ? 

Heel. I know your I’aucuir lord Vliffes well, v . 

Ah fir, there’s many a Greeke and Troyan dead, ; ’ r 0 

Since fird I faw your fclfe and Diomed, 

In Il’ion onyourGreckilh embaflie. 

Vitf. Sir I foretold you then what would enfue, 
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My prophecie is but halfe his iourney yet. 

For yonder walls that pertly front your towne. 

Yon towers,whofe wanton tops do bufle the clouds-, 
Mudkific their ownefeete. 

Hell. I mud not belecue you. 

There they dand yet,and modedly I thinlce. 

The fall of euery Phrigian done will cod, 

A drop ofGrecian bloud : theend crownes all, 

And that old common arbitrator Time^will one day end it-, 
VHf.So to him weleaue it. 

Mod gentleand mod valiant Hellor, welcome : * 

After the Generali, I-befeech you next 
Tofead with me,and fee me at my tent. 

Achil. I (liall foreflall thee lord V lifts thou .• 

Now Hellor I haue fed mine eyes on thee, (by ioint. 
I'haucwith exa<d view peru r de thee Heeler, & quoted ioynt- 
Heft. 1 s this Achilles ? Achil. I am Achilles, 

Hell. Stand faire I pray thee,let me looke on thee, 

Achil. Behold thy fill. . 

We&. Nay I Haue done already. 

Achil. Thou art too bricfe,I will the fecond time. 

As I would bnie thee, view thee lim by lim. 

Hell. Olike a bookeof (port thou’lt read me ore : 
Butcher’s more in me then thou vnderdandd. 

Why dood thou fo opprefle-mc with thine eye. 

Achil, Tell me you hcauens,in which partof his body 
Shall I dedfoy him : whether there,or there-, or there. 

That I may giuethe locall wound a name, 

And make diflin& the very breach, whereout 
H ellors great fpirit flew : anfwer me heauens. 

Heel, It would diferedit the bleft gods, proud mam, 

To anfvver fucb a quedion : dand againe, 

Thinkd thou to catch my life fopleafantlyj 
As to prenominate in nice conieblure, .. 

Where thou wilt hit me dead. 

Achil. I tell rhee yea. 

Hecl.Wert thou an Oracle to tell me fo, < 
iHe not belecue thee.Hence-foxth gard thee well; 

. .... .. .j. Rto. 
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For He not kill thee there,nor there,nor there, 

But by the forge that ftichied Mars his helmc. 
lie kill thee euery where, yea ore and ore. 

You wifell Grecians, pardon me this brag. 

His infolence drawes folly from my lips. 

But ilcendeuour deeds to match thefe words. 

Or may I neuer -it 

Atax. Do not chafe thee cozen. 

And you Achilla ,\ et thefe threats alone. 

Till accident cr purpofe bring you too’t, 

Y ou may haue euery day enough of Hcttor, 

If you haue ftomack. The genera!! ftate 1 feare. 

Can fcarcc entreate you to be odde with him. 

Heft, I pray you let vs fee you in the field. 

We haue had pelting warres fincc you refufd, the Grecians 
Achil. Dooft thou entreate me Heclor} ( C aufe, 

To morow do I meet thee fell as death; to night all friends.' 
Hecl.Thy handvpon that match. 

Agam. Firft all you Peeres of Greece, go to my tent, 
There in the full conuiue werafterwards 
As HcUors leifure,and your bounties fhall 
Concurre together,leua ally entreate him 
To tafte your bounties,let the trumpets blowe. 

That this great fouldier may his welcome know. Exeunt. 

Troy. My Lord Vlijfes } tel\ me I befeech you. 

In what place of the field doth Caicos keepe. 

ZJlif. At <JM(nelaiu tenemoft princely T royltu ; 

There ‘Diomed doth feaft with him to night. 

Who neither lookes vpon the heauen nor earth. 

But giucs all gaze,and bent of amorous view. 

On the faire frejfeid. 

Troy l . Shall Ifwcetc Lord be bcnndto you fo much. 
After we part from Agamemnons tent, 
Tobringmetheiher. r 
Vlif, You fball command me fir. 

But gentle tell me of what honor was 
This C re Jfida in Troy ? had Hie no loner there 
That wailes her abfence ? 



ofTroylus emdCreffeida, 

T to. O fir to fuch as boiling fhew their skarres, 

^ tnocke is duejwill you walke on my Lord, 

Shee was bcloued my Lord,fhc is,and doth, 
g ut flill fweet loue is food for fortunes tooth. Exeunt, 

Enter Achilles and Patroclns. 

Ach. He heate his blood with greekifh wine to night. 
Which with my Ceniitar ile cool to morrow, 

< patroclus let vs feaft him to the hight 

pat. Here comes Therfttes. Enter Therfites. 

Jch. How now thou cur re of enuy. 

Thou crufty batch of nature whats the news? 

T he. Why thou puSxire of what thou feemeft,and Idoll, 

Of idiot w«rfhippers.hccrs a letter for thee. 

Ach. From whence fragment. 

7 he Why thou full difli of foole from Troy, 

Pat, Who keeps the tent now. 

. The. The Surgeons box orthe patients wound. 

Pat. Well Taid aducrfity,and what heeds this tricks, 

The. Prithee be filent box I profit not by thy talke. 

Thou art faid to be Achilles male varlot, 

‘Pat. Male varlot you rogue whats that. 

Thief Why his mafculine whore, now the rotten difeafes 
of the fdutb, the guts griping ruptures ; loades a grauell in 
the back,lcxhergies,couid palfier,rawe eies, durtrotte liUers, 
whilfirtg lungs, bladders full of impoftume. Sciaticaes lime* 
kills ith’palme, incurable bone-ach,and the dueled feefim- 
pleof the tetter, take and take againc fach prepofterous 
difeoueries. 

Pat.Why thou damnable box of enuy thou what mcancs 
thou to curie thus. 

The. do I curfe thee. 

Pat. Why noyou ruinous but ,you horfon indiftinguilh- 
ablecur,no. 

7 he. Mo why art thou then exafperate , thou idle imma- 
terial skeine of Heine filke,thou greene facenetflap for afore 
eye,thoa toflell of a prodigalls purfe-thou ah how the poore 
World is peftred with fuch water flies, diminitiues of nature, 
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Pat. Out gall. Ther. Finch egge. 

Ach'd . My fvvcet Tatroclue I am thwarted quite. 

From my great purpofe into morrou cs battel!, 

Here is a letter, from Queene Hec;-.hi\ 

A token from her daughter my fairelouc 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keepe.- 
An oth that I haue fworne : I wil notbreake it. 

Fall Greckes, fayle fame, honour or go or flay. 

My r/M/ory.ow lies herejthis ilcobay, 
Come,come,7fcfr/'w help to trim my tent? 

This night in banqucttingmuftal befpent.away Patmltu. 
Ther. With to much bloud, and to little braine, thefetw# 
may runmadjbut if with to much braine and to little bloud 
. they do ile be a curerof mad'men,her’s Agamemnanflnho. 
neft fellow inough, and one that loucs quailes , butheehat 
not fo much braine as earc-wax , and the goodly tranffor* 
mation of lupiter there, his be the Bull, the primitiueftatue, 
and oblique memorial of cuck-olds,a thrifty feooing-horue 
in a chainc at his barelcgge, to- what forme but that heeis, 
feould wit larded with malice, and malice faced with witte, 
turne himto : to an Afle,were nothing hee is both Alfeand 
Oxc.to an Oxc were nothing, her’s both Qxe and Afle,to be 
a day,a Moyle,a Cat^Fichookc^Todeja Lczard, anOule, 
aPuttock, or a Herring without a rowe . I would not care, 
but to bee Menelotu 1 would confpire againft defteny, aske 
me what I would be,if I were not Therjites , for Icare not to 
betheLoufe of a Lazar, fo I. were not AfenelAw~~hey-<hy 
Sprites and fires. 

Enter Agom: V‘liJjes i NeJi:a»d c Diomed with light!. 



Aga . We go wrong we goe wrong. 

Aiax. No,yonder tis there where we fee thelights. 
Hell. Itroubleyou. *Ahtx. No not a whits 

Vltf. Here comes himfelfe to guideyou. 

Aehil, Welcome braue Heitor , welcome Princes all. 
Aga, So now fake Prince of Troy,I bid God night, 

At ax commands the guard to tend on you. 

Hdl. Thanks and good night tothe Greekcs general!, 
^M?ne, Good night my Lord, 
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' «f T voylus tmdCrejfcicL, 

Jfell. Good night fwcet Lord CMenelous. 

Ther. Sweet draught, fweet quoth a.fwect finke,fweet fure, 
jchil. Good night and welcome both to thofc that go or 
tarry. Agofoood night. Exeunt Agom: Menelotu, 
jchil.Old Nelior tanies><md youto Diomed. 

Keepctfrfor company an houreor two. 

<JXt 9 , 1 cannot Lord,I haue important bufineffe. 

The tide whereof is now, good night great Httior. 

Jictt. Giue me your hand. 

ylif. Follow his torch,he goes to Calcae tent,ilc keepe you 
company. T *oj. Sweet fir you honor me? 

Heft. And fo good night. 

fAehil Come, come, enter my tent. Exeunt. 

Ther. That fame Diomeds a falfc hearted roaguc,a mofi rn- 
iuftknaue , I will no more truft him when heelecrcs, then I 
willaftrpcRt when hee hilTcs,hee will fpend his mouth and 
promifelikebrablerthehound ,but when hcperformes,Af- 
tronomers foretell it, it is prodigious, there will come fomc 
change, the Sonne boirowes of the Moone when Di med 
keepcs his word , I will rather leaue to fee Heitor then not 
to dog him, they fay hcekecpesaTroyan drab, and vfesthe 
traytor Caicos tent . lie after — -nothing but letchety all in- 
continentvarlots. Enter D:omed. 

p. a. What are you vp hcreho ?fpcake? Choi. Who calls? 
D«. DiornedfCholcas I thinke wher’s your daughter? 

C al. She comes to you. 

Vltf. Stand, where the torch may not difeoner vs. 

’troy. Qrcjftd comes forth to him. £ nter GrcJJid. 

Dm, H ow now ttiy charge. 

CrWNow my fweet gardian,harke a word with you. 

Troy. Yea fo familiar? 

VHf.Shze will fing any man at firfl fight. 

Ther. And any man may fing her, if hce-can take her Glift, 
fee’s noted. Dm. Will you remember? \ v 
Cal. Remember yes.* (your words. 

Dw: Nay but do then and let your minde be coupled with 
Troy. What (hall fee remember. Vlif. Lift? 

Gref, Sweet honv Grcckc tempt me no mote to folty* , 

* ’ ’ " r T K % TwJ* 
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T^r.- Roguery. D«. Nay then: 

£re/e: He tsfiyou what.i 

£>«.• Fo , fo , come tell a pin you are forfworne. 

Cref: In faith I cannot, what would you haue me do? 
-[her: A nigling tticke to belecrecly open, 

Dio: What did you Iweareyou would beftowonme?, ' . 
Cref: I prethee do not hold me to mine oath, > 

Bid me do any thing but that fweete Greeke. 

Dto: Good night, . 

Troy ;• Hold patience. 

yitf How now Troyan, £re/7 Diomed, 

Dio. No,no,good night lie be your foole no more. 

T- oy: Thy better muft. 

Qre'f: Harke a word in your care, 

Troy: O plague and madneffe ! 

ZJlif You at e mou ed Prince, let vs depart I pray 
Leal! your difpleafure fh -uld inlarge it felfe 
To wrachfull tearmes,this place is dangerous* 

Thetime right deadly, I befeech you goe. 

Troy.* Behold I pray you. 
yitf Now good my Lord go off. 

You fl aw to great diftru£ion,comc my Lord. , 

Troy: I prethee (lay. 

V/if'.You haue not patience, come. 

Troy: I pray you ftayjby hell, and all hells torments, 

3 will not fpeake a word. 

Dio: And fo good night. 

C-*/ibJayb»t you part i n anger.': It:.... 

Troy: Doth that grieue thee,0 withered truth. 

Vlif How now my Lord? 

Troy: By lone I will be patient. 

Cref: Gardian?why Greeke} Dio : Fo fo you palter. 

C-ef ; In faith I doc not,come hether once again-. 
yitf You fhake niy Lord atfomechjng, wil you goe: you 
wil break out. ■• • • • ' i • 

Troy. She ftroakes his cheeke. Vlif Come, come. 
Troy . Nay Iky, by hue I wiilnot Ipeake aword. . 
There is bctwcfctie ifty wilta^dalLbfifehces t*j ; [ v.-nfi ^ 
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efTt'oyius H/tu CreffeioU s 

fa guard of patience, ftay a little while. 

Ther: How the diuell Luxury with his fat rumpc and po- 
tato finger > ticklcs ‘ogetherjtrye lechery frye. 

Dto: Will you then? 

(f re f In faith I will lo,neuer truft me elfe. 

Dto: Glut me fome token for the furety of it. 

Cref: He fetch you one. Exit, 

yitf You haue fworne patience.* 

Troy: Feareme not my Lord. 

I will not be my felfe,nor haue cognition 
Ofwhat 1 feele, 1 am all pa. ience: Enter fref. 

Then Now the pledge,now,now,now, 

Cref Heete Diomed keepe this fleeue. 

Troy: O beauty where is thy faith ! 

Vlif: My Lota. 

Troy: Y ou looke vpon that fleeue behold it well, 

Hee loue ( d me(oh falfe wench)giu’tmeagaine: 

Dio: Whof waft? 

C ref It is no matter now 1 ha’t againe. 

I will not meete with you to morrow night: 

I prethee Dtomedwfac me no more. 

T her: Now fhee fharpen$,well faid tVbetftone. 

Dto - 1 fhalJ haue it, 

Cref: What this? Dio: I that. 

Cref O all you gods; O pretty pretty pledge ! 

Thy maifter npw lyes thinking on his bed 
Of thee and mee,and fighes,and takes my gloue, 

Andgiues nicmoriall dainty kiffes to it, as Ikiffe thee. 

Dio: Nay do not fnaich it from me. 

(ref He that takes that doth take my heart withall, 

Dio: I had your heart beforc,th.s lollowcs it, 

Troy: I did fwcare patience. 

You fhall net haue it Diomed, faith you fhall not. 

He giue you fomething elfe. 

Dio: I a. ill haue this,whofe w«ts it? 

(ref It is no matter. 

Dio. Come tel! me whofe it was? 

Cref Twss on’s that lou’d me better thtnyou will> 
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But now you haue it take it. 

'Dio: VVhofe was it? 

Crop And by all Diana/ way ting women yond 
And by her felfe I will not tell you whofe. 

Dio: To morrow will' I wearc it on my Helme, 

And grieue his fpirit that dares not challenge it. 

T roj: Wert thou the diuell,and wor’ft it on thy home, 
ItHiould be challengd. 

Crop VVell,well,tts done,tis paftiand yet it is not. 

I will not keepe my word. 

Dio: Why then farewell, thou ncucrflialtmocke Diomed 
agame. 

Cref: You /hall not goc:one cannot fpeake a word but it 
ftraight Harts you. 

Dio: I doc not like this fooling. 

T her: Nor I byP/#r<?; but that that likes notyou 3 pleafes 
me beft. 

Dio: What (hall I comcfthe houre— 

Crop I come;0 A«e:do corned fhall be plagued. 

Dio: Farewell till then. 

Cref Good night, I prcthec ceme: 

T rojlus farewell,one eye yet lookes on thee. 

But with my heartthc other eye doth fee,' 

Ah poore cur fcx,tHis fault in vs I find. 

The error of our eye dit efts our mind, 

VVhat error leadsmuft cue: O then conclude, 

„ Mindes fwaydLy eyes are full of turpitude. Exit. 

T her: A proofe of ftreng; h,fhe could not publilh mote, 
Vnleflc fheefaid my mind is now turn’d whore. 

\ If. All’s done my Lord. Troy; It is, 

Vbf Why llay we then? 

Troy: To make a recordation to my foule 
Of cuery tillable that here was fpoke: 

But if I tell how thefe two did Court, 
Shalllnotlyeinpublilhing a truth, 

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart. 

An elperance fo obftinatly ftrong. 

That doth inuers fgwtcft of eye* and cares, 
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ofTroyltts and Crejjetda. 

fa if thofe organs were deceptions fun&ions^ 

Created onely to calumniate. Was C re Jf ei d hcere ? 
yiif. Icannot coniureTroyan. 

T royl. Shee was not fure. 

Vhf Moft fure (he was. 

Troy, Why my negation hath no tafteof madneffe. 

Vlif. Nor mine my Lord: CreJferdvjzs hccrc but now. 

T royl. Let it not be belecu’d for woman-hood. 

Thinkc we had mothers,do not giuc aduantage 
To ftubborne Critiques apt without a theme 
For deprauation,tc fquare the generall fex 
By Crejpuls rule. Rather ihinkethis not CreJfeiJ. 

VH. What hath (he done Prince that ca fpoileour mothers, 
7 'royl. Nothing at all.vnleffe that this were fhe. 

Ther. Will a fwagger himfelfc out on’s owne eyes, 

Troy I. This fhe,n© this is Diomeds Crejfeida , , 

If beauty hauc a foule this is not (hee : 

If foules guide vowes,if vowes be fan&imonies, 

If (antimony be the gods delight : 

If there berule in vnitic it felfe, 

This was not (hec : O madneffe of difeourfe. 

That caufefetsvp with and againft it felfe. 

By-foul d authority; where rcafon can reuolt 
Withoutperdition,and Ioffe afli-me all reafon. 

Without reuolt. This is and is not Crejfeid, 

Within my foule there doth conduce a fight 
Of this ftrange nature,that a thing infeparat, 

Diuidcs more wider then the skie and earth •• 

And yet the fpacicus bredth of this diuifion. 

Admits no orifex for a point as fubtle. 

As Ariachna’s broken woofe to enter, 
lnftance ,0 inftance ffrong as Plutoes gates,- 
Creffetdis mine, tied with the bonds ofheauen, 

InftancCjO inftance,flrong as hcauen it felfe, 

The bonds ofheauen are fiipt.diffolu’d and loofd, , 

And with another knot findc finger tied, 

Thefraitions of her faith, orts of her !ouc. 

'The fragment s,fcraps,thc bit ts and greazie reliqucs, . 
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Of her orc-eatcn faith,are giucn to Diomed, 

Vltf. May worthy TrojUts be halfe attached 
With that which heere his paflfton doth exprefle? 

1 ny\IGrteke,andthat fhail be divulged well 
In Characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam’d with FJwmt rneuer did young man fancy 
With fo eternall and fo fixt a foule. 

Harkc Greeke,as much I do CreJJtdlouc, 

So much by waight , hate I her Diomedi 

That tlceue is mine, that heele*beare on his Hclme: 

Were it a Cafke compofd by Vn/cans skill 
My fword fliculd bite it : Not the dreadfull (pout 
VVhicH Shipmen do the hurricano call, 

Conftringd in Mafll by the almighty funne 

Shal dizzy with more clamour Neptune^eare, in his'difeent, 

Then fhail my prompted fwbrd > falling on Diomed. 

Tkier: Heel e tick it for his co nebpie. 

Troy: O Crefjid, O falfe Crefj?d,f. aife,falfe,fa!fe: 

Let all vntruthes (land by thy pained name. 

And theyle feeme glorious. 

V///: O containeyour felfe; 

Your paflion drawes eares fi eth e r. Enter Eneas. 

Aette: I haue beenefeekingyou thishoure my Lord: 

H. tier by this is aiming him in Troy : 
sAiax your guard ftayes to conduit you home. 

Troy: Haue with you Princetmy curteous Lord adiew. 
Farewell reuoulted faire : and Diomed 
Stand faft, and wearc aCaftle onthy head, 

Ylif. He bring you to the gates 
'Troy. Accept diffracted thahkes. 

ExemtTroyldceneas dnd'VIiJJef. 

T her. Would I could mecte t hat roague Diomed I would 
croke like aRauen, I would bode, I would iboder Vatroclus 
will giuemeany thing for the inteligence ot this whore: the 
Parrot will not do more for an almond then he for a commo- 
dious drabiLechery, lechery, ftill warres and lechery, nothing 
clfe holds falhion, A burning diuell take them. B xtt. 

Bnter 



of rroyiM andCrejJeidx. 

Enter He tier and Andromache , 

And , When was my Lord lb much vngently temperd. 
To flop his eares again!} admonifliment : 

V narme.vnarme , and do not fight to day. 

He cl. You ttaine me to offend you, get you in, 

By all the cuerlafling gods Ilego. 

And. My dreames will fure prooue ominous to the day. 

Heft. No more J fay. 

Enter Caff wdra, 

I Caf Where is my broth « Heftorl 
1 Hnd, Here fifler, arm’d and bloody in intenr, 

i Confort with me in lov d and deere petition, 

Purfue we him on knees : for I haue dreamt 
Of bloudy turbulence, and this ' hole night 
Hath nothing beetle but fhapes and founes of daughter. 

. Caf, Otis true. 

Heft. ( lo ? bid my trumpet found. 

Cref, No notes of i vlic for the heaiiens fweete brother. 

Heft, iiegon I fay, the gods haue heard me Fa care, 

1 g°^ s arc deafe to hotte and pceuilh yowes, 

v; They are polluced offr.ngs moreabhord. 

Then fpotted liuers in the facrifice. 

And. O be pcrfvvaded,do not count it holy. 

It is thepurpofc that makes ftrong the vow. 

But yowes to euerypurpofernuAnot hold: j 
Vnarine fweet Heftor. 

Heft, Hold you fhlfl fay, 

| ^‘ ne honor k cepes the weather of my fate: 

‘ Life euery man holds deere but the deereman. 

Holds honor farremore precious deere then life. 

Enter Troyltu, 

How now yong man.meaneft thou to fight to day. 

And. Cajfandra call my father to perfwade.Ewr fafan, 

Helt No faith yong Tr*y/w,doffe thy harnefle youth, 
lamtodayith vaineofchiualrie, 

Let grow thy finews till their knots be ftrong, 

And tempt not yet the bruflies of the warre. 

natme cheego,^nd doubt thou not braue boy, 

L Be 
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He (land to day for thee and me and Troy. ■ 

7 royl. Brother, you haue a vice of mercy in you. 

Which better fits a Lion then a man. 

Hector. What vice is that ? good T rojhu chide rate 
foric. 

Troyl. When many times thecaptiueGrecian-fol!$ 3 
Euen inthe fanne and winde of your faire (word, 

You bid them nfe and line. 

Hetl.Q tisfaireplay. 

T royl. Fcolcs play by heauen Heitor,. 

Heel. How now l how now? 

Troy/.Forth’loueof all the gods 
Lets leaue the Hermit Pitty with our Mother, 

And when we haue our armors buckled on. 

The venomd vengeance ride vpoo our fvvords, 

Spur them toruthfuil worke,raine them from ruth,. 

Hell. Fie fauage.fie, 

Troy. Hector then ’tis warres.. 

Hell. Troylus I would not haue you fight to day. 

T royl. Who fijould with-hold me ? 

Not fate,obedience,nor the hand of Mars, 

Beckningwith fierie tiunchionmy retire. 

Not Priamtts and Hecuba on knees. 

Their eyes ore-galled with recourfe of teares, 

Nor you my brother, with your true fword dra\vne s . 
Oppofd to hinder me,fiiould flop my way, 

Enter Priam and Caffandra. 

faff. Lay hold vpon him, Priam hold him fail. 

He is thy crutch : now if thou loofethy flay. 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 

Fall all together. 

Triam. Come Hector, come, go back, 

Thy wife hath dreamt, thy mother hath had vifioas.* 
faffandra doth forefce,and I my felfe., 

Am like a prophet fuddenly enrapt, 

To tell thcc thatthi* day : is ominous t 

. . • Titff*- 



ef'Trojlm and Crejfeida. 

Therefore come back. 

H ec. *AdneM is a field. 

And 1 do ftand.engagd to many Grcekes, 

Euen in the faith of valour to appeare. 

This morning to them. 

Triam l but thou (halt not goe. 

Her. I muft not breake my faith. 

You know me duuf .il, therefore deere fir, 
Xetmenotflismerclpedtjbus giuemeleatie 
To take that courfe by vourconfcnt and voice, 

Which you do here forbid me roy all Triam. 
faff. O Priam yceld not to him. 

And, Do not deere father. 

H ec. ^Andromache 1 am offended with you, 

Vpon the loue you beare me get you in. Exit Andrew* 

Troy. This foolifh dreaming fupcrftitious girle. 

Makes all thefc bodemencs, 

. faf O farewell deere Hector. 

Lookehowth .u dy’eft looke how thy eye t times pale. 

Lo kehow thjr wounds do bleed at many veii:S, 

Hatke how Troy roare?,how Hecuba cri.s our. 

How poore Andromache fhrils her dolours foorth, 
Behold,de(lni<Stionjfrenzie,and amazement. 

Like wiclcflenniqnes one anotlier meete. 

And a! cm* Hect or, Hectors dcad,0 Hector. 

T royl Avay.away. 

C.f. Farewell, yet loft .* Hector I take mv leaue. 

Thou o’H thy felfe a-id all our Troy dcceaue ? 

He. You are amaz’d my lieg.^at her exc.aune, 

Coe in an i cheere t'le towne^ 

Weele forth and fight, 

De deeds worth praife.and tell you them at night. 

Priam, Farewell, the gods with lafetie Hand about tht€ c 

zA/arum. 

Troyl. They are at it harke.proud Diomedhdeeue. 

1 come to loofe my arme.or winne my fleeue. 

Enter Pandar. 
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p and. Do you heerc my Lord, do you heere. 

Trcjl. What now ? 

P and. Heer’s a letter come from yond poore girle, 

T roy. Let me read, 

p and. A yvhorfon tifick , a whorfon rafcally tifkk f 0 
troubles me, and the foolifh fortune of this gkle, and what 
one thing, what another, that I fliall leaue you ore ath’s 
daycs : and I haue a rheume in mine eyes too , a d fuch an 
ache in my bones, that vnlelTe a man were curft I cannot 
tell what to thinke on c t.What laye* fine there ? 

7 roy. Words,words,mcere words,no matter fro the heart, 
Th’effedl doth operate another way. 

Go windc to winde, there turne and change together : 

My loue with words and errors flill flie feedes, 

Butedifies another w'ith her deedes. Sxemu 

Enter iberjies : excurfions. 

Tberjt. Now they are clapper-clawing one another. 'He 
go looke on,rhat diflembling abhominaole varlet Diomede, 
has got that fame feuruie dooting foolifh knaues fleeueof 
Troy there in his helme. I would faine fee them meetc.thit 
that fame young Troyan afle that loues ihe whorethcre, 
might fend that Greckifli whot e-mafterly villaine With the 
fleeue,backtothe diflembling luxurious drabbeofa lleeue- 
l'efle arrant. Ath’ tother fide, the pollicie of thofe crafeie 
fwearing raskalls.; tharflale old Moufe-eaten drye cheefe 
Neftor: and that fame dogge-fc-xe Vletfes , is notproou’d 
worth a Black-berry. They fet mee vpin pollicie, that 
mongrill curre e Aiax , againft that dogge of as bad a 
kinde Achilles. And now is the curre Atax, prouder then 
the curre Achilles, and will net arme to day. Where-vpon 
the Grecians began to proclaime barbarifme , and pollicie 
growes into an ill opinion.Soft hgre comes flecue & tother, 

T roy. Flye not , for fhouldft thou take the riucr Scix, I 
wovild fwim after, 

Diomed.l houdooflmifcall retire, 

I doe not flic,but aduantagious care, 

With-drew me from the ods of multitude, haue at thee. . 
j her Hold thy whore Grecian: now for thy whore Troian, 

* J Now 





william Shakespeare Troilus and Cressida (stc 22332) LONDC 



of Troy fas And C+ejfeida. 

fjow the fleeue,now the flecue. 

Enter Hcttor. 

Hctt. What art Grceke,art thou for Hettors rr: atch. 

Art thou of bloud and honour. 

17tfr.No, no , Iamafafca!l,afcuruy raylingknaue,a very 
filthy roague. 

Heft. 1 dobeleeue thee > Iiuc. 

T her, God a mercy, that thou wilt bcleeuc me, but a' plague 
breake thy neck — for flighting merwhats become of the 
wenching roagues? I thinke they haue fwallowed one ano- 
ther.I would laugh at that miracle — -yet in a fort lechery 
-eates it felfe,ile feeke them. Exit . 

Enter Diomedand SeruanP. 

Dio. Goe go, my feruant take thou T roy Ins horfe, 

Prefent the faire (feed to my Lady C re Jfi^> 

Fellow commend my feruice to her beauty.* 

Tell her I haue chaftif d the amorous Troyan, 

And am her knight by proofe. Enter Agamem* 

CMan, I goe my Lord; 

Aga ; Rene w 0 renew, the fierce Polidamas , 

Hath beate downe Menonx baftard Margarelon, 

Hath Doretu prifoner. 

And ftands Colojfus wife wauing his beame, 

Vpon the pafhed corfes of the Kings.* 

SfiftropHs and fedus , Pelixines is flainc, 

Arfyhirnacus and T hous deadly hurt, 9 

V modus tane or flame, and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruifed^the dreadfullSagittary* 

Appalls cur numbers,hafl we lAomed, 

Tore-enforcement or we perifh *11» 

■ ‘ ‘ > • Enter Neftor. 

Nefl: Go bearc Vat r edits body to ^Achilles? 

And bidchefnail-pac’t *Atax arme for Ibame^ 

There is a thousand Hettors 'm the field* 

Now here he fights on Gfllathe his borfe. 

And there lacks worke,anonhc 5 s these a footc 
And i here rhcv flie or die, like fealing fculls, 

Bdoit the belching Whale/hen is he yonder: 

L 3 And 
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And there the flrawy Gretkcs tipefor his edge 
Fall downe before him like a mowers fwach. 

Here, there and cuery where, he leaues and takes, 

Dex rity fo ob aying appetite, 

That what he will he do s. and do’s fo much: 

That proofe is call’d impoflibiluy. Enter Tlijfes, 

mjf. oh courage,courage Princes great Achilles^ 

Is amimg, weeping, curfing, vowing vengeance, 
Patroclus wounds haue rouz’d his dro zy bloud. 
Together with his mangled CMyrmidons 
That oofeleffe, handlefie , hackt and chipt come to him. 
Crying on WeUcr, A tax hath loft a friend. 

And foames at mouth,and hee is armde and at it; 
Roaring for Troylus, vtVo hath done to day, 

Madde and fantaftique execution; 

Engaging and redeeming of himfelfe 
With fuch a carelcfle force, and forcelelfe care, 

As if that luft in very fpight of cunning, bad him win all. 

A . -I-' » k I Tt 



Exit, 



Exit, 



Exit, 



\sil cnaumiui Ytl j' »* 

Enter A tax. T roylus, thou coward Troyl.-.s 
Dio. I there,there? 

Neft: So, io, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Where is this Heeler? 

Come, come thou boy-quellcr fhewthy face. 

Know what it is to meecc -Achilles angry 
Hflut' wher'is . Wedor ? 1 will none but Wedor. 

Enter Aiax. fry lus thou coward 7 roylus fhCW thy head, 
Enter Dion t. Troylus 1 fay wher’s 7 roylus? 

^Ainx. What wouldft t hoa. 

D/w.lwo Jd correa him. w. 

Aiax Were 1 the generall thou fhouldft hauemyoffue, 
Eve that corrcaion? Troylm l fay what Troylus. 

Enter Troylus. 

Troy. Oh traytor D omed , turne thy falfeface thou traytof 
And pay thy life thou otoefl me for my horfe. 

P/e. Ha art thou there? 

Aiax He fight with him alone ftand Diomede ^ 







Efcit. 



of Troylus and Creffeida, 

Diom. He is'my prize, I will not lookevpon, „ 

jroy. Come both you cogging Greekes haue at you both, 
licet Yea Troylus ,0 well fought my yongeft brother. 
gnter Achtl: Now do Ifee thee ha, haue at thee Heclor . 

Well. Paufe if thou wilt. 

Achil. I do difdatne thy curtefie proud Troyan, 

Be happy that- my armes are out of vie: 

My red and negligence befriends thee now. 

But thou an an fhakhcre of me againe: 

Till when goe feeke thy fortune. Exit. 

Hed. Fare thee well* 

1 would haue beene much more a frefher man, 

Had I expc&ed thee, how now my brother. Enter T royk 
Troy, Aiax hath tane &/£«f<#,lhall it be s 
No by the flame of yonder glorious heauen 
He fhall not carry him ile be tane to,’* 

Or bring him off,fate here me what 1 fay: 

I wreake not though I end my life to day. 

Enter one trt armour.. , 

Hed: Stand , ftand thou Grceke, thou art a goodly markej, 
No i wilt thou not.l like thy armor well, 

Ilefrufh it and vn’.oclc the riuets all: 

But ile be maifter of it, wilt thou not beafl abide. 

Why then flie on, ile hunt thee tor thy hide. Exit,. 

Enter Achilles with ^Myrmidons. 

Come here about me you my Myrmidons, 

Marke what I fay, attend me where I wheele: 

Strike not a ftroke,butkeepe your fcluej in breth. 

And when I haue the bloudy Hedor found; 

Empale him with your vveaponsround about. 

In felleft manner execut your armes 
Follow me firs and my proceedings eye. 

It is decreed Hedor the greawnufl die. Exit. 

Enter Tkerfi: Mene: Tarts. 

T her. The cuck-old and the cuck-old-maker are at it, 
now bull, now doggelowe , Paris lowc,fnow my double 
hen’d (part an., low? i 5 /ir#,lowc the bull has the game , ware 
homes ho ) Exit Tarts and tJTlentlu), 

Enter 
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f Enter Baftad 

Baft. Turtle flaue and fight. 

T her. What art thou? 

BaJI, A Ballard fonne of P riams. 

T her ft: I am abaftaid too, I loue baflards . I am bayard h 
got.baftard mftru&ed,ba r iard in minde, baifard in ya'oo ? * 
cuery thing )l!igitimate,one bcare wil not bite another 
wherefore fhould one baftard ? take heed, the quan 11 
moft ominous to vs , if the fonne of a whore fight f * 
whore,he tempts iudgement/arc well baftard. S 01 * 

■ Baft . The dsijell take thee coward. Exit. 

Enter HeBor. 

'Hell. Moftputrified core fofaire without. 

Thy goodly armor thus hath cofi thy life; 

Now is my daies worke done ile take my breth.- * 

Reft fword thou haft thy fill of bloud and death. 

Enter Achilles and cAlyrmidons, 

Achil: Loke HeBor how the Siinne begins to fet 
How ougly night comes breathing at his heeles * 

JEuen with the vaile and darkning of the Siiiine, 

To clofe the day vp , Hectors lifcis done. 

Heel. I am vefarm'd forgee this vantage Greek**. 

Achil. Snike fellowes ftrike , this is the man I f/eke 
So Illion fall thou next, come Troyfinke downe. 

Here lies thy heart,', hy finneweS and thy bone/ 

On tMyrmydons, and cry you all amaine, 

Achilles hat h the mighty HeBor llaine, Retreat: 

Hat ke a retire vpon our Grecian prat. 

One: The Troyans trumpet found the likemy Lord. 
Achil: The dragon wing of night orefpreds the earth, 
And ftickler-ltke the aunies feparates. 

My halfefuptfword that fankly would hauefedde, 

Plcaf’dwtth this dainty bairc thus goes to bed: 

Come tic his body ro my horfestaile, ‘‘Juft 

Along the field I will the Troyan traile. Emm 

Enter Agam:Aiax, Mere: NefterftDiom: 

1 . etnd the reft marching. 

Hark, hark e, what is this? • : 

Nit* 







of Troyltts ahdCreftfeifa. 

Ne/l. Peace drums. 

Souldi within. Achilles , Achilles, HeBor s flainc Achilles , 
Dio. The bruite is HeBors llaine and by zAchilles, 

Aiax. Ifit be fo yet braglcfle let it bee. 

Great HeBor was as good a man as he. 
oAga. March patiently along : let one bee fent. 

To pray Achilles fee vs at our tent.* 

If in his death the Gods haue vs befriended. 

Great Troy is ours, and our fharpewars are ended. Exeunt, 
Enter tAlneas, Paris, Axtenor.Plcpbo/nes. 

t/£ne. Stand ho ? yet are we mailers of the field. 

Enter Troyltu. 

Troy, Neuer goe home,here ftarue we out the night, 

HeBor is flaine. 

All. HeBor ! the gods forbid. 

Troy, Hcc’s dead and at the murthcrers horfes taile, 
Inbeftly fort dragd through the ftiamefull field: 

Frowne on you heauens,effcift your rage with fpeed, 

Sit gods vpon yourthrones,and fmile at Troy. 

I fay at once, let your breefe plagues be mercy. 

And linger not our fin e deftruciions on. 
i/£ne. My Lord you doc difeomfort all tlichofh 
Troy, You vnderftand me not that tell me fo, 

1 do notfpeake of flighr,offeare of death 
But dare all immynence that gods and men 
AddreiTe their daungers in. HeBor. is gone: 

Who fhall te ! J Prianr fo or Hccxbal 
Let him that will a fcrich-otild aye be call’d, 

Goe into Troy and fay their HeBors dead. 

There is a word will Priam ttirnc to ftone. 

Make wells and Niobe's of the maidcs and wiues.* 

Could ftatucs of the youth and in a word, 

Scarrc Troy out ofitfelfe, there is no more to fay, 
yet you proud abhominable tents: 
m proudly pitcht vpon ouf Phrigiunplaincs, 

Let Tytan rife as earely as he dare. 

He through , and through you , and thou great fiz’d coward. 
No fpace of earth lhall fund er our t /. o hates: 

M He 
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fie haunt thee like a wicked confcience fttll. 

That mouldeth goblins l wift as fiienzes thoughts, 

Strike a free march , to Troy with comfort goe 
Hope of rcuewglhall hide our inward woe. 

Enter Tandarw* 

Tan. But here you,here you. > 

Tr«;. Hence broker, !acky,ignomyny,{name, 

Pmfue thy life, and hue aye with thy name. 

'Exeunt allbittPandarttf. 

Pan. A ooodly^edicine for my aking bones Oh world, 
world ~°thus is the poore agent defpif ’d , Oh traitors and 
bawds how earneffiy are you fet a worke , and how ill re. 
Guiccd" why (hould our endeuour bee fo lou d and the per- 
formance lo loathed, what verfe for it? What inftance fork? 
Let me fee. 

Full merrily the humble Bee dotn fing. 

Till he hath loft his hony and his fting. 

A id being once lubdude in armed caile. 

Sweet honyjandfwcet notes together fade. _ 

Good traiaers in the.flefh, fet this m your painted cioathes, 

As many as be here of ParMrs hall. 

Your eyes halfe out weepe out at Pandart tall. 

Or if you cannot weepe yet giue fome grones. 

Though not for me yet for my aking ooness 

It fhould be now hut that my feare is this, 

And that time bequeath youmy difeafefc 
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T lie Stationer to the Reader. 

fplSSIi” 0 Jet forth a hooke without an EpiflleJ 
"IJpSf y^ere like to the old Englijh pr oner be, A 
&& blew coat without a badge, iff the Au* 

L ||W thor being dead , I thought good to take ’ 
that piece of Peorke upon mee : To com* 
mend it, I mil not for that which is good , I hopeeuery 
man mil commend, without intreaty : and I am the hoi 
der , becaufe the Authors name ifujficient to uent his 
worke. Thusleauing cuery one to the liberty of iudge- 
went.’ 1 haueu entered to print this Play) and leaue it 
to the general cenfurc. 

Yours , 

Xhomas V V alkley * 
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' The 'Tragedy of Othello the Moore 
ofV enice. 

Enter I Ago and Roderigo, 

Roderigo. 

bVfh,neuer tell me, I take it much vnk'wdly 
? That you I ago } who has had my purfe, 

* As ifthc firings were thine, fhould’ft know of this, 
i lag. S’blood,but you willnotheare me, 

_ ifeuer I did dreame offuch a matter, abhorre me. 
Rod. Thou toldfi me, thou didft hold him in thy hate. 
lag. Dcfpife me if I doe not ; three great ones of the Citty 
In perfonall ftiitc to make me his Leiutenant, 

Oft capt to him,and by the faith of man, 

I know my ptice,I am worth no worfe a place. 

But he,aslouingbis ownc pride and purpofes, 

Euadfe^tlicm, with a bumbaft circumftance. 

Horribly fluft with Epithite: of warre : 

Andinconclufion, 

Non-fuits my mediators : for certes,fayes he, 

I haue already chofen my officer,and what was he ? 

Forfooth.a great Arithmetition, 

One Michael C4/w,aPlorentinc, 

A fellow almoft dambd in a faire wife , 

That neuer fet a fquadron in the field. 

Nor the deuifion ofa Battel! knewes, 

B More 






Obmi 
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More then aSpinfter^vnlcffe the bookifliThcorique, 
Wherein the roged Confute can propofe 
As mafterly as he : mecre prattle without praftife,* 

Is all his fbuldicr-fluppc : but he fir had the elc&ion. 

And I, of whom his eyes had feene the proofe. 

At Rhodes , at Ctpres , and on other grounds, 

Chriftian and Heathen,muft be led,and calm’d. 

By Debitor and Creditor,this Counter-cafter : 

He in good cimr,mufthis Lciutcnantbe, 

And I,God blefle thcmarke.hte VVoifliips Ancient. 

Rod. By hcauen I rather would haue bin his hangman* 
la. But there’s no remedy, 

Tis the curfc of feruice. 

Preferment goes by letter and aff:<5tion. 

Not by the oldt gradation, where each fccood 
Stood heirctothefirft: 

Now fir bciudge yourfelfr, 

Whether I,in any iutt tearmc am affignd 
toloue the Moore. 

Rod . I would not follow him then# 
la. O fir, content you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him^ 

We cannot be a l mafters,nor all* matters 
Cannot be truely followed, you fhall marke* 

Many a dutious .and knee-crooking knaue. 

That doting on his owne obfequious bondage, 

Wearc> out his time much like his mailers Afie, 
Fornoughe but p.roucnder,and when hcc’s old cafhierd. 
Whip mee fuch honefl knaues : 

Others there a’ e,vvho trimd in formes. 

And viflages of duty^keepe yet their hearts. 

Attending on themfelue3,and throwing 
But fhewes of fcruice on their Lords, 

Doe well thriue by ’em. 

And when they haue lin’d their coatcs. 

Doe thcmfcJues homage, 

Thofe kllowcs, haue fomef^ule,.. 
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the CM oore ^Venice. , 

And fuch a one doe I profeffe my felfe, — for fir. 

It is as fure as you arc Roderigo, 

Were I the Moorc,I would not be Ingot 
In following him, I follow but my fclfe. 

Hcaucn is my iudge,not I, 

For loue and duty", but Teeming fo, 

For my peculiar end. 

Far when my outward a&ion does demonftrate 
The natiue ad, and figure ofmy heart. 

In complement externc.tis not Ion" after. 

But I will wcare my heart vpon my flecuc. 

For Doues to pccke at, 

I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the chicklips owe 
Ifhe can carry’et thus ? * 

la. Callvp her father, 

Rowfc him,tmke after him, poyfon his delight, 

Proclaime him in the ftreete,incenfe her Kinfraen; 

And tho he in a fci tile climate dwell. 

Plague him with flyes tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes ofvexa lion out. 

As it may loofe fome colour. 

Rod Here is her fathers houfc, He call aloud.' 
la Doe with like timerou s accent,and dire veil. 

As _when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is fpiecl in populous Citties. 

Rod. What ho Brabmtio$c\* r ; lOX Brabantio^o. 
la. Awakc,whac ho firabanUOy 
Theeues,theeues,theeues .* 

Brabantio at a window. 

Whatis tilc rear ° n ofthi s terrible fummons ? 

What is the matter there ? s r 

Rod. Seign ior,is all your family within? 

U. Arc all doore lockts ? 

B 3 Bmb. 
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'fhelragedyofQ thuib r 

Brab. Why , wherefore aske you this? 
lag, Zounds fir you are robd , for fhame put on your gowne, 
Your heart is burft,you hauc loft halfe your foule ; 

Euen now, very now, an old black : Ram 
Is tupping your white Ewe; arife,&rife. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 

Or elfe the Diuell will make a Grandfire ofyou,arife I fay. 

Brab. What.haue you left your wits? 

Rad. Moft rcuerend Seignior, doe you know my voy ce? 

Bra . Not I,what are you? 

Rod. My name is Roderigo. 

Bra. The worfe welcome, 

I haue charg’ d thee,notto haunt about my dores. 

In honeft plaineneffc.thoubaft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in tnadnes. 

Being full of fupper,and diftempering draughts, 

Vpon malicious brauery,doft thou come 
Toftartmyquiet? 

Red. Sir,fir,fir. 

Bra. But thoumuft ncedes be fure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fir. 

Bra. What, tcli ft thou me of robbing? this! s Venice, 

My houfe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantio, 

In firnple and pure foule I come to you. 

lag. Zouns Sir, you are one ofthofe, that will not ferue God, if 
the Deuill bid you. Bccaufewecomc to doe you ftruice,you thinker 
we are Ruffians, youle haue your daughter couered with a Barbary 
horfe ; youle haue yourNephewes ney to you;youle haueCourfers 
for Coufens,and Iennits for Iermans. •» 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 
lag. I am one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and the 
Moore,are now making the Beaft with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villainc. - f n 

lag. You are a Senator. 

Bra, 
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Bra. This thou flialt anfwer,I know thee Roderigo. 

Rod . Sir,I will anfwer any thing s But I befecch you } 

If (be be in her chamber, or your houfej 
Let loofc on me the Iuftice ®f the ft ate j 
For this delufion. . .o.iy 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, Ho j h 
Giuc me a taper,caU vp allTny people : 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame,, - • ^ ‘ 

Beleefe of it opprefl’estne already: utueul. ..aA- 

Light I fay,light. ' •' ' 

fag. Farewell, for I tnuftleaue you, > < v ■ 

It feemes not meetc, nor wholefome to my pate r 

To be produc’d, as ifl ftaylfball 

Againft the Moore, for I doe know the flate, 

Now euer this may gaule him with fonae cbccke. 

Cannot with fafety caft him, for hec s imbark’d. 

With fuch loud reafon,to the Gipres warres. 

Which cuen now (lands in a£V,that tor their foule s, 0 
Another of his fathome, they haue not 
To leade their bufineflc,in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neceffity ofprefent life , 

I muft fhew out a fl >.g,and figne ofioue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you fhall furely 
Finde him : lead to the S agittar.the raifed feardi, t 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit » 

Enter Barbantio in his night gome ,and fcwmi r ~- 

with Torches. 

Bra. It is too rue an euifljgone fhe is, . 

And what’s to come,of my delpifed time. 

Is nought but bitternefle now Roderigo, 

Where didft thou fee her ; O vnhappy girle. 

With the Moore faiftthou? who Would be a father? 

How didft thou know twas fine ? O thou deceiueft me 
Paft thought : whatfaidfhe to you? get more tapers, 

B 3 Rai£ 
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Pvaife al! my kindred, are they married thinke you ? 

Red. Tru.ely.1 thinke they are. 

Bra. O heauen,howgoc fhe outf!0 treafonofehe blood; 
Fathers from hencejtruft not your Daughters mindcs. 

By what you iee them aft, is there not charmcs. 

By which the property of youth and manhood 
May be abus'd ? haue you notread Rederseo, 
Qffomcfuchthing. ,, 

Red. I haue fir. 

Bra, Call yp my brother : O that you had had her, 
Some one way^fome another; doc yon know 
Where we may apprehend h errand the Moore ? 

Rod* I thinke lean difeouerhim^f you pleatc 
To get good guarded goe along with me. 

Bra. Pny ieade me on,at euery heufe lie call, 

I may command atmoft vget weapons ho. 

And raife Tome lpeciall Officers of night; 

On gco^RodtrigoJXe deferue your paynes* 



-j 

TO 31 



:fiV ; 

lai 



; ?irfl 






i a MVOitii 

> 0-1 q id oT 

u mm<A 



- 

Exennt, 



Enter Othello, Iago,W Attendants with Torches . 

la. Tho in the trade of war re, I haue flainc teen. 

Yet doe I hold it very ftuftof Confidence. 

To doe no contriu’d murrheg I lacke iniquity 
Sometimes to doc me feruice : nine or. ten times# 

I had thought to haue ierk’d him here, 

Vnclerthc ribbes. 

Oth. Tis better as it is. 

lag. Nay, but he prated,. 

And tpoke fiuch ficuruv,tmd prouoking tearmes 
Againft your Houor,chat with the little godlinefie I haue, 

I did full hard forbeare him ; but I pray fir. 

Are you faft married ? For be fine of this. 

That the Magnifico is much beloued. 

And hath in his effeft,a voycepoteptialf, 

As double as the Dukes,hc will diuorcc you. 

Or put vponyou what reftraint, and greeuance. 

That law with all his.mighc toiaforcc iron, 

Wccle 
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W eele glue him cable., 

Oth. Let him doe his fpite. 

My fcruiccs which 1 haue done the Seigniorie, 

Shall out tongue his complaints, tis yet to know. 

That boafting is an honour, 

I fhall provulgatc,I fetch my life and being,, 

From men of royall height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbennited to as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d ; for know lags, 

But that I loue the gentle Dcfcltmona, 

I would not,my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into circumfcription andconfine 
For the leas worth, EwrcrCaffio with hghts, Offieers 

But looke what Tights come yonder. and torches 

* la. Thcfe are the railed Father and his fiiendi, 

You were bell goe in ; 

Oih. Not 1,1 rr.uft be found, 

M y parts, my Title,and tny prrfeftfoule^ 

Shall roanifeft me rightly : it is they, 

Ja . By I anns I thinke no. 

Oth. Theferuantsofthc Duke,and my LemtenattV 
The goodnclfe of the night vpon your friends. 

What is the newes. 

Caf. The Duke does greete you Generali, 

And he requires your haft, poll haft appearance, 

Euenon the inftant. 

Oth. What’s the matter thinke you : 

Caf. Something from C/prcx ,as I maydiuinCj 
It is a bufinefle of fiome heace, thcGalleycs 
Haue fent a dozen frequent meffengers 
This very night, at one anothets hcelcs s 
And many of the Gonfuls rais’d,and met. 

Arc at the Dukes already ; you hute bin hotly cald for. 
When being not at your lodging to be found. 

The Senate lent aboue three Icuerall quell* 
Tof'archyouout.; 

Otht Tis well 1 am found by you, 
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■t ju^k. 



b T- 1 W I ragmy oj wcncno 

lie fpend a word here in the houfe,and goe with you, 

Caf. Auncient,what makes he here ? 
la. Faith he to nighr,hath boorded a land Garrick ? 

If it proue lawfull prize, hee’s made foreuer. 

Caf. I doe not vnderftand. 
fa. Hee’s married, 

Caf. To who?'. 

Enters Brabantio.RoderigOyiwd 1 others with lights 
and weapons. 

la. Marry to. — Come Capeaine, will you goe 51 
Oth. Ha,with who ? 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke for you, 
la. It is BrabantiofjznatzW beaduifde. 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Holla.ftand there; 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Cra. Downe with him theife. 

Ia. You Roderigo, Come fir, I am for you. 

Oth. Kecpe vp your bright fwerds, for the dew will ruft em. 
Good Seignior you fhail more command withyeares 
Then with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foule theefc,where haft thou flowed my daughter ? 
Dambd as ihoil art,thdu haft inchanted her. 

For ile referre me to all thing of fenfe. 

Whether a maide fo tender.faire, and happy, 

So oppofite to marriage,that fne ftiund 
The wealthy curled darlings of our Nation, 

Would cuer haue (to incurre a general mocke ) 

Runne from her gardage to the iboty bofbme 
Offuch a thing as thou ? to feare,noc to delight. 

Such an abufer of the worJd,a pra&ifer 
Of Arts inhibited^ and out of warrant? 

Lay hold vponhi;n,ifhedoe refift. 

Subdue him at his peril!. 

Oth. Hold your hands : 

Both you of my inclining and the rcft, : 
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The Moore of V mkc. 

Were it my Qu. to fight,I ftiould hauc knownc it, 
Without a prompter, where will you that I goe. 

And aniwer this your charge ? 

Bra. To prifon till fit time 
Of Law,and courfe of direct Selfion, 

Call thee to anfwer. 

Oth. What if I doe obey, , 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 

Whofc Meffengers are beere about my fide, 

Vpon fomeprefentbufineflb of the State, 

To beare me to him. 

Officer. Tis true moft worthy Seignior, 

The Duke’s in Councell,and your noble felfe, 

I am fure is fent for. 

Bra. How? the Duke in Councell? 

In this time ofthe night ? bring him away, 

Mine’s not anidlc caufc.the Duke him felfe. 

Or any of my Brothers of the State, 

Cannot.but feelc this wrong, as twere their owne. 

For iffuch a£iion$,may haue paffage free, 

Bondflaues,and Pagans.fbalour Statefmen be. Exeunt, 

Enter Duke and Senators, fit at a Table with lights 
and Attendants. 



Duke, ThereisnoCompofitioniti thefe newes, 

That giues them credit. 

1 Sena, lndeede they arc difproportioned. 

My letters fay,a hundred and feuen Gallies. 

Dti. And mine a hundred and forty, 
a Sena. And mine two hundred: _ 

But though they iumpe noton a iuft account. 

As in thefe cafes,where they aym’d reports, 

Tis oft with difference,yct doe they all confirms 
A Tmkifh flccte.and bearing vp to Giprejfe. 

Du. Nay,it is poffible enough to iudgement i 
I doc not fo fecurc me to the error. 

But the tnayne Articles I doe approue 

C 
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fo The Tragedy oj Othello -> c 

In fearefull fenfe. Enter a Meffenger. 

One within. What ho,whatho,what ho ? 

Sailor . A meffenger from the Galley. 

Du. Now, the bufinefle ? 

Sailor. The Tnrkffh preparation makes lor Rhodes, 

So was I bid report herc,tothe (Tate. 

Du. How fay you by this change? 
i Sena. This cannot be by no aflay of reafon — 

Tis a Pageant, 

To keepc vs in falfe gaze : when we consider 
The l'mportancy oiCypreffe to the Turks : 

And let our fclucs againe,but vndediand, 

Thar as it more concernes the Turks then Rhodes , 

So may he wich more facile qtfeftipn bcare it. 

Dn. And in all confidence, hee v $ not tor Rhodes, 

Officer. Here is more newes. Enter a i. Meffenger. 

Mef. The 0«4w//e/,reuerendandgttadous, 

Steering with due courfc,toward thc lllcof Rhode** 

Haue there inioynted with an after fleets 
Of ^o.fiile,and now they doe-refterine 
Their backward coiufe, hearing withfranke appearance 
Their purpofes towards Cypreffe : Seignior Montano, 

Your trufty and inoft valiant feruitor. 

With his fr ee duty recommends you thus. 

And prayes you to bcleeue him. 

Du. Tis ccrtainc then fot Cypreffe, 

Marcus Luccicos is not'here in Townc. 
i Sena. Hee’s now in Florence. 

Du. Write from vs,wi(hhim poft,poft lnft difpatch; 

£»/arBrabantio,Othello,Roderigo, Iago,Caifio, 
Defdcmona,<*»// Officers. 

x Sena. Here comes Brahantio and the vaBant Moore . 

Du, V aliant Othello , we mud ft raitc imploy you , 

Ag3inft the gencrall enemy Ottoman', 

1 did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

W e lacke your counfell, and your helpc co night. 

Bra, 
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Tie zPviwre of V enice. 

Bra. So did I yours, good yourGrace pardon me. 
Neither my place,nor ought I heard of bufinefle 
Hath rais’d me from my bcd,nor doth the generall care 
Take any hold of me,for my particular griefes. 

Is offo floodgate and orebearing nature. 

That it engluts and fwallowes other forrowes. 

And it is ftill it felfe. 

Du. Why,what’s the matter? 

Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 

M. Dead? 

Bra. Itome; 

She is abus‘d,ftolne from me and corrupted. 

By fpcls and medicines, bought of mountcbaacks. 
For nature fo prepofteroufly to erre, 

Sauncc witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be,thac in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of her felfe. 

And you ofhcr,the bloody booke of Law, 

You (ball your felfe,read in the bitter letter. 

After its owne fenfc,tbo our proper fonne 
Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace; 

Here is the man^his Moore, whom now it fee mes 
Your fpcc iall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

JIL Wc arc very forry fot’e. 

Du, W hat in your owne part can you fay to this ? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Moft potent, graue, and rcuerend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approoued good tnaifters : 

That I haue tane away this old mans daughter. 

It is n 10 ft true : true,l haue married her. 

The very head and front ofmy offending. 

Hath this extent no more. Rude am I in my fpcecb. 
And little bleft wich the fet phrafe of peace. 

For fince thefe armes of mine had feuen yearcs pith. 
Till now fomc nine Moones wafted ,tlwy haue vs’d 

C a 
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ll The Trageajoj Othello ~ 

Their deareft a&ion in the tented field. 

And little of this great world can I fpeake. 

More then pertaines to feate of broyle, and battaile. 

And therefore little fhall I grace my caule. 

In (peaking for my felfe;yet by your gracious patience, 

I will a round vnuarnilb’d tale deliucr, 

Ofmy whole courfc of loue, what drugs, what charmes. 

What coniuration,and what mighty Magicke, 

(For fuch proceedings am I charg’d withall: ) 

I wonne his daughter. 

Bra. A maiden neuer bold of fpirit. 

So Hill and quietjt'nat her motion 
Blufbt atherfelfe : and (be in fpite of nature, 
Ofyeares-jofCoijntrey^reditjeuery thing. 

To fall in loue with what (lie fear’d to looke on? 

It is a judgement maimd,and moft imperfe<ft. 

That will confc(leperfe6hon,fo would erre 
Againft all rules ofNaturc,and muft be driuen. 

To finde out pratftifes of cunning hell. 

Why this fhould be, I therefore vouch againc, 

That with fome mixtures powerfull ore the blood. 

Or with fome dram coniut’d to this effedf. 

He wrought vpon her. 

Du. To youth this is no proofe. 

Without more cei tiine and more ouart teft, 

Thefe are thin habits, and poore likelihoods. 

Of moderne feemings,you preferre againft him. 

i Sena. But Othello fpeake. 

Did you by indiredf and forced courfes. 

Subdue and poifon this young maides affedtions ? 

Or came' it by requeft,and fuchfaire queftion, 

Asfoule to foule affoordech ? 

Oth. I doe bclcechyou, 

Send forthe Lady to the Sagittar, 

And let her fpeake of me before her father 
If you doc finde me foule in her report, 

Not onely take away,but let your fentence 

Eucn , 
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TbeAfijre- ^Venice. ' 

Euenfall vpon my life. 

Du. Fetch Defdemona hither. Exit two or thrtt. 

Oth. Ancient condudfc them, youbeft know the place ; 
And till (be comc,as faithfuil as to heauen. 

So iuftly to your grauc earesTleprefcnt, 

How I did thriue in this faire Ladyes loue. 

And (he in mine. 

Du. Say it Othtllo. 

Oth . Her Father loued me,oft inuited me. 

Still queftionad me the dory ofmy life. 

From yeare to yeare.the battailcs,feiges,fortunes 
Thatlhauepaft: 

I ran it through, cuen from my boyifh dayes, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it : 

Wherein I fpake ofmoftdifaftrous chances. 

Of moouing accident of flood and field ; 

Ofheirc-breadth fcapes ith imminent deadly breach ; 

Of bein g taken by the infolent foe : 

And fold to flauery,and my redemption thence. 

And with it all my trauells Hiftorie; 

VV herein of Antrces vaft,and Deferts idle. 

Rough quarries,rocks and hils,whofe heads touch heauen. 
It was my hent to fpeake, fuch was the precede t 
And of the Cannibals, that each other eatc ; 

The Jinthrofopkagie , and men whole heads 
Doe grow beneath their (boulders : this to heare. 

Would Defdemowt ferioufly incline; 

But dill the houfe affaires would draw her thence. 

And euer as (be could with haft difpatch, 

Shec’d come againe,and with a greedy eare 
Deuoure vp my difeourfe ; which I obferuing, 

Tooke once a plyant houre,and found good means? 

To draw from her a prayer of earned heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcel! flic had fomething heard,- 
But not intentiuely,I did confent. 

And ofren did beguile bet of her cearcs, 

C 3 







14. 1 be'l ragtuy of Uthello « 

When I didfpeake of foroe diftreflfcd ftroake 
That my youth fuflfered : my ftory being done; 

She gaue me for my paines a World offighes; 

She fworelfakh twas ftrange,twas parting ftrangc ; 

Twas pittifuli,twas wondrous pitttfull ; 

She wiftu {he had not heard it,yet £he wifhc 

That Heauen had made her fuch a man s flic thanked me* 

And bad me,ifl had a friend that Ioued her, 

I fhould but teach him how to tell my ftory, 

And that would wooe her. Vpon this heatc Ifpake .* 

She lou'd me for thedangers 1 had part. 

And I lou d her that fke did piety rhem. 

This onely is the witchcraft I hauc vs’d ; 

Here comes the Lady, 

Let her witneffe it. 

Enter Dc fdcmona,I ago , and the ref .. 

Du. I thinke this tale would win my daughter to, — - 
Good Brabantto, take vp this mangled matter at the beft. 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you heare her fpcakc. 

If flic confeffethat fhe was halfe the wooer, 
Deftruftionlite onme,if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle miftrefle e 
Doc youpercciuein allthis noble company. 

Where moft you owe obedience ? 

Def. My noble father, 

I doe pcrcciue here a deuided duty : 

To you lam bound for life and education;. 

My life and education both doe learne me 
How torefpecfyou,you are Lord of all my duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter, But heere' s my husband : 
And fo much duty as my mother fhe wed 
T o you, preferring you before her father, 

So much I challenge, that I mayprofetfe, 

Due to the Moore my Lor^. 
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Bra . Godbu’y,lhadone: 
pleafe ityourGrace,onto the State affaires; 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it ; 

Come hither Moore: 

lhere doe giue thee that, with all my heart 

I would keepe from thee : for your fake lewell, 

I am glad at foule. I haue no other child. 

For thy elcape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang clogs on em,I haue done my Lord. 

Du. Let me fpeake like your felfe,and lay a fentence 
Which asa greefeorftepmay helpethefclouers 
Into your fauour. 

When remedies are paft,the griefes are ended. 

By feeing the worft, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourne a mifeheife that is part and gone, 

1 s the next way to draw more naifehiefe on ; 

What cannot be prefer u’d when fortune takes. 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

Therob’d thatfmiles,ftealesfomethingfromthcthicfe. 

He robs himfelfe,thac fpends a bootelcffe griefe. 

Bra. So let the 7V%,of Cypres vs beguile. 

We lofe it not fo long as we can fmile ; 

Hebeares the fentence well that nothing beares. 

But the free comforr,which from thence he hearesr 
But he beares both the fentence and the forrow. 

That to pay griefe, muft of poore patience borrow. 

Thcfefentences to fugar,or to gall. 

Being rtrong on both rtdes,are equiuocalh 
But words are words,I neuer yet did heare,' 

That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the earc r 
Befeech you now.to the affaires of the ftate. 

Du. The with moft mighty preparation makes for Ciprer: 

Otbelio,the fortitude of the place,is beft knowne to you,and tbo we 
haue there a fubftitute of moft allowed fufficiency,yct opinion, a fo- 
uer a igne miftrefle of effe£b,throwes a more fafer voyce on you;you 
muft therefore bee content to {lubber thevgloffe of your new for- 
tunes, with this more ftubbornc and boifterous expedition* 

C 4 Otb. 
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1 6 The ( l ragedj of UtheJlo- 

Oth. The tyrant cuftome moft great Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and fteele Cooch of warre, 

My thrice driuen bed ofdowne : I doe agnize 
A naturall and prompt alacrity, 

1 finde in hardne(Tc,and would vndertake 
This prefent wartes a gain ft the Ottamites, 

Moft humbly therefore, bending to your State, 

Icraue fit diipofitiora for my wife. 

Due reuerence of place and exhibition. 

Which fuch accomodation ? and befort 
A* leucls with her breeding, 

Du. If you pleafe,bee’t at her fathers. 

Bra. Ilenorhaueitfo. 

Otb. Nor I. 

Defd. Nor 1,1 would not there refide. 

To put my father in impatient thoughts. 

By being in his eye: moft gracious Duke, 

To my vnfolding lend a gracious care, 

Andlet me finde a charter inyour voyce. 

And if myfimplcneffe. 

Du. What would you fpeake. 

Deft That I did louethe Mooro,to liue with him 
My downe right violence, and fcorne of Fortunes, 

May trumpet to the world .* my hearts fubdued, * 

Fuen to the vtmoft pleafurc of my Lord : 

I faw Otholloes village in his roinde. 

And to his Honors, and his valiant parts 
Did I my foule and fortunes confccrate : 

Sothatdecre Lords,ifI be'left behinde, 

A Motheofpeace,and he goc to tha warre, 

. The rites for which I louehim,are bereft me. 

And I a heauy interim fhall fupport. 

By his deare abfence,lct mc.goe with him. 

Oth. Y our voyces Lords : befeech you let her will, 

Haue a free way, I therefore beg it not 
Toplcafe the pallat of my appetite. 

Nor to comply with heate 5 the young affe£is 
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T be <t%foore of V enice. I 7 

In my defun<ft,and proper fatisfa&ion. 

But to be free and bounteous of her mind. 

And heauen defend your good foules that you thinke 
I will your ferious and good hufineffe fcant. 

For (he is with me; — no, when light-wingd toyes, 

And feather’d Cupid foyles with wanton dulueffe. 

My fpeculatiue and aftiue inftruments. 

That my difports, corrupt and taint my bufintfle. 

Let hufwiues make a skellet of my Helmc, 

And all indiguc and bafe aducrfitics. 

Make head againft my reputation. 

Dm. Be it,as you (hall priastely determine, 

Eiihr fot ftay ot going, the affaires cry haft. 

And fpeede mutt atifwer,you muft hence to night. 

De/d, T o night my Lord ? 

D«. This night. 

Oth. With all my heart. 

Du. At ten i’the morning here wcel mectc againe. 

$ Othello , lcaue fome officer behind. 

And he (hall our Commtffion bring to you. 

With fuch things ellc of quality orrefpeft. 

As doth concerncyou. 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace,my Ancient, 

Aman he is of honefty and trull, ' 

To his conueyancc 1 affigne my wife. 

With wtiac elfe ncedcfull your good Grace (hall thinke. 

To be font after me. 

Du. Let it be fo s 

Good night to euery one,and noble Seignior, 

If venue no delighted beauty lacke. 

Your fon in law is farre more faire then blacke, 

1 Sena. Adue braue Moore ,v(c Defdemona well. 

Bra. Looketo her Moore,haue a quicke eye to fee, 

She has deceiu'd her father,raay doc thee. Exeunt. 

Oth. My life vpon her faith : honeft Dgo, 

My Defdemona muft l leauc to thee, 

1 prcethccict thy wife attend on her, 

D And 
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1 8 The Tragedy ^Othello "£ 

And bring her after in the beft aduantage ; 

Come Dtfdemoaa,! haue but an houre 
Of !oue,of worldly matters,and direction. 

To lpend with thcc,we muft obey the time. 

Rod* I Age. Exit Moore rfwJDefdcrncna, 

lag, W hat faieft thou noble heart ? 

Rod - What will I doc thinkeft thou ? 
lag. Why goe to bed and fleepe. 

Rod. I will incontinently drowne my felfe. 

lag. Well, if thou doeft, I fhall neuer loue thee after it. 

Why, thou filly Gentleman. 

Rod. It is fillinefle to liue,when to line is a torment, and then we 
haue a prefcription,todye when death is our Phyfition. 

lag. I ha look’d vpon the world for foure times feuen yeares, 
and fince I could diftinguifh betweene a bei*efit,and an iniury,I ne- 
ucr found a man that knew how to loue himfelfe : ere I would fay 
I would drowne my felfe, for the loue of a Ginny Hen, I would 
change my humanity with a Baboone. 

Rod. What fhould I do ? I confelfe it is my fhame to be fo fond, 
but it is not in my vertue to amend it. 

lag. Vertue ? a fig, tis in our felues, that wee are thus, or thus, 
our bodies are gardens,to the which our wills areGardiner$,fo that 
if we will plant Netcles,or fow Lettice,fet Ifop,and weed vp Time; 
fupply it with one gender of hearbes, or diftrail it with many ; ei- 
ther to haue it ftcrrill with IdJcncfl'e,or manur’d with Induf!ry,why 
the power, and corrigible Authority of this, lies in our wills. If the 
ballancc of our liues had not one fcale of reafon, to poife another of 
fen fuality; the blood and bafenefl'e ofour natures, would condu£t 
vs to mod prepofterous conclufions. But wee haue reafon to codie 
our rrging inodons,.our carnal! itings,oar vnbhted lulls ; whereof 
I take this,that you call loue to be a fe<ft,or fyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

lag. It is mecrly a lull of the blood,and a pcrmifiion of thewill: 
Come,bea man; drowne thy felfe ? drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pies .* I pro felfe ;m thyfriend, and! confcfle me knit to thy d,efcr- 
uing, with cables of perdurable toughueffe* I could neuer better 
fesde thee then now. Put money in thy purfej follow thefe warres, 
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defcate thy fauour with an vfurp’d beard ; I fay , put money in thy 
putfe. It cannot be, that Dtfdtmona fhould long continue her loue 
vnto the Moore, — put money in thy purfe,-- nor he to her; it was 
a violent commencement , and thou (halt fee an anfwerable feque- 
ftration : put but money in thy purfe. —Thefe Moores are change- 
able in their wills : — fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now, is as lulbious as Loeufts, Ihall be to him fhortly as acerbe 
as the Colloquintida. When Ihee is fated with his body , fhec will 
finde the error of her choyce; Ihee muft hape change, Ihee muft. 
Therefore put money in thy purfe : if thou wilt needcs fdaromc 
thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning; make all 
the money thou canft. Iffan&imony, and a fraile vow, betwixt an 
erring Barbarian, znd a fuper fubtle fanetianjoc not too hard for my 
wits.and all the tribe of hell, thou fhalrenioy her; therefore make 
money, — apox a drowning, tis cleane out of th* way t feckc thou 
rather to be hang’d in comparing thy ioy,then to bee drowned, and 
goe without her. 

Red. Wilt thou be faft to my hopes? 

lag. Thou art fure of me— -goe, make money — I haue told 
thee often, and I tell thee againe, and againe, I hate the Moore , my 
caufe is hartcd,thine has no leffc reafon , let vs be communicatiuc in 
ourreuenge againft him ; If thou canft cuckold him,thou doeft thy 
felfe a pleafure,and me a fport. There arc many euents in the womb 
ofTime,which will be dcliuered. Trauerce,go,prouide thy money, 
we will haue more of this tomorrow, Adiue. 

Rod, Where (ball we meete i'th morning. 

~ lag. At my lodging. 

Rod. I’le be with thee betimes. 

Jag. Go to.farew ell : — doc you hcare Redi r.go > 

Rod. what fay you? 

lag. No more of drowning,doe you hcare ? 

Rod. I am chang’d. ’ Exit Rodirigo. 

Jag. Goe to,farewcl!,put money enough in your purlc: 

Thus doc I cuer make my foolc my purfe: • 

For I mine o.vne gain’d knowledge fhould propbanc, 

Ifl would time expend with fucli a fnipe, 

Butfor my fport and profit ; I hate the Moore, 

D 2 
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And it is thought abroad,that twixtmy Ihcetcs 
Ha's done my office; I know not,if’t be true 
Yet I,for meere fufpicion in that kind, 

W ill doc,as iffor furety ; he holds me well. 

The better ffiall my purpofe worke on him. 

Cafsio's a proper market me fee now,. 

1 o gee this placc,and to make vp my will, 

A double knattery how,how,--~ let me lee,. 

After lome time, to abufc OthelUes rare. 

That he is too familiar with his wife.* 

He has aperfon and afmooth difpofe, 

To be fufpedhed, fram’d to make women fallc j- 
The Moore a free and open nature too, 

That thmkes men honeff,that but feemes to be fo t 
And will as tenderly be led bic’h nefe — . as A Acs are :■ 
I ha’t,it is ingender’d : Hell and night 
Mull bring thismonfirous birth to the worlds light 



Exih 



e . Actus z. 

Scoena i. 

Enter Montanio , Gcuernor of Cyprejpw 7 $ 
two other Gentlemen. 

I 

Montt tnio. 

. V ' . 

■y'Y'Hat from the Cape can you difeerne at Sea? 

i Gent. Nothing at all,it is a high wrought floodj 
I cannot twixt the haueaand the maync 
Defcry a faile.. 

\ Mon. Me thinkes the wind does xpeake aloud a t land, 

A fuller blaft nc’re fliooke our Battlements i 
Ifit ha ru ffiand fo vpon the fea. 

What ribbos ofOake, wheathc huge mountains mes It, 



Cans 
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Can hold the monies, — What lhall weheare of this ? 

2 Gent. A Aggregation of the Tttrkifk Fleetc : 

Air doe but (land vpon the banning fliore. 

The chiding billow ieemes to pclc the cloudes, 

The winde ihak’d furge, with high and monftrous mayn. , 

Seemes to call watcr,onthe burningBeare, 

And quench the guards of (better tired pole,, 

1 ncuer did, like molcliation view. 

On the inchafed flood. 

Mon. If that the 7 »r/^/^Flecte 
Be notinfhclter’d,and cmbay.ed,thcy arc drown’d^, 

It 13 impoffiblc they beare it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman, 

3 Gent. NewesLords^your warres are done ° 

The defperare Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Twite, 

That their defignement halts : Another Ihippe of V'enice hath feene 



Mon] How,is this true? 

3 Gent. Thefhippeishcereputin: 

A Veroncfla, Michael' Gajfw, 

Lciutenant to the warlike Moore Othello, 

Is come alhorc :the Moore himfelfc at Sea, 

And is in full Commiffion here for Cypres, 

Men. I am glad on’t,tis a worthy Gouernour. 

3 Gent. But this fame Cafsio,tho he fpeake of comfbrtj 
Touching the Turkijh loffe.yet hclookes fadly. 

And prayes the Moore be fafe,for they Were parted, 

W ith foule a«d violent Tempefl, 

Mon. prayHeauenhebe: 

For I haue feru’d him,and the man commands 
Like a full Souldier: 

Lets to the fea fide jho, 

As vvcll to fee the veffcll that's come «v 

D j 



A greeuous wfacke and fufferance 
On rnofl part of the Flcete. 
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A* to throw out our eyes for braus Othello. 

3 Gent. Come , let* doe fo, 

Foreuery minute is expe&ancy 

Of more arriuance, Enter Caftio.' 

Caf. Thankes to the valiant of thi s worthy Ifle, 

That fo approue the Moore, and let the heauens 
Giue him defence againft their Elements, 

F or I haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 

Mon. Is he well (hip: ? 

C af. His Barke is ftoutly timberd,and his Pilate 
Of very expert and approu’d allowance. 

Therefore my hope’s not furfeited to death. 

Stand in bold cute. ’ Enter a Meffevgev . 

Mejf. A failc,a faile,a faile. ^ 

Caf. What noyfe? 

Mejf. The Towne is cmpty,on the brow o*th fea, 
etand ranckes of people,ana they cry a fayle. 

Caf. My hopes doe (hape him for the gucrncment. 
a Gen. They doe difeharge the foot of courtefie. 

Our friend at leaft. jifhot. 

Caf. I pray you fir goe forth. 

And giue vs truth,who tis that is arriu’d, 

4 Gent . I foall. Exit. 

Mon. But good Leiutenant, is your Generali wiu’d ? 

Caf. Moft fortunately,he hath atchieu’d a maidc. 

That parragons defcripcion,and wild fame : 

One that excells the blafoning pens, 

And in the effcntiallvcfturc of creation. 

Does beare all excellency : — now, who has put in ? 

Enter 2. Gentleman, 

2 Gent. Tis one Iago , ancient to the Generali, 

Hehashad tnoft fauourable and happy fpeede. 

Temp e fts themfclues,by feas,and hoL’lingwindcs, 

The guttered rocks,and congregated fancis. 

Traitors enfeerped;to clog the guilcleffeKeele, 

• A s baaing fence of beauty, do oiait 
Their common natures, letting goe fafe'y !r/ 

. . 1 he 
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The diuine Vefdemona. 

Mon. What is (he? 

Caf. She that I fpoke of,our great Captains Gaptaine, 
Left in the conduct of the bold lagol, 

Whofe footing h*re anticipates our thoughts 
A fennights fpeede — great lone Othello guard,. 

And fwell his faile with thine ownc powerfull breath. 
That he may bleffe this Bay with his tall fbippe. 

And fwiftly come to Defdemona's armes. 

£»wrDefdemona,Iago,Enullia,4#dRodcrig?‘ 

Giue renewd fire. 

To ourextin&cd fpirits. 

And bring all CjpreJJe comfort, — © behold 
The riches of the (hip is come aftiore. 

Ye men of Cjpret, let her haue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of hcauers. 

Before, behinde thcc,and on cuery hand, 

Enwhecle thee round. 

Vefd. I thankeyou valiant Cajfio : 

What tidings can you tell me of my Lord ? 

Caf. He is not yet arxiued, nor know I ought. 

But that hee’s weil,and will be (hortly here. 

Vefd. O but I fearc : — how loft you company ? 

[within.] A faile, a faik; 

Caf. The great contention of the fea and skies 
Parted our fellowfoip t but harkc,A faile. 

3 Gent. They giue their greetingto the Cittadell, 
This like wife is a friend. 

Caf. So fpeakesthisvoycc .• 

Good Ancient.you are welcomCjWelcomeM'ftr 6 ^*- 
Let it not gall your patience, good I ago. 

That I extend my manners, tis my breeding. 

That giues me this bold focw of courtefie. 

lag . Por would (he giue you fo much of her lips. 

As of her tongue, (he has beftowed on me, 

You ci haue enough*. 

D 4 
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Def, Alas ! fhec has no fpeech. 

Jag. I know too much ; 

I finde it, I ; for when I ha lift to fleepe , 

Mary,beforc your Ladifhijp I grant. 

She puts her tongue alittle in her heart. 

And chides with thinking. 

Em. You ha little caufe to fay fo. 

lag. Come on,Gotne on.you arc Pictures out adores ; 

Bells in your Parlors: Wildcats in your Kitchins.* 

Saints in your injuries : Diuclls being offended : 

Players in your houfwifery ; and houfwiues in your bed*. 

O fie vpontheeflanderer. 

lag. Nay, it is true,or clfe I am a Tttrke, 

You rife to play, and goeto bed to worke. 

Em. You fhall not write my praife. 
lag. No,let me not. 

Defd. What wouldft thou write ofmc, 

. Ifthou fhouldft praife me ? 

Jag. O gentle Lady/ioc not put me to’t. 

For 1 am nothing.if not Critical!. 

Defd Come on,a{Tay — there's one gone to the Harbor? 
lag. 1 Madam. 

D.fd, 1 am not merry, but I doe beguile 
The thing I am, by Teeming otherwife : 

Come,how wouldft. thou praife me ? 

lag. Iamabouttt,butindeedmyinucntion 
Comes from my pate,as birdlime does from freeze. 

It plucks out braine and all : but my Mufe labors. 

And thus (lie is deliuet’d •• 

If Hie be faire and wife, fair eneffe and wit; 

The one’s for vfe,the other vling it. 

Defd. Wellprajfde: how if lire be blacke and witty ? 
lag, If (be be blacke, and thereto haue a wit, 

Sh«e'le finde a white,that fhall her blackneffc hit. 

Defd. VV or If and woi ft. 

Em, Howiffaireandfoolifn? 

Jag, She jncuer yet was foolifh,that was faire, 

Fo* 
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For euen her folly help t her, to a haire. 

Def Thefc are old paradoxes,to make fooles laugh i’the Alchoufe, 
What miferable praife haft thou for her. 

That's foule'and foolifli ? 

lag. There’s none fo foule,nnd foolifti thereunto. 

But does foule prankes, which faire and wife ones doe, 

Defd. Ohcauyignorance,that praifestheworftbeft : but what 
praife couldft thou beftow on a deferuing woman indeed ? one, 
that in the authority of nermerrits, did iultly put on the vouch of 
very malice it fdfc? 

Iagi She chat wrts)euerfaire,and neuer proud. 

Had tongue at will 3 and yet was neuer low'd, 

Ncucr lackc gold,and .yet went neuer gay. 

Fled from her wi£k,and yet (aid, now I may : 

She that.bein-g angrcd,her reuenge being nigh,. 

Bad her wrong ftay^and her difplcaiurc flye ; 

She that in wifedome s neucr was fo fraile 3 . 

To change the Codfhead for the Salmons tailc. 

She that could thinke,andneVc difclofc her minde,.. 

She was awight;ifeuerfuchwigbt wac,. 

Def Todoew-hat? 

lag . T o fucklc fooles, and chronicle fmall Bccre*. 

Dvf. O moft tame and impotent conclufion : 

Doe not te-arnc of him EmititajCho he be thy husband ; 

How fay you Caffw , is he not a moft prophane aiidliberall 
Counfcllour ? 

Caf. He fpeakes home Madam* you may rellifhhiai 
More in the Souldier then in the SchoMer. 

lag. He takes her by the palme; I well fed,whifpcr ■: as little a 
webbeas this will enfnare as great a Flee as Cajfio. I fniile vpon 
her^doe: I will catch you in your owne courtefies: you fay true > . 
ti$ fo indeed. If (uch trickes as tbelc.ftripyouoUtofyourLeiute- 
nantry^it had becne better you had not rift your three fingers fo ofr* 
which now againc,you are moft aptto play the fir in : good , well 
kift,an excellent courtefie ; tisfo indeed : yet againc, your fingers at 
your lips?. Would they were Clifterpipcsfor your fake. — The 
Mboie J know his Trumpet, Trumpets withm 0 . 

E Evt& 
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Enter Othello,**^ Attendants. 

Caf. Tistruclyfo. 

T>ef. Lets mcete him, and receiue him, 

Caf . Loe,where he comes, 

Oth . O my fairc Warriour. 

Def. My deare Othello . 

Oth ♦ It giues me wonder great as my content. 

To fee you here before me : O my foulcs ioy, 
if after euery tempeft, come fuch calmcncfle. 

May the winds blow,tilI they haue wakened death. 

And let the labouring Barke clime hills cffcas, 

Olympus highland duck againc as low, 

Ao hell’s from Heaueru If it were now to dye, 

T’were now to be moll happy, for I feare 
My foule hath her content fo abfolute. 

That not another comfort, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknowne Fate,** 

Def. The Heauens forbid. 

But that our loues and comforts fhould incrcafc, 

Eucn as our dayes doe giowe, 

Oth. Amen to thaifweete power, 

I cannot Ipeake enough of this content. 

It flops me hecrc,it is too much of ioy : 

And this, and tbis,the greateftdifeord be, 

That ere our hearts (hall make. 

lag. 0,you arc well tun’d now. 

But Tie fet downe the pegs, that make this mufique, 
Ashoncftaslam. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the Caflle : 

Newes friends, our warres are done, the Turks arc drownd: 
How doe cur old acquaintance of the Ifle ; 

,Honny,you Hull be well defir’d in Cypres; 

I haue found great loue amongft them : O my fwccte^ 

I prattle out of fafliion, and I dote, 

la mine one comforts : I preethee good lago, 

Goc to the Bay, and difimbarke my Coffersj 
Bring thou the Matter to the Citcadell ; 
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He is a, good one, and his worthinefle. 

Does challenge much refpeft : come Defdemona, 

Once more well met at Cypres* Exit. 

lag. Doe thou meetc me prefcntly at the Habourj'cotne hither. 
If thou beeft valiant,as they fay, bafe men being in louc, haue then 
a Nobility in their natures, more then is natitie to them — lift me, 
the Leiutenant to night watches on the Court of Guard; firft I will 
tell thee, this Defdemona is direftly in loue with him. 

Red . With him? why tis not poflible. 

lag. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy foule be inftrufted: marke 
me,with what violence (he firft lou* d the Moore, but for bragging, 
and telling her fantafticall lies; and willfheloue bimftil! forpra- 
ting? let not the difcrcet heart thinkefo. Hereycmuftbefed, and 
what delight fhall Ibe haue to look on the Diuell ? When the blood 
is made dull with the aft offport, there fliould be againc to inflame 
it,and giue faciety afrefh appetite. Loue lines in fauour, Sympathy 
in yeares, manners and beauties;all which the Moore is defeftiue in.* 
now for want of thefe requir’d conueniences , her delicate tender- 
nefle will findc ic felfe abus’d,beginne to heaue the gorge, difrellillo 
and abhorre the Moore/tery nature will inftruft her to it, and cotn- 
pell her to fome fccond choyce .* now fir, this »rant cd,as it is a moft 
pregnant and vnforced pofition, who ftands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsio does ? a knaue vi ry voluble,no fardcr 
confcionable.thcn in putting on the meerc forme of ciuill and hand- 
feeming,for the better compaffing of his fait and bidden affefti- 
ons : A fubtle flippery knaue, a finder out of occafions; that has an 
eye, can ftampe and counterfeit the trueaduantagesneuer prefent 
thcmfclues.Befidesjthe knaue is handfome,yong, and hath all thole 
requifites in him that folly and green mipdcs look.afcer; a peftilent 
compleatc knaue, and the woman has found him already. 

Rod. I cannot bclccae that in he^flicc’s full of nx>ft bleft con- 
dition. 

lag. Bleft figs end .*thc wine fliecdrinkesismadeof grapes: if 
flie had bcene bleft,fhe would neuer haue lou’d the Moore. Didft: 
thou not fee her paddle with the palme ofhis hand ? 

Rod. Yes, but that was but courcefie. 

Jag, Lechery , by this hand : an Index . and prologue to the hi- 

fi a foxy. 
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ftory ofluft and foulc thoughts .• they met Co necre with their lip?, 
that their breathes embrac’d together. When thefe mutualities 
fo marfhall the vvay,hand at hand,comcs themaine excrcifc,thc in- 
corporate Conclufion. But fir,be you rul'd by mec, I hiue brought 
you from Venice : watch you. to night, for your command Tie lay’c 
vpon you yGafsio knowes you nor, Vic not be farre from you,do you 
finde fomc occafion to anger Cafsio ^ cither by fpoaking too loud, or 
tainting his difcipline 9 or from what other caulcyoupleafe ; which 
the time fhall more fauourably mihiftcr. 

Rod . Well, 

lag. Sir he israfb, and very fuddain in cholcr,and haply with his 
Trunchen may ftrike at you; prouoke him that he niayyfdr euen out 
of that, will I caufe thefe of Cypres to mutiny , whole qualification 
iliall come into no true truft again‘t,but by the difplanting of Cafsioz 
So fhall you haue a fhorter iourney to your defires by the mcancs I 
fhal then haue to prefer them,& the impediment, uboft profitably rc- 
mou’d, without which there were no expectation of our profperity. 
Rod. I will doe this, if I can bring it to any opportunity, 
lag. I warrant thec,mcete me by and by at the CittadclljT mufl* 
fetch his necclfaries afliorc. --- Farewell# 

Rod. Adue. Exit, 

lag. That Cafsio loues her, I doe well bele.eue it ; 

That (lie loues hnn,tis apt ana of great credit; 

The Moore howbcV,that I indurehim not. 

Is ofa confiant,noble,louing nature; 

And I dare thinkc 7 hee le prone to Defdcmona $ 

A moft deere husband : now I doe louc her too, 

Not out of abfolute luft 3 tho peraduenture* n 

I (land accountant for as great a fin, - 

But partly lead to diet my reueoge. 

For that 1 doe fufpeCt the luftfuli Moore, 

Hath Jeap’d into my fcate,the thought whereof 
Doth like a poifonous minerall gnaw my inwards. 

And nothing can, nor (hall content ir.yfoule* 

Till I am etien with him,wife,for wife : 

Or failing fo,yet that I put the Moore, 

At kaftjinco a Icaloufie fo ftrong, * ^ 

i ' ' * 'Thai' 
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That Iudgement cannot cure; which thing to doc. 

If this poore trafb of Venice y whom I crufb. 

For his.quickc hunting,ftand the putting on, 

Tie haue our Michael-Cafsto on the hip, 

Abufe him to the Moore^in the ranke garbe, 

(For I fearc Cafsso y \\kbi my nightcap to) 

Make the Moore thanke me,loue mc,and reward me. 

For making him cgrcgioufly an A fife. 

And praChling vpon his peace and quiet, 

Euen tomadnefie; tis here, but yet confus'd, 

Knauerics plainc face is ncucr feenc,till vs'd. 

Exit. 

Enter a Gentleman reading a Proclamation. 

It is Othello s pleafure;our noble and valiant Generali, that Ypon 
certainc tidings now arriued, importing the meere perdition of the 
TnrVifh Flecte; that euery man put himfelfe into triumph:Somc to 
dance, fome makebonefires; eachman to what fport and Re- 
uelshisminde leadeshim; forbcfidcs thefe bcncficiallncwcs , it 
is the celebration of his Nuptiails .• So much was his plcafure 
fliould bee proclaimed. All Offices are open, and there is full 
liberty, from thisprefent houre cf fiuc, till the bell hath told 
eleuen. Hcaucnbleffe the Ifle of Cypres 3 wd ournoblc Generali 
Othello . 

- 

fs rn'// t'l ^ T ' , ?;fj i 

Enter Othello,Caifio,W D efdemona. 
iiHTf'shj'OA ■ sfi \m saaM tou sjs. : ; 'bn* t jjuj n. ; ‘y.r.w j 

Oth. Good Michael } lookc you to the guard to night. 

Lets teach our fclucs the honourable ftoppe. 

Not to out fport difcreiion. 

Caf. I ago hath directed what to doe: 

B ut notwitliftanding with my perfonail eye 
Will I looks to it. 

Oth. I ago is moft honeft, 

Michael good night, to morrow with your earlieft. 

Let me haue fpecch with yoUjComc nsy deare lone,, 

The purchafc ^adc.the fruit/ arc to cufue. 
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The profits yetto come twixt me and you. 

Good night. Exit Othello and DcfHcmoaa^ 

Enter Iago. 

Caf. Welcome Jago t we mutt to the watch. 

U g . Not this hourc Leiutenant,tis not yet ten aclock : our Ge- 
nerali caft vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemena . who let yj 
not therefore biame,hee hath not yet made wanton the night with 
her ; and fhe is fport for Iotte. 

Caf. She is a mod exquilke Lady. 
lag. And Tie warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indeede fine is a moll firelb and delicate creature. 
lag. What an eye (he has ? 

Me tbinkes it founds a parly of prouocation, 

Caf. An inuiting eye,and yet me thinkes right moddeft. 
lag. And when (he fpeakes,tis an alarme to loue. 

Caf. It is indeede perfeftion. 

lag. Wclljhappineffe to their fliectes — come Lciutenant, I 
hauca ftopeofWinc, and hecre without area brace of Cypres Gal- 
lants, that would fainchaue a mcafurc to the health of the blacke 
Othello. 

Caf. Not to night, good lager, Ihaue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking: I could well will) courtefie would.inuent fome 
other cuftomcofentcitainement. 

lag. O they are our friends, — but one cup : Vie drink for you. 
Caf. I ha drunke but one cup to night, and that was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what initiation it makes here : I am rnfor- 
tunate in the infirmity , and dare nottaske my weakeneffe with 
any more. 

Jag. What man, tis a night of Reuells,the Gallants defirc it. 
Caf. Where are they? 

’ lag. Here at the d©fe,I pray you call them in. 

Caf Vic do't,but it diflikes me. Exit, 

lag. If I can fatten but one cup vpon him, o 

With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hee’U be as full of quarrel! and offence. 

As my young miftris dog : — Now my ficke foole Rode ft go y 
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Whom loue has turn’d altnoft the wrongftdeoucward, 
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T he Moore of Venice. 
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To Defdewonafaxh to night carouft 
Potations pottle deepe,and hec*s to watch 
Three lads of Cypres, noble fwelling fpirits. 

That hold their honour, in a wary diftance. 

The very Elemerts of this warlike Iflc, 

Haue 1 to night fluftred with flowing cups, 

And the watch too: now mongft this flockc of drunkards, 

I am to put our Cafsio in fomc a&ion, 

That may offend the Iflc; £»terMontanio,Caffio, 

But here they come : andothers* 

If confequencc doe but npprooue my dreame. 

My boate fades freely,both with winde and ftreame. 

Caf Fore God they hnue giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon . Good faith a little one, not paft a pint. 

As I am a fouldier. lag. Some wine ho 2 

And let me the Cannikin clinkeyclinke , 

And let me the Cannikin clinke jelinke : 

A Souldiers a man, a life's hut a [pan, 
why then let a fouldier drinke . — Some wine boyes f 
Caf Fore God an excellent long. 

lag . I learn'd it in England , where indeed they arc moft potent 
in potting : your D<e»*,your Germaine, and your fwag-belltcd Hoi- 
lander\ drinke ho,arc nothing to your Englfh . 

Caf Is your Englifh man fo expert in his drinking ? 
lag . Why he drinkes you with facillity,your Dane dead drunke: 
he fwcats not to ouerthrow your Almaine-, he giues your Hollander 
a vomit/rc the next pottle can be fild* 

Caf To the health ©four General!. 

Mon . I am for it Leiuccnant,and I will doe you iufticc. 
lag* O fweere England , - — King Stephen was a worthy peere. 
His breeches coft him but a crowne > 

He held 'em fxpenee all too deere , 

With that he cald the T aylorlowne , 

He was a wight of high r enowne , 

And thou art but of low degree , 

Tis pride that puls the Countrey downe , 

Then take thine owd cUke about thee. — 

E 4 
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$z. The "Tragedy of Othello £ 

Caf. Fore God this is a more exquifire Tong then the other.. 

lag. Will you hear’t agen ? 

Caf. No, for I hold him vnworchy of his place , that doesthofe 
tilings : well, God’s aboue all, and there bee foules that muft bee 
faued. 

lag. It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine own part ,no offence to the Gcnerall,nor any man 
of quality, I hope to be faued. 

lag. And fo doe I Leiutenanr. 

Caf I, but by your lcatie, not before me; . the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before the Ancient. Let’s ha no more of this, let's co our af- 
faires : God forgiuc vs. our fins -• Gcntlernen,lct.s looke to our bufi- 
neflc; Doe nottjiinkc Gentlemen 1 am drunke, this is my Ancient, 
this is my right hand, and this is my left hand : I am not drunke now,. 
I can ftand well enough, and fpeakc well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 









Caf. V cry well then :you muff not thinke,that I ana drunke. Ex y 
Mon. To theplotformc niaificrs».Coi)ie, let’s fee the watch. 
lag. You fee this fellow that is gone before, 

He is a Souldierfit to ftand by Cafar, 

And giuedireftion: and doe but fee his me, 

Tis to his vertue,a iuft equinox, 

Theoneaslongas th’othcr : tispittyof him, 

I feare the truft Othello put him in. 

On fome oddc time of his infirmity. 

Will (hake this Ifland, 

Mon. But is he often thus. . 
lag. Tis cuermore the Prologue to his llcepe ? 

Hce’lc watch the horolodge a double fer. 

If drinkcrocke not his cradle. 

Mon. Twere w'cll the Generali wete put in mindeofis. 

Perhaps he fees it not,or his good nature, 

Praifcs the vcr'ues that appcarcs in Cafsio, 

. And looke not on his euills : is not this true t; 

lag. How now Roderigo, 

I ip ray you after the Leiutenant,goe... 



. -!• vr-j 



Enter Roderigo,. 
Exit Rod. 



Men. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 



ftiould. 
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Should hazard fuch a place, as his owne fecond, 

With one of an ingraft infirfnity : 

It were anhoneft action to fay fo to the Moore. 
lag: Nor I,for this faire Ifland : 

j doe loue Caff to well, and would doe much, Utlft^helft^ within* 

To cute him of this cuill : but harke, what n©yfe. 

s'. 1 ouol vdj ; 

Enter Cz&o, dming in Roderigo. 

Caf. Zouns,yourogue,you rafcall. 

Mon. what’s the matter Leiutenant ?■ 

Caf. A knauc, teach mee my duty : but LTp beate theknaue into 

a wicker bottle. 

Rod. Seatcnne? 

Caf. Docftthoupraterogue? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me goc fir, or ile knocke you ore the mazzard. 

A/w». Come, come,you are drunke., ' ; . 

Cafi Drunke? thef fight, 

lag. Away I fay.goe out and cry a muteny. AMrftngt 

Nay good Leiutenant : godfwill Gentlemen,, 

Helpc ho, Leiutenant : Sir Montaniofix t ' - 
Heipe maifters,here’s a goodly watclyindeed, 

W ho’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo ho. 

The Towne will rife, godfwill Lciutcnant,hold, 

You will be (ham d for euer... , 

W ;.'.h 03 3"!!:! rnr, dno i'-i . .A ’. 

Enter Othd\o>and Gentlemen with weapons. 

. ?.ti ibuoffo Wo-' *}f.ir!'c;nol ifoii ! Y/*its35ql entcjHsiifiSv 
Oth , What is the nutter here? 

Mon. Zoims.I bleed ftill,I am hurt,to the aeath: 

Oth. Hold,for your Hues. 

lag. Hold,hold Leiutenant, fir Gentlemen, 

Haue you forgot all place of fence,and duty : 

Hold, the Generali fpcakes to you; hold,hold, for (bame. 

Oth. Why how now ho, from whence arifes this ? 

Are we turn’d Tnrkesfi od to our felues doe that, . 

Which Keauen has forbid the Qmmitet : 

- - 4 F Fes: 
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For Chriftian fiaame,put by this barbarous brawle • 
He that ftirres ncxt.to carue forth his ©wne rage, ’ 
Holds his foulc light.he dies rpon his morion • 

Silence that dread full bell,ic frights the IHe 
From her propriety ; what’s the matter matters ? 
Houett /ago^xhit lookes dead with grieuin^, 
Speake,who began this, on thy ioue [ charge thee. 

lag. I doe not know,friend» all but now.euen now 
In quarter,andin tcrmes,likc bride and groomc, 
Deuetting them to bed, and then butnow. 

As if fofnc plannct had vnwitced men, 

0 words out,and tilting one at others breatt. 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeakc 
Any beginning to this peeuifh odds; 

And would in adtion glorious,I had loft 
Thefc legges,thac brought me to a part of it. 

Otb. How came it Michael, you. were thus forgot ? 
Caf. I pray you pardon me,I cannot fpeakc. 

Oth. Worthy Mont anio, you were wont be ciuill 
The grauicy and ftilncfie ofyourjyouth, ' 

1 he world hath notcd,and your name is great. 

In men of wifeft ccnfure .* what’s the matter * 

That you vnlace your reputation thus. 

And ip end your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night brawler ? giue me anfwcr to’t > 

Mon. VV orthy Othello , I am hurt to danger. 

Your Officer /ago can, iftforrne yOa, ■ i- 

WhileTfpare fpeech.vvhich fonaething now offends me. 
Of all that I doc ka#w^nor know I ought 
By nie,that s fed or done amifle this night, 

V nlcfle fclfe-charity be fometime a vice/ 

A«d to defend our feiues it be a finite. 

When violence affaylcs vs. 

Oth. Now by heauen 
My blood begins my fafcr guides to rule. 

And paflion hauing my bett iudgement coold, 

A%c* ta leade the way. Zouns, ifl ftirre. 
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Or doe but lift this arme,tbe bett of you 
Shall finke in my rebuke : giue me to know 
How this foule rout began, who fet it on, 

And he that is approou’d in this offence, 

Tho he had twin’d with me,both at a birth. 

Shall loofe me;what,in a Town e of warre. 

Yet wild,the peoples hearts brim full offeare, 
TomanBagc priuateand dometticke quarrels, 
la night, and on the Court and guard of fafety ? 
Tismonftrous. I ago, who began? 

Mon. If partiality affin’J,or league in office. 
Thou doeft deliuer.more or leffe then truth. 

Thou art no fouldier. 

lag. Touch me not fo necre, 

I had rather ha this tongue out from my mouth, 
Then it (hould doe offence to M tchael Cajpo: 

Yet I perfwade my felt’e to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is Generali : 
Mont anio and my felfe being in fpccch. 

There come3 a fellow, crying out for helpe, 

And Cafsio following him with determin’d fword ,, 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps in to Cafsio , and intreat.es bis paufe ; 

My felfe the crying fellow did purfue. 

Left by his clamour,as it fo fell out. 

The Tovrne might fall in fright : he fwift of foote 
Out ran my purpofe : and I returnd the rather. 

For that I heard the clinke and fall of (words ; _ 
And Cafsio high in oaths, which till tonight, 

I nc’rcmight icebcfore ; when I came backe. 

For this was briefe,! found them clofe together,. 
Ac blow andthruft.euenas agen they were. 

When you your felfe did part them* 

More of this matter can I not report. 

But men are mcn,the baft fometimes forget ; 

Tho Cafsio did fome little Wrong to hirn. 

As men in rage ftrike thefc that wiCh them beft. 








Enter Defdcmonfi, 
with others 9 
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Yet furely Cafsiofl belecue receiu’d 
From him that fled,fome ft range indignity. 

Which patience could not parte. 

Otb. I knowArg?, 

Thy honefty and louedoth mince this matter. 

Making it light to Cafsio: Cafsio.l loue thee. 

But neuer more be Officer of mine. 

Looke if my Gentle loue be not raifdc vn : 

2’lemake thee an example. 

Defd. Wliac is the matter ? 

Ot h. All's well now fwceting .• 

Come away to bed ; fir, for your hurts. 

My felfc will be your furgeon; leade him off; 

Iag0 s \o6\ae with care a bout theTowne, 

And filcnce thofe,whom this vile brawle diftradled. 

Come Dcfdemonan'n the Souldiers life, 

Tohauc their balmy {lumbers wak’d withftrife, 

I*g* What are you hurt Leiucenant? 

Exit Moore Pefdzmonz. and attendants. 

Caf. I, part all furgery. 
lag. MaryGod forbid. 

Caf Reputation,reputation,Iha loft my reput ation t 

I ha loft the immorcall part fir of my felfe. 

And what remaincs is beaftiall,my reputation, 
my reputation. 

lag. As I am an honeftman , I thought you had receiu’d fome 
bodily wouno, there is more offence in thar,ihen in Reputation : re- 
putation is an idle and moft fa lfc impofition, oft got without merit, 
and loft without deferring, You haue loft no reputation at all, vn- 
leffc you repute your felfe Inch a lofcr ; Whatman , there are wayes 
to recouer the Generali agen : you are but now cart in his moodc, a 
punifhment more in poliicy, then in malice, euen fo,. as one would 
beate his offencelcffe dog , to affright an imperious Lyon .• foe to 
him againe,and heesyours. 

Caf. 1 will rather foe to be defpis’d, then to deceiue fogooda 
Commander, with fo light, fo drunken, and indilcrectc an Officer : 
O thou intiifible lpiritofwine,ifthou haft no name to bceknownc 
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by, let vs call thee Diuell. 

lag. What was hc,tb at you followed with your fvVord ? 

What had he done to you ? 

Caf. I know not. 

lag . Iftpoflible? 

Caf. I remember a maffe of things , but nothing diftindlly; a 
quarrel!, but nothing wherefore, O God, that men fhould put an 
enemy in there mouthes, to ftealeaway there braines ; that wee 
ftiould with icy, Reuell, plcafutc, and applaufe, transforme our 
felues into beatts. 

lag. Why , but you are uow well enough : how came you thus 
recouered ? 

Caf. It hath plcafide the Diuell driinkenneffe , to giue place to 
the Diuell wrath; one vnpeife&neflc.lhewes me another, to make 
me frankcly defpiie my felfe. 

lag. Come,ycu are too feuere a morraler; as the time,the place, 
the condition of this Countiey ftands , I could heartily wilh , this 
had not fo befalne;but fincc it is as it is, mend ir,for your own good. 

Caf. 1 will askc him for my place againc, hec fball tell me I am a 
drunkard : had las many mouthes as Hydra f\ uch an anfwer would 
ftop cm all : to be now a fenfible man, by and by a foole , and pre- 
fently a bcaft. Eucry vnordinate cup is vnbleft,and the ingredience 
is a diuell. 

lag. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, if it be 
well vs'd; exdaime no more againfl it ; and good Leiutenant, I 
thinke you thinke I loue you. 

Caf. I haue well approou’d it fir, — I drunkc ? 

lag. You, or any man lining may bee drunkc at fome time : Tie 
tell you what you {halldo, — our Generals wife is now the Gene- 
rali;! may fay fo in this refpedi, for that he has tieuoted and giuen vp 
himfelfe to the contcmplation,markc anddeuotementof her parts 
and graces. Confcff'c your felfe freely to her, importune her, fhee’Il 
help? to put you in your place againc : (he is fo free, fo kind, fo apt, 
fo bleffcdadifpolition, that fhee holds it a vice in her goodneffe, 
not to doe more then flaee is requefted. This braule betweenc 
you and her husband , intreate her to fplinter , and my forcunes 
againft any lay, worth naming, this cracke of your loue 

F 3 (hall 
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fliall grow Wronger then twa* before. 

Cap. You aduife me we!!. 

Ug. I proteft in the finccrity of loue and honeft kindnefle 
Cap I thinke it freely, and betimes in the morning , wifi I be. 
feech the vercuous Defdemo»a>to vndertake for me ; I am delbcrate 
oi my forturaeSjif they checke me here. v 

Jug. You are in the right: 

Good night Lciutcnant,I muft to the watch . 

Cap, Good night honefl l ago. £ 

Jug. And what’s he then,that fayes I play the villaine ‘ ‘ 
When this aduice is free I giuc.and boneft, ’ 

Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfe,. 

TowintheMoore agen? Fortis moftcafie 
Th ^inclining Defdemona to fubdue. 

In afty honeft fuite , flic’s fram’d as fruitfull, 

As the free Elements : and then for her 
To win the Moore, wer’t to renounce his baptifme, 

AH feales and fymbols of redeemed fin, * 

His foule is fo infetter’d to her loue. 

That (be may make,vnmake,doe what flie lift, 

Euen as her appetite (hall play. the god 
With his wcake fun&ion: how am I then a villaine 
To counfell Caftio to this parrallell courfc. 

Dirc<5Hy to his good .• diuinity of hell. 

When diuells will their blackeft fins put on. 

They doc fuggeft at firft with h.cauenly ftiewes, 

A s I doe now .- for while this honeft foole 
Plyes Defdemonato repaire his fortunes, 

And fhe for him,pleadcs ftrongly to the Moore : 

1’Ie pourc this peftilence into his care , 

That flic repcalcs him for her bodyes Iuft; 

And by how much fhe ftriues to doe him good. 

She fhall vndoe her credit with the Moore, 

So will I turne her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her owne goodneffe make the net 
Th at fhall enmefb cm all : Enter Roderigo, 

How now Roderigo ? 
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Rod. Ido follow here in thechafe,not like a hound that huntj,but 
one that filles vp the cry.-my money is almoft fpent,I ha bin to night 
exceedingly well cudgcld.* I thinke the iflue will be, I fhall baue fo 
much experience for my paines, as that comes to , and no money at 
all, and with that wit -eturnc to Venice. 

lag. Howpoorc -re they .that ha not patience ? 

Whac wound did cuer heale,but by degrees ? 

Thou knoweft we worke by wit,and not by wichcrafc. 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Do’ft not goc well ? Caftio has beaten thee, 

And thou, by that fmall hurt,haft cafheird Ca/Jif, 

Tho other things grow faire againft the fun. 

But fruiecs that blofome firft, will firft be ripe, ' 

Content tby fclfe awhile ; bi’thc maffe tis morning; 

Pleafure.and action, make the houres feeme fliort : 

Retire thec,goe where thou artbillited. 

Away I fay, thou fhalt know more hereafter : 

Nay get theegon. Some things are to be done. 

My wife muft mouc for Caftio to her miftris, 

I’le fct heron. 

My fclfe awhile, to draw the Moore apart, 

And bring him iumpe.when he may Caftio finde. 

Soliciting his wife.* I, that s the way. 

Dull not dcuile by coldneffe and delay. 

Extmi. 

Enter Caftio yvith Muftttant and tho Clownt, 

4 r ' 

Cap. JyjAfters.play here,! will content your paines, 

Something that’s bricfe,and bid good morrowGenerall. 
Clo. Why mailers, ha your inftrumencs bin at Napier, that they 
fpeakc i’thenofc thus ? 

Boy. How fir, how? 

Clo, Arc thcfel pray,cald wind Inttruments ? 

Boy. I marry are they fir: 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a taylc. 

Boy. Whereby haugs a taylc fir? 

Clo, Marry fir, by many awtodc Ioftrument that I know ; But 

* maifters. 
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matters heere’s money for you, and the Generali fo likes your mu 
fique , thathee dcfires you of all loues, to make no more novf* 
with it. ■> 

Boy, Wellfir,we will not. 

Clo. If you haue any mufique that may not bee heard to’t 
• againe , but as they faay , to hcare mufique , the General! doe’s not 
greatly care. 

Boy. We ha none fuch fir. 

Clo. Then put your pipes in your bag, for He away • goe, va- 
mfhaway. * * 

Caf. Doeft thou hcare my honeft friend ? 

Clo. No,I hcare not your honett friend, I heare you. 

Caf. Prcethcekeepcvp thy quillets, there’s a poore peeceof 
gold for thee: if the Gentlewoman that attends the Ccnerals wife, 
be ftirring,tcll her there’s one Gf/}/9,entrcatcs her alittle fauour of 
fpeech --wilt thou doe this f 

Clo. She is ttirring fir.iffhc will ftirre hither,! fhall feemetono- 
tifie vnto her. Enter Iago. 

, Caf. Doe good my friend : In happy time Iago, 
lag. You ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf , Why no, the day had broke before we parted 
I ha made bold Iago, to fend in to your wife,- - my fuite to. her. 

Is, that flie will to vertuous Defdemona, 

Procure me fome acccffe. • 

lag. Tie fend her to you prefent'y. 

And lie deuife a meane to draw the Moore 
* Out of the way,that your conuerfe and bufinefie, 

May be more free. Exit. 

Caf I humbly thankeyou for it : I neucr knew 
AFloscntjne morekinde and honeft; 

jEw^rEmilla. 

,/\ 

Em, Good morrow goodtLciutenant ,1 am forry 

For your difpleafure, but all will fpone be well. 

The Generali and his wife are talking of ir. 

And fhe fpeakes for you ftoutly : the Moore replies 5 

That heyou hurt is of great fame in Cypres, 

And great a (Unity* and that in vvhokfomc vvikdonac, 
v 
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He might not but refufe ycu.* butheprotefts he loues you 
And needes no other fuitor but his likings. 

To take the fafeft occafion by the front. 

To bring you in againe. 

Caf. Ycjl befeechyou. 

If you thinke fit,or that it may be done, 

Giue me aduantage of fome briefe difeourfe 
With Defdemona alone. 

Em. Pray you come in, 

I will beftow you where you (ball haue time. 

To fpeake your bofome freely. 

Exeunt 

Enter Othello,! ago, and other Centlemn. 

Oth. Thefe letters giue Iago, to rhe Pilate, 

And by him, doe my duties to the State; 

That done, I will be walking on the workes, 

Rcpaire there to me. 

lag. Well my good Lord-, Tie do’t. 

Oth. This fortification Gentlemen, fhall we fee’t ? 

Gent. We w'aite vpon your Lordlbip. 

Exettnt 

Enter Defdemona, Caflio 4 »<iEmillia. 

Def. Be thou affur’d good Cafsio , I will doc 
All my abilities in thy bchalfe. 

Em. Good Madam do, I know it gricues my husband. 
As if the cafe were his. 

Defd. O that’s anhoneft fellow:, do not doubt Cafiio, 
But I will haue my Lord and you againe, 

A s fri e ndly as you were. 

Caf. Bountious Madame, 

What eucrfhall become of Michael Cafsio, 

Hce’s neucr any thing but your true (truant. 

. Defd. O fir,lthat)keyou,youdoelouemyLord: 

Y bu haue knowne him long, and be you well affur’d, 

He (hall in ftrangeft,ftandnofarihcr off. 

Then in a politique dittancc. 



4 ^ ¥ tie i rageqy o/xjtmio 

Ctf. I but Lady, 

The poliicy may either laft fo long, 

Orfcede vpon filch nice,and watrT(h dier 3 
Or breed it felfe, fo out of circumflance. 

That I being abfenc,and my place fupplied, 

My Generali will forget my loue and (erui'ce* 

Defd. Doe not doubt that, before Emilha here, 

I giue thee warrant ofthy place; allure thee 
If I doe vow a friendship ,1’lc perforitie it 
To the laft Article ; my Lord Shall neuer reft, 

Tie watch him tame, and talke him out ofparience ; 
Hisbed ftulLfeeme a fchoolc^iis boord a flarift. 

Tic intermingle cuery thing he does, 

With Cafsws Suite ; therefore be merry Gftfsio^ 

For thy foiliciter (ball rather die* 

Then giue thee caufc: away, 

Ent er O chello ,Ta go Gentlemen, 

Em. Madam, here comes my Lord; 
v Caf. Madam,Tle takcmyleauc. 

Dcfd, Why (fay and hearc me fpcake. 

0 a f Madam not no\v,I am very ill at cafe,. 

Vnfic for mine owne purpofe. 

Defd. Well, doc your difcrction. B&tC affic 

HaJ like not thar 4 
Oth. What doe ft thou fay 
ty- Nothing my LordjorifJ know not whar. 

Oth . Was not that C&fsio parted froniirry wife?* 
lag. Cafsio my Lord ? - no fure,l cannot thinkc it, 
Thai he would fneakc away fo guilty-like. 

Seeing you comming. 

Oth . Idoebclceuetwashe, 

Defd. How now my Lord,, 

I hauebecne calking with a fuitcr here, 

A man that languishes rn your difplealureo, 

Oth. Who i y l\ you meanc ? 

Defd. Why your Leiutcnant Cttfsi a .aood m^Lord, 



v The fffitoore of Venice* 45 

If I haue any grace or power to moue you, 

His prefent rcconfiliation take .* 

For if be be not one that truely loues you. 

That cvres in ignorancc,and not iri cunning, 

I hauc no lodgement in an honeft face, 

I preethee call him backe. 

Oth. Went he hence now ? 

Defd. Yes faith/o humbled. 

That he has left part ofhis griefes with me, 

I fuffer with him ; good loue call him backe. 

Otb . Not now fweetc Dejdemtna fomc other time. 

Defd. But fhai’c be Ibortly ? 

Otb. The fooner fweetc for you. 

Defd , Shaft be to night at fupper? 

Oth. No, not to night, 

Defd. To morrow dinner then? 

Otb. I fhall not dine at home, 

1 mccte the Captaines,at the Cittadell. 

Defd. Why then to morrow night, or Tuefday morne, 

On Tuefday mornc,or night, or Wcnfday morne, 

I preethee name the timc,but let it not 
Excee d three dayes ; Ifaich bee’s penitenr. 

And yet his trefpaffc,m our common reafon, 

(S.aue that they fav,thc wanes muft make examples. 

Out ofher bc(l) is not almoft a fault. 

To incurre a priuate checker when fhall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule. 

What you could aske me, that 1 fhould deny ? 

Or ftand fo muttering on ? What Michael Caftio ? 

That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
VV hen I haue fpokc ofyou difpraifingly, 

H uh tone your part, to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in ? Birlady I could doe much. 

Oth. Preethee no more, let him come when he will, 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Defd. Why this is not a boonc, 

Tis as I fhould intfeatc you wcare your gloucs.: 

G a 
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44 Tht tragedy of Othello * 

Or feede on nourifhingdifhes,or keepe you warms, 

^Or fuc to you,to doe a peculiar profit 
T o your owne perfon : nay,when I haue a fuite. 

Wherein I naeane to touch your loue indeed. 

It fhall be full of poife and difficulty. 

And fearefull to be granted. 

Oth. I will deny the-’ nothing, .! 

Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this, ' - 

Toleauemebut alittle to my felfe. 

Dtfd. Shall I deny you ? no,farewcll my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my Dejdomona , He come to thee ftraight. 

Defd. Emilia, ceme,bc it as your fancies teach you. 

What ere you be I am obedient. Exit Defd.WEm. 

Oth. Excellent wretcb,perdition catch my fouk. 

But I doe loue thee, and when I loue thee not, 

Ghaos is come againe. 
lag * My noble Lord. 

Oth . What doc ft thou fay lago ? 

lag. D id Michael Cafsio when you wooed my Lady, 

Know of your loue ? 

Oth. He did from firft to laft : — Why doeft thou askc? 
lag. But for a fatisfatftion of my thoughts. 

No further harme. , 

Oth. Why of thy t ho u g’n 1 1 ago ? 

lag. Id id not thinke he had becne acquainted with her., 

Oth. O yes, and went betweene vs very often. 
s , Jag. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed? Indeed,difern’ft thou ought in that? 

Is he not honeft ? 

Jag. Honeft my Lord ? Oth. Honeft? I honeft* 
lag. My Lord, for ought I know.. 

Oth. What doeft thou thinke? 
lag. Thinke my Lord? 

Oth . ThinkemyLord ? By heauen heecchoesme. 

As if there were fomemonfterinhis thought: 

Too hideous to be fhewne \ thou didft meane (bmething ; 

I heard thee fay but now,thou lik’ft fnot that, 

Whe» 
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When Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like ? 

And when I told thee, he was of my counfell, 

In my whole courfc ofwooing,thou cridft indeed? 

And didft contraband puafe thy brow together. 

As if thou then hadft fhut vp in thy braine. 

Some horrible counfell: ifthou doeft loue me. 

Shew me thy thought, 

Jag. My Lord,youknowI loue you. 

Oth. I thinke thou doeft, 

And for 1 know, theu art full of loue and honefty. 

And weiglieft thy words,bcfore thou giue em breath, 

Therefore thefe flops of thine affright me the more : 

For fuch things in a falfe difloyall knaue. 

Are trickcs of cuftcme; but in a man that’s iuft. 

They are elefe denotements, working from the heart,. 

That paffion cannot rule. 

lag. For Miehatl Cafsio , 

I dare prefumc,I thinke that he is honeft, 

Oth. I thinke fo to. 

lag. Men fkiould be that they feeme. 

Or thofe that be not,would they might feeme none. 

Oth. Certaine,men fhould be what they feeme, 
lag. Why then I thinke Cafsio' s an honeft man. 

Oth, Nay yet there’s more in this, 

I preethec fpeake tome to thy thinkings : 

As thou doeft ruminatc,and giue the worftofthoughr,. 

The worft of word. 

Tag. Good my Lord pardon me; 

Though I am bound to cuery a6f of duty, 

I am not bound to that oil flaues are free to, 

Vtter my thoughts ? Why,fay they arc vile and falfe; 

As where’s that pallace,whereinto fqule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breaft fo pure. 

But fome vndeanely apprehenfions, 

Keepe leetes and law- tlayes,and in Seffion fit 
With meditations lawfull? 

Oth, Thou doeft confpirc againft thy friend l age, 

G 3 # 
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46 TheTrageffi^Othdlo <■ 

If tllou but thinkeft him wrongd,and makeft his eare 
A (t ranger to thy thoughts. 

I doe befeech you, 

Thougn I perchance am vicious in my gheiTe, 

As 1 confefle it is my natures plague. 

To ipy into abufcs,and oft my icaloufie 
Shapes faults that are not,T intreate you then. 

From one that fo impcrfc&ly conic&s, 

Y ou d take no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble. 

One of my fcattering,and vnfureobferuance$ 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good , 

Nor for my manhood^honeityjor wifedomc. 

To let you know my thoughts, 

Gib* Z-ouns. 

Ug. Good name in man and womans decre my Lord; 
Is the immediate lewell ofour foules : 
s Yho ftcalcs my purfe,ftcals trofb,tis fomcthing,nothing, 
T was mine, t is his, and has bin flaue to thoufands : 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me ofthar, which not inriches him. 

And makes me poore indeed. 

Oth 4 By heauen Tic know thy thought. 
lag* You cannot,ifmy heart were in yoUrhand, 

Nor fhall not,whilft tis in my cuflody : 

O beware icaloufie. 

It is the greene cyd monfter, which doth mockc 
Thatmcate itfeedeson. ThatCuckoldliuesinbliflc, ' 
Who certaincofhi$fate,loucs not his wronger.* 

But oh, what damned minutes tells he ore. 

Who dotcs,yet doubts,fufpc£b,yct ftronglyloucs. 

Oth . O nailery. 

lag. Poore and.content,is rich, and rich enough, 

But riches, finclciTe, is as poorc as winter, 

Tohim that cuerfearcs he fhall be poorer 
Good God,the foules of all my tribe defend 
JFromicaloufic, ' ‘ 

Oth* Why^whyisthis? 



Thinkft 



The Moore of Venice. ~~ 4.7 

Thinkft thou Fdc make alifeoficaloufie ? 

To follow dill the changes of the Moonc 
With fvefh fufpitions ? No,to be once in doubt, 

Isoncetobc refolucl .’exchange me for aGoate, 

When I (hall turne the bufineffe of my foulc 
To fuch exufflicate,andblovvnc furmifes, 

Matching thy inference : tis not to make me icalous. 

To fay my wife is faire,fccdes wcll,loues company,. 

I* free of lpccch, flogs, playcs,arid dances well ; 

Where venue is, elide arc more vertuous .* 

Nor from mine owne weake merries will I draw 
The (mallei! fcare, or doubt of her reuolt. 

For (he had eics,and cholc me : no Iago, 

Tie fee before I doubt, when I dotibt,proue. 

And on the proofc, there is no more but this : 

Away at once wich loue or ieal©ufie» 

lag. I am glad of it, for now I fhall haue reafon*. 

To fliew the 1'oac and d uty that I bcarc you. 

With franker fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Recciuc it from me : 1 fpcake not yet of proofe, 

Lookc to your wife, obfcruc lier well with Cafsio ; 

Weaie your cic thus, not icalous,nor fecure, 

1 would not haue your free and noble nature. 

Out of felfe -bounty be abus ’d , looke to’t e 
I know ourCotintrey difpofition well. 

In Venice they doc let God fee the prankes 

They dare fliew their husbands : their bell confidence,. 

Is not to Icauc vndone,but keepe vnknowne. 

Oth . Doeft thou foyTo. 

lag. She did dccciue her father marrying you; 

And when flic feem’d to fluke and feareyour lookes. 

She lon’d them moll. Oth, Andfo flic did. 
lag. Why gotcothen. 

She that fo young, could giuc out. fuch a feemhig. 

To feale her fathers eyes vp,clofe as Oake, 

He thought twas witchcraft : but I am much too blame, 

I humbly doc befeech you of your pardon, 

G 4 fer 
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P 1 ne'i rage ay of utheilo. -* 

For too much louing you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for eucr, 

Jag. I fee this hath a little daflit your fpirits. 

Oth. Not a iot ,not a iot. 
lag. Ifaithlfeareichas. 

1 hope you will confiderwhatis fpoke. 

Comes from my Jouc : But I doe fee you are mootfd 
l am to pray you, not to ftraine my fpeech, 

1 o groler iflues,nor to larger reach. 

Then tofufpition. 

Oth. I will not. 

Tag. Should you doe fo my Lord, 

My (peech ftiould fall into fuch vile iucceffe. 

As my thoughts aime not at : Caftio't my trufty friend : 

My Lord, I leeyouare moou’d. 

Oth. No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinke but Defdemam’s honeft. 

lag. Long liue flie fo, and long liue you to thinke fo. 

Oth. And yet how nature erring from it lelfe. 
lag. I, there’s the point.- as to be bold with you. 

Not to affed! many propofed matches. 

Of her owneClime,complexion,and degree, 

Whereto we fee in all things, nature tends j 
Fie we may fmell in fucha will.moft ranke 
Foule difproportion thoughts vnnaturall. 

But pardon me : I doe not in poiicion, 

Dcftindtly fpeake of her,tho I may feare 
Her willrecoylingto her better iudgement. 

May fall to match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily repent* 

Oth. Farewel!,ifmore 

Thou dodtperceiue,[ec me know more, fet on 
Thy wife to obi’erue : leaue me logo, 
lag. My Lord I take my leaue. 

Oth. Why did I mairy ? This honeft creature doubdefle 
Sees and knqwcs more.much more then he vnfbulds. 

My Lord,! w ould Imighciritreate your honour. 

To 
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The Moore ofV enice. 

To fcan this thing no further, leaue it to time, 

Tbo it be fir, that Capio haue his place. 

For fure he fills it vp with great ability : 

Yet if you pleafe to hold him off awhile. 

You final! by that perceiuehim and his meancs; 
Note ifyoar Lady ftraine herentertainement. 
With any firong or vehement importunity, 

Much will be feene in that,in the meaue'time, 

Let me be thought too bufie in my feares. 

As worthy caufe I haue, to feare I am ; 

< And hold her free,! doe befccch your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernement. 

lag. 1 once more take my leaue. Exit 

Oth. This fellowe’s ofexcecding honefty. 

And know'esall qualities,with a learned fpiric 
Of humaine dealing ; il I doe prooue her haggard, 
Tho that her Teffcs were my dearc heart ftrings, 
l'dc whiftle her off,and let her downe the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily .for I am blacke. 

And haue not thofefoft parcs^f conuerlation. 
That Chamlerers haue, or for I am declind 
Into the valt of yeares; yet that’s not much, 

Shee’s gone,I am abus’d, and my releife 
Muft be to lothe her : O curfc of marriage. 

That wc can call thefe delicate creatures ours, 

Aud not their appetites .* I had rather be a Toadc, 
And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon, 

XHenkccpe a corner in a thing I louc, 

For others vfes : yet tistheplague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’d are they leflethen the bale, 

Tis dcfteny,vnfk!innabledike death *. 

Euch then this forked plague is fated to vs, 

VV hen wc doc quicken : Defdemetsa comes. 

If {he be falfe,0 thenheauen mocks it felfe , 

I’le not belecue ir. 

EwttrDefdemona WEnaillia. 
Defd. How now my dears Othello > 




5 0 V be 7 rdgedy of Uthello - 

Your dinner, and the generous Ilander 
By you inuiied, doc attend your prefence, 

Oth. I am to blame. 

Dtf. Why is your fpeech fo faint ? arc you not well ? 
Oth. I hnue a paine vponmy forehead, here. 

DeJ. Faith that’s with watching, t‘ will away againe ; 
Let me but bind your head, within this hourc 
It will be well againe. 

Oth. Your napkin is too little r 
Let it alone.come I ‘le goc in with you. 

Def, . lam very forry that you are not well. 

Em. I am glad I haue found this napkin, Ex.Oth.aHd 
This was her fir ft remembrance from the Moore, Defd. 

My wayward husband, hath a hundred times 
Wooed me to dealc it.but (lie fo loucs the token. 

For he coniur’d hcr,flie fliould cuer kcepe it, 

Th t (lie refer ues iteuermorc about her. 

To kiffe,and talkc to ; 1’le ha the worke tainc out. 

And giu \.Jag$: vvhac hec’ll doe with ir, 

Heaucn knowes,not I, Enter Iago, 

I nothing know, but tor his fantafie. 

Jag. Hownow,vvlnt doe you here alone? 

Em. Doe not you chide, I baue a thing for you. 
lag. A thing for me, itis a common thing.. 

Em. Ha? 

lag. To h aue a foolifh thing. 

Em. 0,is that all ? what will you gine me now, 

For that fame hanakcrcher ? 
lag. What handkercher? 

Em. Whathandkcrvher? 

Why that chc Moore fil'd gaue to Defdemona T 
That which fo often you did bid me lit ale. 
lag. H a’ll dole it from her ? 

Em. No faith, (he let it drop by negligence. 

And to the aduantagc,I being here,took’t vp : 

Looke here it is. 

Jag. A good wcncbjgiue it me*. 
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Em. What will you doc with it, that you haue bin 
So earned to haue me filch it ? 

lag. Why , what's that to you ? 

Em. lfit be not for fome purpofe ofitrpott, 

Giuemee’t againe,poorc Ladyjfhee’ll run mad, 

When flic (hall lackc it. 

lag. B e not you kno wnc on’tfl htue vfe for it : — go leaue me ; 

I will in Cafsios Lodging lofc this napkin, Exit Em, 

And let him finde it : trifles light as ayre. 

Arc to the iealous, confirmations firong 
As proofes of holy writ, this may doe fomething, 

Dangerous conceits are in their natures poifons. 

Which at the firfl are fcarce found to diftafl. 

But with a little art, vpoo the blood, £«/.Othello. 

Bttrne like the mindcs of fulphurc : I did fay fo : 
looke w here he comes, not Poppy,norMandragora, 

Nor all the droufie firrops of the w orld. 

Shall euer medicine thee to that fwcete fleepe. 

Which thou owcdllyedcrday. 

Oth. Ha, ha, talle to mc,to me ? 

Jag. Why how now Generali? no more 0 / chat. 

Oth Auantjbe gone, thou had fet me on the racke, 

I fwcarc,tis better to be much abus’d. 

Then but to know a little. 

Jag. How now my Lord ? 

Oth. What fenfe had I of her (lolne homes of lull ; 

I faw’t not, thought it nof,it harm’d not me, 

I flept the next night wfcli, was free, and merry; 

I found not CaJjio'i lciffes on her lips. 

He that is rob’d, not wanting what is dolne. 

Let him not know ’r, and hec s not rob’d at all. 

Jag. Iam forry to hearethis. 

Oth. I had bin happy if the generall Canape, 

Pyoners,and all.had caded hcrfwccte body, 

So 1 had nothing knowne.- O now for euer 
Farewell the tranquile mind,farcwell content .* 

Farewell the plumed troope, and the big warres ; 
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i hat maKes amb tioo vertuc : O farewell 

c! «; n «g h »g-Stccd,ahd the flirl.1 Trumpe^ 

The ip!rit-flimngDrumme,thc earc-peircine Fife; 

.* he royall Banneiymd all quality, 
ide^ompe^and circumftance of glorious vvarre. 

And O yc mortall Engines, whofe wide throates, 

Tne lmrtrorcall louts great clamor counterfeit; 

1 aicv\ell 5 Othello's Occupations a one« 
lag. Iftpoffiblemy Lord ? ° 

Oth. Villaine.be lure you prone my Louc a whore 

jL>e iuie or ifjgiue me the oculer pi oofe 3 
Or by the worth of mans eternal! foule* 

Thou hadft bin beitcrhaue beene borne a do” 

Then anfwer my wak’d wrath. 
lag. Ift come to this ? 

Otb. Make me to fee’t.or at the lead fo prone it,, 

That the probation, beare no hinge, nor loopc. 

To hang a doubt on .• or woe vponthy life, 

lag. My noble Lord. 

Otb. If thou doeft Hander her, and torture me, 

Ncucr pray more, abandon all remorce. 

On horrors head,horrors accumilate : 

I>° deeds, to make heauen weepe.all earth amass'd. 

For ho thing canft thou todansnation ad greater then that, 
J ag. O grace.O heauen defend, me. 

Are you a man.haue you a fotile or fence > 

God buy you, take thine office, - O wretched foolc. 

That liucli to make mine honefty a vice 3 

0 monftrous world., :iakc no:e 3 takc note^O worlds 
To be direft and honeltys not fafe 3 

1 thankc you for this profit^and from bencc 3 

I le loue no friendyfiiice loue breedcs fucll offencc 3 
Otb. Nay ftay 3 thou fhouldft be honeft. 
lag* I fbould be wife 3 for honeftie’s a foole, 

And loofes that it workes for : 

I fee fir 3 you are eaten' vp withpaflSon^ 

I doe repent m that J put it to you. 



The Moore of V emee« 

You Wou’d be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would, nay, I will. 

lag. And may, but how, how fatisfied my Lord ? 

Would you, the fuperuifor groflely gipe on. 

Behold her tope ? 

Oth. Death and damnation — oh. 
lag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke,. 

To bring cm ro that proipc£f,dam cm then, 

If eucrmortf.il eyes did fee them boulder 
More then their owne; what then, how then ? 

What fhall I fay ? where’s fatisfaftion ? 

It is impoffible you flrould fee this. 

Were they as prime as Goatcs,ashot as Monkies, 

As fait as W olues,i» pride; and fooles as groffe. 

As ignorance made drtinke : But yet I fay, 

If imputation and drong circumftances. 

Which leadc dirc&ly to the dcorc oftrutb. 

Will giuc you fatisfa&ion,you may ha’ t. 

Otb. G iuc tne a liuing reafoti,that fliee’s difl®yall. 
lag. I doe not like the office. 

But fith I am enter'd into this caufe fo farre, 

Prickt to’c by foolifli honefty and loue, 

I will goc on : I lay with Cafsio lately. 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, T could not fleep. , 
There are a kinde of men fo loofe of loulc. 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires, 

One of this kinde is Cafsio : 

In fleepc I heard him fay.Sweete Defdemona, 

Let vs be merry, let vs hide our loues ; 

And then fir, would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry out, fweete creature, and then kiffe me bard. 

As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips, then layed his leg 
Ouer my thigh, and fi gh’d ,1 nd ki ffe d , a r.d then 
Cried, turfed fate,that gauc thee to the Moore. 

Otb, O Monftrous,monfirous, 

fag. May, this vvas but; his dreame. 

- H j. 
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Oth. But this dcuoccd a fore-gone concJufion, 

**£•' Tts a fhrewd doubt.tho it be but a cfreame 
And this may helpe to thicken other proofes. 

That doc dcrnojifirate thinly, 

Otb. l'lc tearc her all to peeces. 
lag. Nay,butbe wife,yet we feenothing done 
She may be honell yec,cell me but chi^ 

Haue you not iomttiiT.es fecne a handkercher. 

Spotted wuh ftrawberries in your wiues hand. 

Oth. I gaue her fitch a one,twas my firft gift. 
lag . I know not that, but fuch a handkercher, 

.1 am !ure it was your wiues,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe Lis beard with. 

Oth. IPc be thaf. 

fag. I fit be that, or any, it was hers, 

It fpeakes againft hcr,wit h the other proofes. 

Oth. O that the llauc h ad forty thoufand liucs, 

One is too poore,ioo weake for my reuen^e : 

Now docl fee ris timc,lookc here Iago, ° 

All my fond Ioue,thir» doc I blow to hcaueiv- tis gone. 
Arifc blackcvengeancc/rom thy hollow Cell, 

Yeeld vp O loue thy crowne,and hal ted Throne, 

To tirranous hare,fweli bofomc with thy fraught, 

For tis of Afpccks tongues. 

lag. Pray be content. bthneelet. 

Oth. O blood, Iago ^blooA. 
lag. Patience 1 fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Oth. Neucr: 

In the due reuerence ofa facred vow, 

I here ingage my words, 
lag. D oc not rife yet : 

Witneffe you cuer-burning lights aboue, 

Y on Elements that clip vs round about j , Iago k»eeles. 
Witr.efle that herc,/«gc doth giuc vp 
Tnc excellency ofhis wit,hand,heart. 

To ws ong’d Othello s let nice : let him command, 

Audio obey ,fJnal! be remorce. 



Whit 
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VVhat bloody werke foe lien 
Oth . 1 grecte thy loue: 

Not with vaine thankes,buc with acceptance bounteous* 

And will vpon the inftantpuc thectoY, 

Within thefe three daye$,let me hcarc thee fay. 

That Cafi ids not aliue, 
lag. My friend is dead': 

Tis none as you r< qucft,but let her line, 

Oth . Dam her lewd trunks • O dam her. 

Come, goc with me apart 5 I will withdraw 
To fumin') me whh fome fwift meancs death. 

For thefaire diucll :.now artrhou my Leiutcnant* 
lag. lam your owne for euer. 

Exeunt* 

EtfttrDefdcmonia Emilia and the CUwne. 

Def. Do^ou know firra, where the Leiutcnant Cafsio lies ? 

Clo I dare not fay he liesaay where.. 

Def. Why man? 

He is a SouIdier,and for one to fay a Souldier lics,b (tabbing.. 
Def Go to, where lodges he ? 

Clo . I know not where he lodges, and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies there, were to lie in my thioate. 

Defd . Can you inquire him ®ut,and be edified by report ? 

Clo , I will cathccluzc the world for him, that is, make queftions 
And by them anfvver. 

Defd . Seekehim,bidhiiri come hither, tell him I hauemoued my 
Lord in his behaifc,and hope all will be well. 

Clo . To doe this is within the compafl'e ofa maiv, and therefore 
I-Te attempt the doing of it. Exit. 

Defd . VVbere ffoould I loofc that handkercher Emilia! 

Em. I know not Madam. 

Def. Bcleeuc mc.,1 had rather loofe my purfe 
Full ofGrufadocs : and but my noble Moore. 

Is true of minde,and made pf no fuch bafeneffc^ 

As iealous creatures are, it were enough y . 

To put him to ill thinking, 

Em* Ishenot iealous; 

H 4 Def 
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Dcfd. Who he ? I tlninke the Sub where he was borne 
l>rc w all fuch h uraors from him. Enter Othello! 

Evt. Looke where he comes. ' \ 

Oef I will not leaue him now, 

Lc t C ofsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Oth. W ell my good Lady : O hardncfic to diflcmblc : 

How doc you Defdomona ? 

Oef We!!,rr.y good Lord, ' 

° th ° Giuc me your hand, this hand is moift my Lady. 

■Oef. It yet has felt no age, nor knowneno forrow, 

Oth . This argues fruitfUlneffe and liberal! heart, 
blot dot and moi(.i,chis hand ofyours recjuir.es 
A fcquefter from liberty jfafting and praying. 

Much caftigation, exercife detiout ; 

For hecre’s a young and fwetting diuell here, 

That cQmmonly rebels ; tis a good hand, 

A franke one. 

Oef, You may jndeed fay fo, 

For twas that hand thatgaue away nay heart. 

Oth. A liberal! hand.thc hearts of old ga tie hands. 

But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Oef. I cannot fpeake of this, come, come, your Dromife. 

Oth. Whatprcmife chuckc? 

Oef. I haue Lent to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you. 

Oth. 1 haue a fait and fullcn rhumc offends me. 

Lend me thy handkerche*, 

Oef. Here my Lord. 

Oth. That whichlgauc you, 

Oef. I Ivaue itnot about me. 

Oth. Nor. , j 



Oef. No faith my Lord. ■ ' ' 

Oth. Thats afauit :: fchdthcndkercher • ' 

Did an Egyptian to my mother giue. 

She was a charmer, and could almoftreadc 

The thoughts of people; fire told her while flic kept it, 

T 'would make her amiabic,and fubdue my father 
Intirely to her loue ; {Jut if flic loft it. 
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Intircly to her loue : But iflbe loft it, 

I Or made a gift of it .• my fathers eye 

Should hold her lothely,and his fpirits fliould hunt 
After new fancies: file dying, gaue it me, 

And bid me when my fate would haue me wiuc. 

To giuc it her; Ididfo,and takeheedcon’t. 

Make it a darling.Iike your pretious eye, 

T o loofe.or giue’e away , were fuch perdition. 

As nothing elfc could match. 

Oefd, rftpoflible? 

Oth. Tis truc,there’s magicke in the Web of it, 

A Sybcll that had numbred in the world. 

The Sun to make two hundred compafles. 

In her prophetique fury,fowed the worke ; 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed thefilke. 

And it was died in Mummy,with the skilfull 
Confcrucs of maidens hearts. $ 

Oef . Ifaith i’ll true ? 

Oth. Moft veritable, therefore looke to’t well. 

Oef. Then would to God, that I had neucr fccne it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Oef. Why doe you fpeake fo ftartingly and ralChly. 

Oth . 1’ftloft ? i’ft gone ? fpeake, is it out o’thc way? 

Oef. Heauen blcffe vs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Oef. It is not loft,but what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Oef. I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fetch’c,let me fee it, 

Oef. Why fo I can fir, but I will not now. 

This is a tricke,to put me from my fuitc, 

I pray let Cafsio , be receiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that haudkcrcher,iny mind mifgiucs. 

Oef. Come,conae,you'll neucr meets a more fumcient naan. 

Oth. Thehandkercher. 

Oef. I pray talkc me of Cafsio, 

Oth. Thehandkercher. 

, m : - I Oef 
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Def. A man that all his time, 

Hath founded his good fortunes or your Iou<?„ 

Shar’d dangers with you. 

Oth. The handkercher. 

Def. Ifaith you are too blame. 

Otb. Zouns. Exiu 

Em. Ts not this man iealous ? 

Def I ne’re faw this before : 

Sure there s fome wonder in this handkercher, 

I am moft vnbappy in the Ioffe. 

Enter Iago WCaffio. 

Em. Tisnotaycereortwoftiewesvsaman, 

They are all but ftomacks.and we all but foode ; 

They eate vs hung'er!y,and when they are full. 

They belch vs ; looks you, Cttfsto and my husband. 

lag. There is no other way,tis fhe mull doe it, 

And loe the happineffe,goe,and importune her. 

Def. How now good Cafsio, what’s thenews wich you ' 

Caf Madam, my former fuite: I doc befeech you. 
That by your vertuous meancs,! may againe 
I;xift,and be a member ofhisloue. 

Whom I,wich all the duty of mv heart, 

Intirely honour,T would not be delayed : 

If my offence be of fuch mortal 1 kind. 

That neither feruicc paft,nor prefent forrowes; , 

Nor purpos’d merrit, tn futurity 
Can ranforoe me,into his louc againe, 

But to know fo,muft be my benefit. 

So (hall I cloth me in a forc’d content. 

And fhoote my fclfe vp in fome other courfe. 

To fortunes almes. 

Def Alas thrice gentle Cafsio, 

My aduocation is not now in tune; 

My Lord is not my Lord,nor fbould I know him. 

Were he in fauour, as in humor elcred. 

So helpe me,euery lpirit fan&ified. 

As I haue fpoken for you,all my beft. 



' 
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And flood within the blanke of his difpleafure. 

For my free fpeech : you mull a while be patient. 
What I can doe I will,and more 1 will 
Then for my felte I dare,let that liiffice you. 
lag. I j my Lord angry ? 

Em He went hence but now. 

And ccrtainely in flrauge vnquietneffe. 

lag. Can he be angry ? I haue feene the Cannon, 
When it hath blowne his rankes into theayre ; 

And (like the Diuell)'from bis very arme, 

Puft his ownc brother, and can he be angry ? 
Something of moment then : I will goe mcete him. 
There’s matter in t indeed, if lie be angry. 

Defd. I preethee do fo : fbmething furc of State, 
Either from Venice t ox feme vnhatcht pra&icc. 

Made demonffrable here in Cypres to him. 

Hath pudlcd his clcere lpirit,and ifi fuch cafes 
Mens natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Tho great ones arc the obieft, 

Tis euen fo : for let our finger ake,. x 
And it endues our other heathfull members, 

Euen to that fence of paine ; nay, we muft thinke. 

Men are not gods, 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fits the Bridall .• beflirew me much Emillia , 

1 I was ( vnhandfome,warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindenffe with my foule; 

But now Ifinde,I had fubbornd the witnefle. 

And hee’s indited falfly. 

Em. Pray heauen it be State matters, as you thinke, 

And no conception, nor no iealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Defd. Alas the day ,1 neuer gauc him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foulcs will not be anfwered fo. 
They are not eusr iealous for the caufe. 

But iealous for they are iealous s tis a monfler, — 
Begot vpon it felf^bornc on it felfe. 

I a 
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Defd, Heauen keepe that monfter from Othello's mind. 

Em. Lady, Amen. 

Def. I will goe fceke hirn } C<»/f» walke here about, 

If I doe find® him fit,I’le moue your luite, Exeunt Defd. 

And feeke to effe<5b it to my vttermoft. rf»</Emillia, 

Caf I humbly thanks yourLadifhip. 

Bian. Saue you friend Cafsio. Enter Bianca. 

Caf. What make you from home ? 

How i$ it with you my moft faire Bianca ? 

Ifaith fweete loud was commingto-your houfe, 

Bian. And I was going to your Lodging Cafsio ; 

What.ksepe a weeke away ? feuen daies and nights, 

Eightfcorc eight houres, and louers abfent houres. 

More tedious then the diall,eightfcorc times. 

No weary reckoning. 

Caf. Pardon me Bianca, 

I haue this while with laden thoughts bin preft, 

But I (liall in a more conUcnicnt time, 

Strike off this fcorc ofabfence : fweete Bianca, 

Take me this worke out. 

Bian. Oh Cafsio, whence came this ? 

This is fome token from a newer friend. 

To the felt abfence,now I feele a caufe, 

Iftcome to this? 

Caf Go to woman. 

Throw your vile gheffes in the diuells teeth. 

From whence you haue them, you are iealoas now’-. 

That this is from fome miftriffe, fome remembrance. 

No by my faith Bianca, 

Bian. Why who’s is it ? 

Caf I know not fwcete,I found it in my chamber, 

I like the worke well,erc it be demanded. 

As like enough it wilI,Tde haue it coppied. 

Take it,and do’^and leauc me for this time, 

Bian. Leaue you,wherefore ? 

Caf I do? attend here on the Generali, 

And thinkc it no addition.nor my wifb. 

To 
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To haue him fee me woman’d, 

Bian. But that you doe not leue me: 

I pray you bring me on the way alittle. 

And fay,if I {hall fee you foone at night, 

Caf. Tis but a little way, that I can bring you. 

For 1 attend here, but Tie fee you foonc. 

Bian. Tis very good,I rauftbc circumftanc’d. 

Exeunt. 

adftus. 4 . 

Enter Iago arsdO thelio, 

lag. W ill you tbinke fo > 

Otb, Thinkc f© Iago. 
lag. Wbat,iokiflcinpriuate? 

Oth. An vnauthoriz’d kifTe. 

Jag. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An hourc, or more, not meaning any harme. 

Oth. Naked abed Iago , and not meane harme? 

It is hypocrifie againft the diuell : 

They that meane vertuoufly ,and yet doe fo, 

The diuell their vertue tempts, and they tempt heauen; 

lag. So they doc not hing,tisaveniall flip ; 

But iflgiue my wife a handkercher. 

Oth. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord, and being hers. 

She may, I thinkc, beftow’t on any man. 

Oth. Sheis pvete&res of her honour to. 

May fhe giue that ? 

lag. Her honour is aneflence that's not feene. 

They haue it very oft,that haue it not s 
But for the handkercher, 

Oth. By heauen,I Would moft gladly haue forgot it: 

Thou faidfl (O it comes o’re my memory. 

As doth the Raucn o’re the infc&cd heufe, 

I 5 
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Boding to all.) He had my hankerchcr. 
lag. I,what of that ? 

Qth . That’s not fo good now, 

lag. What if I had laid I had fcene him do you wrong? 

Or heard him fay (as knaues be fueh abroad) 

Who hauing by their owne importunate fuite. 

Or by the voluntary dotage of iome miftris, 

Conuinced,orfupplied them,cannotchufe. 

But they muft blab. 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing ? 

lag. He hath my Lord,but be you Well aflur’ d, 

No mere then hee’l vnfweare. 

Oth, What hath he (ayd ? 

Jag. Faith that he did — I know not what he did. 

Oth. But what? Jag, Lye. 

Oth, With her? 

lag. With hcr,on her, what you will, 

Oth. Liewithher,lieonher? We fay lieon her, when they bely 
her; lye with her, Z.oims, that’s fulfome,h<indkerchers,Confe{fion, 
hankerchers. Hefalsdomt. 

lag. Workc on my medicine, worke: thus credulous fooles are 
caught.and many worthy and chafte dames, euen thus all guiltleffe, 
mectc reproach ; What ho my Lord,my Lord I fay,Of^e/4> 3 -- how 
now Cafsio. Enter Caffio. 

Caf. What’s the matter ? 

Jag. My Lord is falne into an Epilepfy, 

This is his fecond fit,he had one yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the Temples, 
lag. No,forbeare, 

The Lcthcrgie,muft haue his quiet courfe, 

II not he foames at mouth,and by and by 
Breakcs out to fauage madneffe: looke he ftitres: 

Doe you withdraw your felfc a liulewhile. 

He will recoucr ftraight,when he is gone , 

I would on great occafiou fpeake with you; 

How is it Generall,haue you not hurt your head .? 

Oth. Doeft thou mocke me ? 

la?. 
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Jag, I mocke you ? no by Heauen, 

Would you would beare your fortunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a monfter,and a beaft; 

Jag. There’s many a beaft then in a populous City ., 
And many a ciuill monfter. 

Oth. Did heconfeflc? 

lag. Good fir be a man, ( 

Thinke euery bearded fellow,that’s but yoak’d, 

May draw with you, there’s millions now aliue. 

That nightly lyes in thofe vnproper beds. 

Which they dare fweare'peculiar : your cafe is better : 

0 tig the fpite of hell, the fiends arch mocke. 

To lip a wanton in afccure Coach, 

And to fuppofe her chafte: No, let me know. 

And knowing what I am,! know what Are fhall be. 
Oth. O thou art wifc,tis certaine, 
lag. Stand you awhile apart. 

Confine your fclfe but in a patient lift : 

Whilft you were here ere while, mad with your grlefc, 
A pafiion moft vnfuting fuch a man, 

Gafsie came hither,! (Lifted him away, 

And lay ed good fcufe.vpou your extacy, 

Bid him anon rctitc,and here fpeake with me. 

The which he promifde : butincaue yourfelfe. 

And marke the Ieeres,thc Iibes,and notable fcornes, , 
That dwell in euery region of hi* face ; 

For I will make him tell the tale anew, 

Where, how,how sfi,how long agoe,and when. 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

1 fay, but marke his ieafturc,mary patience, ... 

Or I fhall fay , you arc all in all,in fpicenc. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Doeft thou hezttJago, 

I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 

But doeft thou heare, moft bloody. 

lag. That’s not amiffe : 

But yet kcepe time in all ; will yotuvithdraw ? 

I 4 
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Now will I quoftion Cafsio of Bianca ; 

A hufwifc that by felling her defircs, 

Buys herfelfe bread and cloathes it is a Creature, 

That dotes on Cafsio : as tis the ftrumpets plague 
To beguile many, and be beguild by one, £»/.Caffio. 

He,when he hearts of her,cannot refrainc 
From the cxccfle of laughter : herehecomes: 

Ashe {hall fini! c, Othello fhal) goe mad. 

And his vnbookifh iealoufic mult conifer 
Poore Cafsio s fmiles,gefi ures,and light behauiour, 

Quite in the wrong.- How doe you now Lciutcnant ? 

C>t[. The worfer/liat you giue me the addition. 

Whole want eucn kills me. 

lag. Ply Defdemom well,and you arc fare ©n'c . 

Now ifthis fuite lay in Biancas power, 

How quickly fhould you fpecd. 

Caf. Alas poore Catiue. 

Otb . Looke how he laughes already. 
lag. I ncuer knev/ a wotnanloue man fo. 

Caf. Alas poore rogue,! thinke ifaith flic loUes me. 

Otb. Now he denyes it faintly, and laughes it out. 
lag. Doc you heare Cafsio} 

Oth. Now he importunes him to tell it on, 

Goe to,wellfaid. 

lag. She giitcs it out that you ftiall marry her. 

Doe you intend it? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 

Oth. Doe you triumph Roman,doc you triumph ? 

Caf. I marry her? I prechcc beare fome charity to my wit. 

Doc not thinke it fovnwholefomc *. ha, ha, ha. 

Oth. So,fo,fo,fo,laugh that wins. 

lag. F aith the cry goes ,y ou fhall marry her, 

Caf. Prcethec lay true. 
lag. I am a very villaine elfe, 

Oth, Ha you Ifor’d me well. 

Caf This isthenaonkicsowngiulngout;fheisperfwadedI yvil 
marry hcr,out of her owne leuc and flattery ,not out ofmy ? torr ^ e f 
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Oth. /^beckons me, now he begins the ftory. 

Caf. She washeereeuennow, flice haunts me iueuery place, I 
was tother day, talking on the fea banke.with cercaine Fenstiansp tid 
thither conies this bauole,by this hand fhe fals thus about my neck. 

Oth. Crying,OdeareCrf/«<> J asitwere:hisiefture imports it. 

Caf So hangs, and lolls, and weepes vpon me; fo hales, and puls 
tre,ha,ha,ha. 

Oth. Now he tells how fhe pluckthim to my Chamber, 

I fee that nofe ofyours,but not that dog I (hall throw’: to.. 

Caf Well.Imuftlcaue her company. Enter Bianca. 

lag. Before me, looke where (he comes, 

Tis fuch another ficho; marry* perfum’d one, what doe you mcanc 
by this hanting of me. 

Bian. Let the diuel and his dam haunt you, what did you meanc 
by that fame handkercher, you gauemeeeuen now? 1 wasafine 
foole to take it; I mud take oucthe wholeworkc,a likely peece of 
worke, that you Ihculd find it in your chamber, and not know- who 
left it there: this is fome minxes token, and I muft take out the 
worke; there, giue it the hobby horlc, wherefoeuer you had it , I’le 
take out no worke on’t. 



Caf How now my fwcetc Bianca Jaavt now,how now ? 

Oth. By heauenthat fhould be my handkercher. 

Bian. An you’ll come to fupper to night, you may , an you will 
not,comc when you arc next prepar’d for. Exit . 

lag. After her, after her. 

Caf Faith 1 muft,{hce*ll raile i'theftrecte clfe. 
lag. Will you fup there ? 

Caf Faith I intend fo. 

% W cJI ,1 may chance to fee you, for I Would very faine fpeakc 
with you, 

Caf Precthce cotne,will you ? 

lag. Goe to, fay no more. Exit Caflfo. 

Oth. How {hail I murder him l ago ? 

lag. Did you percciue,how he laughed at his vice ? 

Oth. O lag*, 

lag. And did you fee the handkercher ? 

Oth, Was that mine ? 

K lag. 
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Oth. I would hauc him nine yearcs a killing; a fine woman, a faire 
Woman,a fwcete woman. • « - .' T 

Jag. Nay you muft forger. 

Oth. AnJlethcrrotandperifh , and be darob’d to night, for (he 
fhall'notlroc.* no, my heart is turn’d to ftonejl ftrtke it, and it hurts 
my hand : O the world has not a Tweeter creature, fhe might lie by 
anEtnperours fide,and command him taskes. 

lag. Nay that’s not your way.' 

Oth. Hangher,! doc but lay what (he is; So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable outfit ion, O fheevvilt ling the fauageneffe 
out of aBearc; of To hyeand plentious wit and inuentton. 

Jag. Shee’s the worle for all this, i 

Oth. A thoufand thoufand times : and then of- fo gentle a.cotv 
dition. 

Jagt I,too gentle*. 

Oth. 1 that’s certaitic,bu t -yet the piety of it Ikgoi the piety-. 

Ia. Ifyou be fo fond ouer her iniquity ,giuc her patent to offend,, 
for ifit touches not you, it comes neere no body. 

Oth. 1 will chop her into mclfcs — cuckold me 1 . 

lag. O tis foule in h-r. 

Oth. With mine Officer. . 

Jag. That’s fouler. 

Oth. Get me fomc poifon Jago , this night iTe nor cxpoftulate 
with her, left her body and beauty vnprouide my minde agen , this 
sight I ago. 

lag. Doe it not with poifon , ftrangle her in her bed , ei^eo the 
bed fhe hath contaminated. 

Oth. Good, good ,tbe iuftice ofit plcafes very good. 

lag. AndforC«/w,letmebechisvndcrraker: you fliall hear®. 

mo rc I by midnight. A Trumpet. 

f i ii ; f * ■* * 

Enter Lodouico,Dcfdcmo nxjMind Attendant}. 

\ eW. rnld vshiiwri I ttmft woH .tV.\> 



Oth. Excellent good .* 

What Trumpet is that fame? 

lag. Something from Venice fure,tts Ledouieo, 
Gome from the Duke, and fee your wife is.with him. 
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Led. God faue the worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

Led. The Duke and Senators of Venice greete you, 

Oth. I kifle the inftrument of their pleafures. 

Def, A nd wha t’s the newes good coufen Lodou'tco ? 

lag. I am very glad to fee you Seignior : •*. welcome to Cypres* 

Led. 1 thanke you,how does Leiutenant Cafsie} 

Tag, Liues fir. 

Def. Co ulen, there’s falnebetwocnehimandmy Lord, 

An vukind breach,but you fliall make all well. 

Oth. Are you fure of that ? 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. This faile you not to doe,as you will. — 

Led. Hedid not call, lice’s bufie inthepaper : 

Is there diuifion betweene thy Lord znd’Cafue ? 

Def. A tnoft vnhappy one, I would doe much 
Toattone them, for the iouel beare to Cafsie. 

Oth. Fire and Brimflone. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Defd. What, is he angry ? 

Led. May be the letter niou’d him; 

For as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in lus gouerncment. i 

Defd. By my troth,I am glad on’r. 

Oth. Indeed. . 0 - 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. 

I am glad to fee you mad. 

Dtf. How fwcctc OtheUe ? ir’ . 

Oth. Diuell. 

Def. I hauc not deferu’d this: 

Led. My Lord, this would not be bcleen'd 
Tho Ifliould fwcarc lfaw’c s tis very much, ' ' : • 

Make her amendsjftie weepes. 

Oth. O Diuell, Diuell, • o- 

If that the earth could teeme with womenstearcs 
Each drop fhe falls, would prouc aCrocadilc : - * ^ 

tl K % Out 
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Out of my fight; 

Def. I will not ft ay to offend you. 

Lod. Truely an obedient Lady : 

I doe befcech yourLordfhip.call her backe. 

Oth. Miftrifle. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. What would you with her fir ? 

Lad. Who,l myl.ovd ? 

Oth. I,you did wifh that I would make her turtle .• 

Sir (he can turne,and turnc, and yet go on, 

And turne againe,and (he can wecpefir, wcepe; 

And fhec’sobcdicnr,as you fay, obedient ; 

Very obedient, proceed yr u in your teares, 

Concerning this fir : Oxvell painted paflion: 

3 am commanded here : - get youaway, 

1’le fend for you anon : - -Sir,! obey the mandat. 

And will returne to Venice : — hence,auant, 

C<*/i/e fliall haue myplace; and fir tonight 
I doe intreate that we may fup together. 

You arc welcome fir to Cjfres ,— goates and monkies. Exit. 

Led. Is this the noble Moore, whomour full Senate 
Call all in all fufficient ? This the noble nature. 

Whom paflion ccu!d not ftiake ? Whofe folid venue. 

The fhot of accidcnt,nor dart ofehancc 
Could neither graze,nor peirce ? 

Jag. He ismuch changed. 

Led. Are his wits fafe? is he not light of brained 
lag. He’s that he is,I may not breathe r»y cenfare^ 

What he might be,ifashc might, he is not, 

1 would to heauen he were. 

Led. What,ftrike his wife. 
lag . Faith that was not fo wef; yet would I knew 
That ftroake would proue the worft. 

Lei. Is it his vie? 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blooda . 



vQ I 

And new create this fault? - 
Jag. Alas, alas. 

It 
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It is not honefty in me to fpcake. 

What I hauefeene and knownc,you fhall obferuc him. 
And his owne courfes will denote him fo. 

That I may feue my fpecch : doc but goc after. 

And marke how he continues. 

Led. I am forty that I am deceiu’d in him. 

Exeunt 

Enter Othello dWEmillist; 

Oth. You haue feenc nothing then. 

Em. Nor cucr heard,nor cuer did fufpe<Sl« 

Oth. Y cs,and you haue fcenc Cajsie and fhe together 

Em. But then I faw no harme.and then I beard 
Each fillablc that breath made vp bctwecnc 'em, 

Oth What, did they neuer whifper ? 

Em. Ncuer,my Lord. 

Oth. Nor fend you out o’thc way? 

Em. Neuer. 

Oth. To fetch her fan, her mask,hcr gloues,nor nothing? 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. That’s ftrange. 

Em. 1 durft my Lord, to wager fhe is honeft, 
Laydownemy foulc at flake : ifyouthinkc other, 
Rcmoue your thought, it doth abufe your bofome. 

If any wretch ha putthis in your head. 

Let hcauens requite it with the Serpents curfe, . 

For if fhe be not honeft, chafte, and true, 

There's no man happy , the pureft ofher Sex 
Isfoulcasflander. Axs/Emillis, 

Oth. Bid her come hither, goc, 

She fayes cnough.yct fhe’s a fimple bawde, 

That cannot fay as much ; this is a fubtlc whore, 

A clofet,locke andkey,of villainous fecrets, 

And yet fhee’ll kneclc and pray,! ha feene her do’t. 

E»/srDcfdemona a»e(Emi\\h, 

Def. MyLord,whatisyour will? 

Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pleafure? 

K 3 
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Oth. Let me Tee your eyes - - looke in my face, 

Def. W hat horrible fancy’s this ? 

Oth. Same ofyour funfhon miftrifle, 

Leattc pracreonts alone, and ("hut the dore, 

CofFe.or cry hcm,if any body come, 

Your miftevyjyourmift'f ry : nay di! pitch, Exit Em, 

Def. Vponmy knees, what docs your fpeech. import ? 

1 vndcrftand afury inyour words. 

Bus not the words. 

Oih. Why, what art thou ? 

Def Your wife my Lord, your true and loyall wife. 

Otb. Come,fweare it, dam thy felfe, 

L ca ii v,cing like one of heaucn,thc diuells thetnfeiues ; 
Should fcare to ceafe thec,thereforc be double danabd, 
Swearc thou art henefi. 

Dtf. Heaueti dotbtruely know it. 

Oth, Heaucn truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 

Def. To whom, my Lord,with whom ? how am I falfe? 

Oth. O D efiemna,i\\ ay, a way , aw a y . 

Def Alas the hcauy day, why do you wcepc ? 

Am I the occafion of tliofc teares my Lord ? 
if liaply you my father doc fufpeft. 

An Inftrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; ifyou haue left him. 

Why Ibaue left him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heaucn 
To try me with affli&ion,had he ram’d 
All kindesofforesiand fhames on my bars head 
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S .eep’d me in pout r;y,to the very lips, 

Giiu.ntocaptiuiiy,me and my hopes, 

I fhould haue found in fonac part ofmy foule 

A drop of patience; but alas, tornakc me . 

A fixed hgure ,for the time of 1 corne, 

To point his (low vnmouing fingers at -- oh , oli> 

Yet could I beare that too,well,' very well. 

But there : where I haue garner’d vp my heart. 

Where either I muCt liue,or beare no life, : ^ 
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The fountaine,from the which my currant runnes. 

Or elfe dryes vp , to be difearded thence. 

Or keepeit as a CcRerne, for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in .* tumethy complexion there. 
Patience thy young and rofe-lip’d Chcrubin, 

I here looke grim a$ Hell. . 

Def 7 hope my noble Lord erteeaics me honefh 
Oth. O I, as fummers flies,are in the fhambles. 

That quicken cuen with blowing 
O thou blacke wccde,why art fo louely fairc ? 

Thou fmell ll lo fwecte,that the fence akes at thee. 

Would thou haclrt.ne’rc bin borne. 

Def. Alas, what ignorant finne haue- 1 committed ? ' 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this rnoft goodly bookc 
Made to write whore on ? — What, committed ? 

Heaueti flops the nofc at it, and the Moonc w nkes. 

The bawdy wind,that kiflcsallnmcctes,.. 

Ishufiit within the hallow mine of earth. 

And will not hear’t : — whatcommittcd,-. impudent ftruaipet 
Def. Bylicaucnyoudocmewrong. 

Oth. Arc not you a Rrumpct > 

Def. No, ns 1 am a Chriftian 1 
Iftoprefcructhis veffcllformy Lord, 

From any hated foule vnlawfull touch. 

Be net to be a ftrumpet,I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

Def No, as I fhali be failed. Ecrter Emillia, 

Oth, Iftpoffiblc? 

Def. O heauenfoigiuen fTe. 

Oth. I cry you rucrcy, 

I tookc you for that cunning whore of Ft mice. 

That married with Othello t voh mifl rifle. 

That haue the office oppofite to Sv Peter, 

And kcepes the gates in hell,l,yoti,you,you; 

Wo ha done our courfe; there’s money for yourpaines, 
Iprayyouturnethckey,andkccpeourcounfell. Exit, 
Em. Alas,what does this Gentleman conceiue ? 

K /f. 
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How doc you Madam.ho w doc you my good Lady? 

Def Faith halfe afieepe. 

Em. Good Madam, what's the matter With my Lora l 
Def With who? 

Em. VVhy with my Lord Madam. 

Def. 1 ha nonc,doe not talke to me EmilM , 

I cannot wecpe.nor anfwer haue I none, 

Bm what fhould goe by water : preethee to night 
Lay on my bed our wedding (heeces, remember, 

And call thy husband hither. 

Em. Here is a charge indeed. 

Def. Tis meete I fhould be vide fo, very well ; 

How haue I bin behau d, that he might ftickc 
The final left opinion, on my greateft abule. 

“i .• wh« “ y 001 &*** 2i”.. 

H T. r . Tc™ y »t tell thole that tloe Math young babca 
Doe it with gentle meanes,irid eafie taskes, 

Hemight hachid me fo } for in good faith, 

1 am a child at chiding. 

Ia z . What is the matter Lady ? 

Em. Alas law, my Lord hath fo bewhor d her, 
Throwne fuch delpite,and heauy termes vpon her. 

As trueheartscannot beare. 

Def Am I that name Iago} 
las. What name faire Lady? 

Def. Such as (he fayes my Lord did fay I was . 

Em. He call’d her whore .* A begger in his , dnnke. 
Could not haue layed fuchtearmes vpon his Callet. 

Ja Z . Why did he fo? . r . 

Def. I doe not know,I am fure I am none fuen. 

Uq. Doe not wecpe,doc not wcepc : alas the day. 
Em. Has lire forfooke fo many noble matches. 

Her Father, and her Countrey ,all her friends, 

To be cald whore ? would it not make one weepe . 

Def It is my wretched fortune. 
lap. Beihrew him for it; how comes 



this trickc vpon him ? 







The Moore ofV < enicc. 

Def Nay,heauen doth know. 

Em. I will be hang’d,iffome etcrnall villainc. 

Some bufie and infinuating rogue,. 

Some cogging, coufening flaue,to get fome office, 

Haue not deuifde this dander,! 'lc be hang’d clfe. 
lag. Fic, there is no fuch man, it is iir.poffible. 

Dtf If any fuch there bc,heauen pardon him. 

Em. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones: 

Why fhould he call her whore ? whokeepes her company? 
What place, what time,what for me, what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by lome outragious knauc: 

Some ba<e notorious knaue,fomefcuruy fellow, 

0 heauen, that fuch companions thoadft vnfold, 

Andput ineueryhonefthand a whip, 

To lafh the rafcall naked through the world, 

Luen from the Eaft to the Weft. 
lag. Speake within dorcs. 

Em. O fie vpon him; fome fuch'fquirc he was. 

That tursd your wit,the feanay fide without. 

And made you to fufpe&me with the Moore. 

Jag. Y ou are a foo!e,goe to, 

Def. O Good I ago, 

VVhac (hall I doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goc to him, for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how I loft him. 

lag. I pray you be content jtis but his humour. 

The bufineffe of the State does him offence. 

And he docs chide with you. 

Dtf If t’were no other. 
lag. Tis but fo,I svarraat you, 

Hai ke how chefe Inftrunaentsfiunmonyou to fupper, 

Aqd the great Mcfllsgers of V mice ftay, 

Goe in,and wcepc not,all things fball be well; Exit yeomen. 

How now Roderigo ? Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. ! doe not finde that thou dealft iuftly with rac. 

Jag. VVhat in the contrary? 

Rod. Euery day, thou dofttft me, with fome deuife 

L 





622 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d. 43 ^]) OdaYO 









1 '~Sr 2/212' 212/ 2i?i <-* ci « 



i 









78 The Tragedy ^/'Othello " 

And ratheryis ic fecmcs to trie, thou keepeft from me, 

AH coo ueniency, then fupplicft me, with the leaf! 

Adu&ntage of hope : I will indeed no longer indure it. 

Nor am I yet perfwaded to put vp in peace,\vhat already 
lhaue foolifhly fufiferd. 

Jag. Will you beare me Roderigo ? 

Rod. Faith I haue heard too much, for your words. 

And performance are no kin together. 

lag. You charge me moft vniuftly. 

Rod. 1 haue wafted my felfc out of'meanes : the Iewels you haue 
had from me,to deliuer to Defdemona , would halfehauc corrupted 
a Votarift you haue told me fhe has receiud cm, and return’d mce 
expe6tacion,and comforts,offuddaine refpc<St,and acquittance,btit 
Ifindenonc, 

lag. V\ e!l,goc to .very good. 

Rod, Very well, goeto,I cannot goc to man, it is not very well, 
by this hand,I fay tis very feuruy , and begin to findc my felfc fopt 
in it. 

lag. Very well.. 

Rod. I fay it is not very well .• I will make my felfc knowne to 
Defdcmonaj f fbe will returne me my Iewels , I will giuc ouer my 
futte,and repent my vnlawfull follicitation , if not, aflutc your felfc 
Pie feeke fatisfa&ion of you, 

lag. You haue laid now. 

Rod. I, and lhaue faid nothing, but what I proteft entendment 
of doing. 

Jag. Why now I fee there’s mettle intjhee , and euen from this, 
time doe build onthee,a better opinion thcncucr before, giue me 
thy hand Rodtrigo : Thou haft taken againft me a moft itift concep- 
tion,butyet Iproteft,Ihaue delt naoft diredly in thy affaire*. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. , 

Jag. I grant indeed it hath nor appear’d:, and your fufpitionis 
not without wit and Judgement : But Roderigo , if thou haft that 
within thee indeed , which I haue greater reafon to beleeue now, 
then euer,T naeane purpofe,courage,and valour,this night ftiew it,if 
thou the next night following enioyeft not. Dejdmona , take mce 
from this World with treachery,and deuife engines for my life. 

Rod. 



_ 




The Moore ofV enice. 

Rod . Well, is ic within reafon and compaflc ? 

lag. Sir, there is efpeciall command come from Venice^ 

To depute Cafsie in Othello's place. 

Red. Is that true f why then Othello and Defdtmona 
Returne againe to Venice. 

lag . O no, he goes into Mauritania ,* nd takes away with him 
The faire De/dewona, vnhffe his abode be linger d 
Here by feme accident, wherein none can be fo 
determinates the remouing of Cajsio. 

Rod . How doe you meane remouing of him ? 

lag. Why, by making him vncapable otOihcllo s place, 
Knocking out his braincs. 

Rod . And that you would haue me to doe. 

lag. I, and if you dare doe your felfe a profit, and right, heefups 

tonight with a harlor,and thither will I goetohim ; — heknowes 
not yet of his honourable fortune : if you will watch his going 
thence, which I will fafhion to fall out betwecnc twclue and one, 
you may take him at your pleafure; I will benecrctofecond your 
attempt, andhec fhall fall bet wcene\s .• come, ftand not amaz d 
stit,but goc along withmoe,I will {hew you lucha ncccffity in his 
death, that you (hall thinke your felfc bound to put it on him. 1 1 is 
now high fupper time,and the night growes to waft : about it. 

Enter Othello , Defdemona, Ledou/co, Emilha , 
and Attendants. 

Rod , I will hcarc further reafon forthis. 

lag. And you (hall be fatisfied. £.v.Tag.rf#d!Rcd. 

Lod. I do befccch you fir, trouble your felfe no further. 

G:h. O pardon me, it. fhall doe me good to walke. 

hod . MadamCjgood night, I humbly rhanke ycur Ladifhip, 

Vef. Your honour is mofl welcome. 

Oth. Wiliyou walkcfir : — O Vefdemona. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. Get you to bed, o'theinftant I will be return'd, forthwith, 
difpatch your Attendant there,— - looke it be done. Exeunt. 

Dcf. I will my Lord. 

Em. How goes ic now ? helookes gentler then he did. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22305) 






y6 The Tragedy o/Othello * 

Def. He faies he will returne incontinent} 

He hath commanded me to goe to bed. 

And bad me to difrniffe you. 

Em. Difrniffe me ? 

Def. It was his bidding, therefore good Emilia , 

-Giae me my nightly wearing, and adiue, 

W e mu ft not now difpleafe him. 

Em I would you had netierfeenehim, 

Def So would not I,my lone doth fo approuehimj 
That eucn his ftuhborncnefle,his checks and frown es. 

Prethee vnpinme ; hauc grace and faueur in them. 

Em. I haue laied thefe ftieetes you bade me, on the bed„ 

_ Def. Ali’s one good faith : how foolifh are our minds? 

If I doe die before thee,preth8e (hrowd me 
In one of thofe fame fhee: es. 

Em. Comrycome,youtalke. 

‘Dcf. My mother had a maid cald Barbary, 

She was in loue,and he (lie lou’d,prou d mad. 

And did fovfake her,fhe has a fong of willow’. 

An old thing ’twasjbut it expreft her fortune. 

And flic died finging it,that Song tonight. 

Will not goe from my mind — hatke , who’s th at knocks ? 

Em. It is the wind; 

Dcf. Now get thee gone,good night .- 
Mine eyes doe itch, does that bode weeping ? 

Em, Tis neither here nor there. 

Def. Wouldft thou doe fitch a deed, for all the World ? 

Em. Why would not you. 

Def No,by this heauenly light. 

Em. Nor I r>eithcr,by this heauenly light, 

I might doe it as well in the darke. 

Dcf. Would thou doe (iich a thing for all the World? 

Em. The worldis a huge thingjit is a oreat price. 

For a fmali vice. * 1 

Def. Good troth I thinke thou vvouldft not. 

Em. By my troth I thinke I fhould,and vndo’c when I had done 
it, inary I would not doc fuch a thing for a ioynt ri*g • or for mea- 

fiircs- 
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fures of Lawnc, norforGowncs, orPetticotes, nor Caps, nor any 
fuch exhibition ; but for the whole world ? vds pitty, who would 
not make her husband a Cuckole,to make him a Monarch? I fljould 
venture purgatory for it. 

Def, BeChrcw me, if I would doe fuch a wrong, 

For the whole world. 

Em • Why,the wrong is but a wrong i’the world; and h suing the 
world for your labour , tis a wrong in your owne world , and you 
might quick ; y make it right. 

Def. 1 doe not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em. Yc$,adozen,andasmany to chevantage, aswouldftore 
the world they played for. 

Dcf Good night, good night : God me fuch vfage fend. 

Not to picke bad from bad,but by bad mend. 

Exeunt. 

QjfttuS, 5 . 

Enter 1 ago And Roderigo, 

Jag. Here ftand behind' this Bulke,ftraite will he come, 

Weare thy good Rapier bare, and put it home, 

Q.ncke,quicke,fcare nothing, Pic be at thy elboc; 

It makes vs or it marres vs, thinke of that. 

And fixe moft firme thy refolution. 

Red. Be necre at hand,! may mifearry in’t. 

lag. Here at thy hand, be bold, and take thy fword . 

Red, 1 haue no great deuotion to the dead; 

And yet he has giuen me Satisfying rcafons, 

Tis but a man gone : forth my l'word, he dies. 

Jag. I haue rubd this young gnat almoft to the fenfe. 

And hesrowesangtynow : whether he kill Cafsio, 

Or Cafsie him, or each doc kill the other, 

Euny way makes my game ; liuc Roderigo, 

He calls me to a reftitution large, 

For Gold and Icwells,tbat I bobd from him. 

As gifts to Defdemona : 

It mutt not bc,if Caff to doc rcmaine, 

L 5- He 
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He has a daily beauty in his life. 

That makes me vgly : and befides,the Moore . 

May vnfouid me to him; there ftand I in pernll : 

No,hc mult die,be’c fo,I hearc him comming. Ent. Caf. 

Rod. I know hisgate,tishe,villainethowdieft# 

Caf. Thatthruft had bin my enemy indeed. 

But that my coare is better then thou thinks, 

I will make proofc of thine* 

Rod. O 1 am (laine. 

Caf. Iam maind for euer,Iight ho.murder, murder, • 

Enter Othello. 

Oth . The voice of Cafsio y Iago keepes his word. 

Rod. O villainc that I am. 

Oth. Harketis cuenfo. 

Caf O helpe ho,light, a Surgeon. 

Oth. Tis he ,0 brauc /ago 3 honel\ and Iuft, 

That haft filch noble fence of thy friends wrong, 

Thou teacheftme; — minion, your deare lies dead. 

And your fate hies apace; flrumpet I come; 

4 Forth ofmyhearr,thofecharmes thine eyes are blotted. 

Thy bed hift-ftaind,{hall with lufts blood befpotted. Ex. 

Enter Lodouico^Gratiano. 

Caf. Whatho,no watch, no paflage,rrmrder, murder 
Grat . Tis fomemifchancc,the cry is very dircfull. 

Caf. Ohelpe. Lod. Harkc. 

Rod . O wretched villainc. 

Lod. Two or three grones,it is a hcauy night, 

Thefe may be counterfeits 3 let’s think’ c vnfafe 
To come into thccry without more helpe. 

Rod. Nobody come, then (kali I bleed to death. 

Enter Iago with a light. 

Lod. Harke. 

Grat. Here’s one comes in his fhirt,with lights and weapons, 
lag. Who s there ? whole noife is chis,that cries on murder. 
Lod ♦ I doc not know. 
lag* Didnotyouhcareacry? 

Caf. Here^here^for heauens fake helpe me. 
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The Moore of Venice, 

Jag. What’s tli c matter. 

Grat. This is Othello's Ancient, as I take it. 

Lod. The fame indeed, a very valiant fellow. 
lag. What arc you here, that cry fo grecuoufly ? 

Caf Iago, O I am fpoil’d>vndone by villaines, 

Giue me fome helpe. 

lag. OmyLciutenant.* what villaines ha'.’e done this? 
Caf. I thinke the one of them is heere about,. 

And cannot make away. 

lag. O treacherous villaines : 

What are you there ? come in and giue fomc helpe. 

Rod. O, helpe me here. 

Caf, That’s one of em. 

lag. O murderous (lauc ,0 villainc. 

Rod. O dambd /ago, O inhumaine dog,-- o,o,o» 
la. Kill him i’thc dark? where be thofe bloody thceues?’ 
How filent is thisTowne < Ho,murder,murder : 

What may you be,areyouofgood or euill ? 

Lod. As you fliall proue vs,praife vs. 
lag. Seignior Ladowco. 

Lod. He hr. 

lag. I cry you mercy : here’s Cafng hurt by villaines.. 

Grat. Cafsio. 

Jag. How is- it brother? 

Caf. My leg iscut in two. 

Jag. Mary heauen forbid .• 

Light Gentlemen, 1’le bind it with my fliirt. 

Enter Bianca, 

Biatt. What is the matter ho, who ift that cried ? 

Jag. Who ift that cried. 

Bum, O my deare Cafsio , O my fweete Cafsto^Cafsio } Cafs'&, 
lag. O notable ftrumpet : Cafsio may you fufpetft 
Who they fhould be, that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf. No. 

Gra. I am forry to find you thus, I haue bin to fecke you. 
Biatt. Alas he faints,0 Cafsio, Gafslo, Caf sit. 

Jag. Gentlemen all,I doe fufpeft this trafh 
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8o 7 he 7 ragefiy of Othello * 

To beare a part in this t patience a while good Cafsio : 

Lend me a light ; know wethisface.orno ? 

Alas ray friend, and mydcare countrey man/ 

Roderigo ? »o,yes furc : O heaucn Roderigo. 

Gra. What of V'ettsce? 

lag. Eucn he fir,dtd you know him ? 

Gra, Know him? I. 

lag. Seignior Gratia*#, I cry you gentle pardon; 

Thefe bloody accidents muftexcufe my manners, 

That fo ne gl«£led you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

lag. How doc you Cafsio ? O a chaire,a chaire. 

Gra, Roderigo, 

lag. He,tis he : O that’s Well faid,a chaire ; 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence. 

He fetch the Generalls Surgeon : for you miftriffc, 

Saue you your labour, he th at lies flaine here Cafsio t 
Was my deare friend, what malice was beewixe you ? 

Caf. None in the world,nor doe I know the man. 
lag. What,looke you pale? O beare him out o’rh aire. 
Stay you good Gentlewoman,lookc you pale mi ft ride ? 

Doe you perceiuc the icaftures of her eye, 

Nay,anyou ftirre,wc (ball hauc r in ore anon : 

Behold her well I pray you.ldbkeypon her. 

Doe you fee Gentlemen ? NayguilcincfTe 
Will fpeake,though tongues were out ®fvfc. Enter 'Em. 
Em. ’Las what’s the matter? what’s the matter husband? 
lag. Cafsio has here bin fet on in the darke. 

By Roderigo, wd fellowcs that are fcap’t, 

Hce’s almoft ftainc, and Roderigo dead. 

Em. Alas good gcnt!eman,alas good dafs/o. 
lag. This is the fruite of whoring, pray Emillia^ 

Goe know of Cd/w, where he fupt to ni»ht : 

What,doc you (hake at that ? 

Bian. He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore {hake not* 

Jag. O did he fb,I charge you goe with me. 

Em. Fie,ficvpon thee {trumpet. 



The Moore of V enlce . 

Hiatt. Iam no ftrumpet,but of life as honeft, 

As you, that thus abufc me. 

Em. As I : fough,fie vpon thee. 

lag. Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poors Cafsio dreft, 
Come mi ftfcflc,you muft toll’s another tale. 

Emilita,x . urine you to the Cittadel!, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what lifts hapt : 

Will you goe on,l pray, this is the night , 

That either markes mc,»r forcdocs me quite. 

Extant. 

Enter Othello j tith alight. 

Oth. It is the caule,it is the caufe,my ioulc. 

Let me not name it to you,you chafte ftarres : 

It is the caul'eyet I’lc not fhed her blood, 

Nor fcarre that whiter skin of ber$,thco fnow, 

And fmo<?th,as monumentall Alablafter ; 

Yet flic mufl die.eiic fliec’il betray tnpre men, 

Put out the light,3ud then put out the light: 

If I quench thee, thou flaming miniftcr, 

I can againe,thy former light reftore. 

Should I repent me; but once put out thine, 

Thou cunning pattcrne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promctbiaR heate, 

That can thy light rcturne : when I hauc pluckt the role, 

I cannot giue it vitall growth againe, 

Itmuft necdcs wither ; Tie ftncll it on the tree, 

A balmy breath, that doth almoft perfwade 
Iufticc her felfc to hreake her fword once more. 

Be thus, when thou art dead, -mb I will kill thee. 

And iouc thee after : once more, and this the laft, IJe 
So fweete was ne’re fo fatall : I muft weepe, kjjfes her. 

But they arc crucll tearcs ; this fbrrowes heaucnly, 

It ftrikes when it does loue : (be wakes. 

Deg. Who’s there, Othello ? 

Oth. I, Dcf demon#. 

JDef, W ill you c®mc to bed my Lord ? 

Oth) Haue you prayed to night yDefdmona ? 

M 
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po The Tragedy of Othello - 

Df/; I my Lord? 

0?6. If you bcthinke jrour felfe of any crimr, 
Vnreconcil’dasyet to heauen and grace, 

Sollicite for it ftraicc. 

Def. Alas my Lord, what may you meant by that? 

Oth. Well doe it, and bebriefe,! will walkc by, 

I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit, 

No,heautn fore- feud. I would not kill thy foule. 

Def. Talke you of killing? 

Oth . 1,1 doe. 

Def, Then hcauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. Amcn,with all my heart. 

Def. If you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Hum. 

Def. And yet I feare you, for you are fatall then,. 

When your eyes roulc fo : why I (hould feare,I know not, 

Since guiltineflel know not,but yet i fcelc I feare, 

Oth. Thinkc on thy finnes. 

Def. They are Ioues I beare to you. 

Oth. And for that thou dieft. 

Def. That death s vnnaturall,that kills for lolling, 

Alas, why gnaw you fo your neather lip-? 

Some bloody paflion flukes your very frame , 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doc not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be iltll. 

Def. I will, fo, what's the matter ? 

Oth . That handkercher which I fo lou’d,and gaue thee, 
Thougaueftt© Cafsie „ 

Def, No, by my life and foule. 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth. Sweete foule take heed, take heed ofperiury, 

Thou arc on thy death-bed. 

Def. I,but not yet to die. 

Oth. YeSjprcfcntly : 

Therefore confefle thee freely of thy firuie, 

For to deny each article with oath-" 

Cannor 
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The Moore ©/'Venice, 

Cannot remote, nor choke the ftrong conceit, 

That I doe groanc withall : thou art to die, 

Def. Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay Amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too: 

I neucr did offend you in my life, -- neuer lou‘d Cafsie, 

But with fuch generall warranty of heaueti, 

As I might louc : I neucr gaue him token. 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkercher in his hand, 

0 periured woman, thou doeft rtone thy heart. 

And makeft me call, what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a facrifice, 

1 faw the handkercher. 

Def. He found it then, 

I aeuer gaue it him,fcnd for him hither. 

And let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth. Hchasconfeft. 

Def. What, my Lord ? 

Oth. Tharhchath— — vdsdeath, 

Def How,vnlawfully ? 

Oth. I. 

Def, He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No, his mouth is ftop’d. 

Hone ft I ago hath tane order for't. 

Def. My feare interprets then, — what is he dead } 
Oth. Had all his haires bin Hues, 

My great reuenge had ftomacke for ’era all, 

Def. Alas he i$bctraid,and I rndone. 

Oth. O ttrumpet , — weepeft thou for him to my face ? 
Def. O banniili me, my Lord, but kill me not. 

O.h, Downc {trumpet. 

Def Kill me to morrow, let me Hue to night. 

Oth. Nay .an you ftriuc. 

Def But halfc an bourc,but while I fay on- prayer. 
Oth. Tis too late. he ft fits her. 

Def O Lord,Lord, Lord. Eruillia calls nthm. 

Dm. My Load, my Lord, what ho, my Lord, my Lord. 
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f% The TrageijofOiidlo * 

Oth ♦ What voyce is this ? not dead ? not yet quite dead ? 

I that am cruell,am yet mercifully 
I would not haue thee linger in thy paine, — fbjfcv 
Em. W hat ho, my Lord, my Lord. 

Oth ♦ Who’s there ? 

Em. O good my LordJVie fpeake a word wich you* 

Oth . Y es,tis Emillta > by and by : fhee’s dead : 

Tis like {he comes to fpeake of Cafsios death ; 

The noyfe was here $ ha^uo more mouii:g-, 

* Snll as the graue ; fhall fhe come in ? wcrc’r good ? 

I thinke fhe itirres againe; no,what*s the belt ? 

Iffli e c^me ii^fhcc’il fure (peake to my wife. 

My vVife^my wtfe^my wife; I ha no wife ; 

O infiipportablc : O heauy houre. 

Me thinks it fhould be now a huge Ecclips 
Of Sunne and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawne at alteration. 

Em. I doc befecch you I may fpeake with you,- good my Lord*. 
Oth . I had forgot th ee ; O come in Emillut. 

Soh,by and by ; let me the Curtaines draw, Ent. Emil. 

Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee now ? 

Em, O my good Lord * venders foule murders done 
Oth . What^ncvw? 

E?n. But now my Lord, 

Oth. It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neere the earth, then flic was wonr,. 

And makes men mad. 

Em. O afsio my Lord has kifd a yong Venetian*, 

Cal'J RoeLr/ge. 

Oth . Rockrigo kild 3 aiid Cafsio kdd ? 

Em. NofiaJjfo is not kild, 

Oth. Not Cafsto kild,then murders out of ttine, 

And fweetereucnge growes harfla. 

Def. Ofalfly,faIfly murdered, 

Em. O Lord,what cry is that ? 

Oth. That? what? 

Em. Out and alas, it is my Ladves yoyce , 

Hclpe* 
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Helpe,helpe,ho helpc,0 Lady fpeake again?, 

Sweete Defdemona, O fwcete Mifircffe fpeake. 

Def. A guihkflc death 1 die. ' 

Em. O who has done this deed ? 

Def. No body,I my felfe, farewell : 

Commend rr.e to my kinde Lerd,0 farewell. f.t diet. 

Oth. Why, how fhould flic be murdered ? 

Em. A las, who knowes? 

Oib. You heard her fay,hcrfdfe,it was not I. 

Em. She fayd fo,I muft ncedes report a truth. 

Oth. She’s like a lyer-gon? to burning Hell, 

*Twas 1 that kild her. 

Em. 0,the more Angell fhe. 

And you the blacker diuell. 

Oth. She turn’d to folly, and (lie was a whore. 

Em. Thou doeft bely her, and thou art a diuell. 

Oth. She was falfe as water. 

Em. Thou as ra(h as fire, 

To fay that (he was falfe .• O fhe was henucnly true.- 
Oth. Cafsio did top her.askc thy husband eUe, 

O I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell. 

But that I did procecd,vpon iuft grounds, 

T© this extremity, thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband ? 

Oth. Thy husband. 

• Em. That fhe was falfe to wedlocke ? 

Oth. I, with Cafsio: nay, had (lie bin true, 

Ifheauen would make me fuch another world. 

Of one intire and perfeft Crifolite, 

Pde not haue fold her font. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. l,twasrhc that told me firft. 

An honeli man he is,and hate* the (lime. 

That flicks on filthy decdcs. 

Em. My husband? , , 

Oth. What needes this iteration? woman, I fay thy husband, 
Em. If be fay fo , may his pernkious foule ■/ _ 
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Rot halfe a grains a day ; he lies to*th heart, 

She was too fond ofher moft filthy bargains* 

Oth. Ha? 

Em* Docthyworft, 

This deed ©f thine is no more worthy hcaucii, 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oib . Peace,yon were beft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe tneharme* 

As I haue to be hurt : O gull,0 dole, 

As ignorant as dirct ; thou haft done a deed 

I care not for thy fworjj’le make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty liucs : hclpc,he!pe,0 helpc ; 

The Moore has kild my Miftrefle, murder, murder* 

Enter Montai^GratianoJago^^^r^r/. 

Afo»* What is the matter ? how now Generali t 
Em* 0,are you come Iago ? you haue do«c well. 

That men muft lay their murder on your neck. 
sill. What is the matter ? 

Em. Difpreucthis villa me, ifthoubec'ft a man * 

He fayes thou roldft him that his wife was falfe, 

I know thou didft nor,thou art not fuch a villaine : 

Spcake/or my heart is full. 

Ug. I told him what I thought, and told no more. 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true. 

Em. Kut did you cuer tell him (he was falfe ? 

Iacr* I did. 

£ m • You told a lie,an odious damned lie; 

Vpon my ioule.a Iic,s wicked lie.* 

Slie falfe with Cafsio ; did you fay with Cafsio ? 

lag. With Cafsio miftrefle; go to,charme your tongue. 

Em. I will not charmc my tonguc,I ana bound to fpcakc. 
lag. What arc you mad,T charge you get you home. 

Em. GoodGemlcmen let me hauo leauc to fpeake, 

Tis proper I obey him,buc not now.* 

Perchance Iago, I will nc’regoe home. 

Oth Oh,oh,oh. OtH* fals on tht bed 

Em. Nay, lay thee downc^androrcj 

Per 





WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello { STC 22305) LONDON, 



' r fhc Moore of Venice. 

Fot thou'baft kild the fwceteft innocent, 

That ere did lift vp eye. 

Oth, O fhe was foule : 

1 fcarce did know you V ncle, there lies your Niece, 

Whofc breath indeed, thefc hands haue newly Hope, 

1 know this a& fhewes terrible and grim. 

Cra. Poore Defdcmona,\ am glad thy father’s dead. 
Thy match was mortal! tohim.and pure griefr. 

Shore his ©Id thread atwanc : did he line now. 

This fight would make him doe a defperate turne. 

Yea curfe his better Angell from his fide, 

And fall to reprobation . 

Oth. Tis pittifulljbutyet /^sknowes. 

That f!*'; c with Cafsio, hnh the adt of fliame 
A thoufand times committed ; Cafsio confcft ir. 

And fhe did gratifie his amorous workes, 

With the rccognifance and plcdgeofloue. 

Which I firil gaue her ; 1 fa w it in his hind. 

It was a handkercher ; an Antique token 
id yfather gaue my mother. 

Em. OGod,0 heauenly God. 

Jag. Zours,hold your peace. 

Em. Twill out, ’twill : I hold my peace fir,no. 

Tic be in fpeaking,libcrall as the ayre, 

Let hcauen.and mcn.and diuells.let cm all, 

All,all cry fiaamc againft me, yet l’le fpcakc. 

lag. Be wifc.and get you home. 

Em. I will not. 

Cra. Fie,your fword vpon a woman? 

Em. O thou dull Moore, that handkercher thou fpeakft 
I found by f©rtune,3nd did giue my husband .* 

For often with a folemne earneftnefle, 

^lore then indeed belong’d to fuch a trifle. 

He beg’d ef me to fteale it. 

lag. Villainous whore. 

Em. She gaue it Cafsio: no alas I found it. 

And I did giu’t my husband. 
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The Tragedy of O thello 

Filth thou lied. 

Em. By heaucri I doe not, I doc not Gentlemen, 

O murderous Coxcombe / what fhould (ach a foolc 
Doe with fo good a woman ? 

The Moore mints at Iago.Iago kjlt his wife. 

Oth. Are there no (hones in heauen, 

But what femes for the thunder ? pretious villaine. 

G'ra. The woman falls, furctoc has kild his wife- 

Em. 1,1,0 by me by nay miftreflefide. Exit lago. 

Gra. Hee’s gone, but hi’s wife’s kild. 

Mon. Tis a notorious villaine, take your weapon, 
Which I haue here recouered from the Moore : 

Come, guard the dore without, let him not paffe. 

But kill him rather,I’le.after that fame villaine. 

For tis a damned flaue. Exit Mont. W Gratiane. 

Oih. I am not valiant neither. 

But etiery puny whipftcr gets my fword, 

But why (bould honour out liuchonefty ? 



Let it goe all. 



l n. ", v. ojii - ; - 

Em. Moore, fire was chaft,flie lou’d thoc cruell Moore, 
So come my foule toJ?liffc,as I fpcake true j 
SofpeakingasI thinkc,T die,ldic. (he dies. 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spaine,the Ifebrookes temper; 

0 here it is; Vncle I muft come forth. Gra .within. 

Cra. It thou attempt it,u will coft thee decrc. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fufFer, 

Oth. Lookc in vpon me then, and fpeake to me, 

Or naked as I am, I will affault thee. 

Gra. What-is the matter? 

Oth. Behold,! haue a weapon. 

Abetter newer did it fclfe fuftaine 

Vpon a Souldicrs thigh : I haue fecne the day. 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

1 haue made my way through more impediments. 

Then twenty times you (top : but O vaide boaft. 

Who can controls his Fate ? tis i\ot fo now. 
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The Moore Venice. 

Pale as thy fmocke,when we (ball meeteat count. 

This lookc of thine,wil] hurle my foule from hcauen. 

And fiends will (hatch at it : cold,cold 4 my girle, 

Euen like thy chaflicy; O curfed flaue : 

Whippe me you Diuells, 

From the poffcffion of this heauenly fight. 

Blow me about in winds, roaft me in fulphurc, 

Wsfli me in ftccpe downe gulphes of liquit fire : 

O Defdemona ,Defdemtua, dead,0,o,o. 

Enter Lodouico,Montano,Iago,4»</ Officers, 
CaiTio in a Chatre. 

Lod. Where is this rafh and molt infortunateinan. 

Oih. That’s he that was Othello , here l am. 

Lod. Where is this Viper,bring the villaine forth. 

Oth. I looke downe towards his feet, but that’s a fable 
If then beeft a diuell,! cannot kill thee. 

Led. VV ring his fword from him. 

lag. 1 bleed fir,buc not kil’d. 

Oth. I am not lorry neither,l’de haue thee loue. 

For in my fenfc tis happmefle to die. 

Lid. O thou Othello , that wert once fo good, 

Falne in the pra£iifc of a damned flaue, 

Wf-at fliould be faid to thee ? 

Oth. Why any thing. 

An honourable murderer ifyou will: 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his villainy : 

Did you and he content in Cafsios death ? 

Oth. L- 

Caf. Deare Generali, Idid neucr giuc you caufc. 

Oth. I doc beleeue it,and i askeyou pardon. 

Will you pray ,derpand that' demy cliucll, 

W hy he hath thus infnar’d my foule and body ? 

lag. Demand me nothing,' what yoii know you know. 
From this tune forth I neucr will fpcake word. 

Lod. What not to pray ? 

Grat, Torments will op’e.your lips. . 
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9$ The'Tragedy of Othello 

Olh. Wc!l,tho\i docft bed. 

Led. Sir, you (Trail vndcrftan'd whithratk bcfalne. 
Winch, as 1 thinkc you know roc : here is a letter, 
found in the pocket of the flrine Roderigo ; 

And here another; the one ot them imports 
The death of Caftto\ to be vndertooke — by Roderigo . 
Olh. Ovillaine. 

Caf. Moft hearhcniflvnd moft groffe. 

Lod. Mow hercs another difeontetued paper. 

Pound in his pocket teo,and this it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to haue fent this damned yiilaine, 

But chat behk'lj/^jtn the nicke 
Came in, and fatisfiedhim. • 

Oth. O the pemitious catieffe ! 

How came you Cafsio by ahandkercher. 

That was my wifes ? 

Caf. I found it in my chamber. 

And he himfeife confeft it cuen now. 

That there he dropt it, for a ipcciall purpofc ; 

Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O foolp,foole,foole. 

Caf. There is bcfidcs in Rodtrigeet letter 
How he vpbraidcs /*g*,that he made him, 

Bcaue me vpon the watch, whereon it came , 

That I was caft; and euea but now he fpakc, 

After long & emin g dead ,/<*£« hurt him, 

Lteo fet him on. 

" Lod . You muft forfake this rconte, and goe with vs, 
Your power and your command is taken off. 

And Cafsio ru es in Cypres : for this flauc. 

If there be any cunning cruelty. 

That can torment him much, add hold him long, 

It (hall be his : you (hall clofe prifoner reft. 

Till that the nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State ; comc,bring him away. 

Oth. Soft vou,a word or two, 

I haue done the State fora: fcruice,and they fciow’t 1 







WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22305) LONDO 



*The Moore ofV enice* 

No more of that ; I pray you in your letters. 

When you {T 13 II thefc vnlucky deedes relate, 

Speakc ofeherta as they arc ; nothing extenuate. 

Nor fet downe ought in malice,then muft you fpeakc. 

Of one that lou’d not wifely, but too well : 

Ofone not cafily iealous.but being wrought, 

Perpkxc iivche extreame ; of one whofe hand. 

Like the bale Indian, threw a pearle away. 

Richer then all his Tribe : of one whofe fubdued eves. 
Albeit vhufed to the melting moode. 

Drops teares as faft as the Arabian trees. 

Their medicinal gum; fet you downe tins. 

And fay befides .that in Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant and a 7 urbandl ftr[>e t 
Beate a Venetian, nidi traduc’d the State; 

I tooke bi’ch throate the citcutucifcddog. 

And fmote hint thus. Be flaks himfeife 

Led . O bloody period. 

Gra. Allthat’slp keismard. 

Oth. 1 kift thee ere I kild thec,no way but this. 

Killing my felfc,to die vpon a kiffc. Be dies* 

Caf. , This did I fearc,but thought he had ao weapon. 
For he was great ofhearc. 

Led. O Spartancdog, 

More fell then anguifh,hunger,or the Sea, 

Lookc on the tragicke lodging of this bed j 
This is thy worke,tbe obie6> poifons fight. 

Let it be hid • Gratiano, keepe the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon die fortunes of the Moore: 

F or they fucceed to you, to you Lord Gouernour, 
Remaines the ccnfurcof this hellifh villaine, 

The tune, the placc,the torture : O inforce it. 

My fclfe will ftraicc aboard, and to the State, 

This hcauy aft with heauy heart relate. 

Exeunt emits ^ 



FINIS, 
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